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Summary: The Chief and his erotic lover Cortana must confront both 
the Covenant and a gang of very obnoxious original characters . More 
importantly, they confront the Chief's host of personality flaws, 
such as his extreme racism, questionable sexuality, disturbing 
psychosis, incredible stupidity, and general insanity. But is there a 
darker threat still? *Now with left justified paragraphs!* 


1. The Entire Fucking Thing 

Hello, everyone! After years of intermittent work, I am finally done 
with this one. I removed some of the stupider parts and added some 
more scenes, and made the characters more consistent. Welcome to the 
final edition of _HAYLO: The Parody from Hell, _four hundred 
pages 

about, or why it exists, or what I was thinking when I wrote some 
parts of it. Well, fuck you of bullshit. 

But first, a quote to get us started. I believe quotes are an 
extremely important part of nothing. 

'_Yet she increased her whorings, remembering the days of her youth, 
when she played the whore in the land of Egypt and lusted after her 
paramours there, whose members were like those of donkeys, and whose 
emission was like that of stallions . '_-The Bible, Ezekiel 23:19 
through 23:20 

And here are a few people I'd like to thank. I would like to thank my 
hero, Burnie Burns, for being such a sexy motherfucker with the voice 
of a chocolate mousse. I would also like to thank my pal Cerberus the 
Aardvark for showing me how to ruin everything I make. 

Some of you may be curious as to what this is actually. 


Chapter One: Exodust 



The 


"_Let he who is without sin cast the first candle up the butt."- 
Marcus de Sade_ 

Space. It is generally agreed upon in the scientific community that 
space is cold. Normal Fahrenheit or Celsius measurement can barely 
manage to describe how chill as the winter night it is, so I will 
instead use a quote. As a wise man once said, "Man, it's cold. My 
nipples are like pencil erasers." 

Many people also agree that space is filled with stars. Why, one has 
only to look up and see-SHIT IS THAT A SPIDER? MOOOOM I FOUND A 
SPIDER COME KILL IT! Anyways, stars are generally white, though there 
are also brown and red stars. Hell, there are even dwarf stars. It 
takes many colors to make a rainbow of politically correct stars. Too 
bad there aren't any lesbian stars because I would totally take 
pictures . 

Our setting is this cold, starry space; the second-to last frontier. 
Vast, silent, cold, and full of tiny white thingsa€"like an orgy at 
DragonCon. Suddenly, a massively giant space ship cuts through the 
void. It is big and brown, the color of trash or shit. It streaks 
towards a large artificial world that is in the shape of a ring. The 
ring world is big, but not as big as the pustule-like gas giant it 
orbits, as if it were a human-sized cock ring lost in the orbit of 
God's planetary dick pimple. 

Massive penis ship? A vagina ring in space? Do I even need to spell 
out seckshual metaphor? In fact this whole game is so full of sexual 
metaphors that I could write a terrible post structural essay about 
it! 

**Why Halo is a Metaphor for Homosexual Power** 

The story begins with a metaphor: the bulging and cylindrical 
_'Pillar' of Autumn _has just exited slip space, which is in and of 
itself obviously a metaphor for the vaginal canal. The phallic 
_' Autumn' _is now aimed at the Halo ring world, a circular artifact 
of immense size that completely dwarfs the '_Autumn'_ in comparison. 
Halo itself indicates a vagina, while the ' ' '_Autumn' ' __is a penis. 
Halo is not only larger and much more powerful than the penis but is 
also ultimately hollow, as there is no womb or cervix behind it. 
Furthermore, the ' ' ' ' ' ' ' ' '_Autumn' ''''''_ itself is large and brown, 
but woefully inadequate to ever satisfy the false vaginal god that is 
Halo. This sense of un-attainability permeates all the female imagery 
in the game, in which everything else is also a metaphor for 
pussies . 

The scene shifts to the stereotypically wise Captain Keyes smoking a 
pipe. The shape of the pipe, when turned upside down and flipped left 
to right, is the silhouette of an erect penis and balls facing left 
to right. Keyes keeps this metaphor ready at 'hand' throughout this 
scene. Cortana and he converse, but Keyes appears to be too dimwitted 
to stay on track of the conversation. Cortana is a pseudo naked 
holograph, the projection of an AI; she has access to all the 
information in the world, while Keyes, even when armed with his 
phallic pipe, is unable to cope. It should be noted that Cortana has 
no vagina, an interesting detail since it must have been men who 
designed her. Do they fear vaginas? It should also be noted that 
Keyes's pipe deliberately disappears for the rest of the game after 



this humiliating conversation. Also of note is the conversation 
itself, which consists of vague sexual metaphors mainly meant to 
convey the feeling that this 'Covenant' that is pursuing them is able 
to consistently 'get their first, ' and that their ships have 'always 
been faster.' The significance of these metaphors for pre mature 
ejaculation will become clear once the Covenant is revealed. 

We cut to the Master Chief, just waking up from Cryo suspension. He 
goes through a series of 'warm-up' exercises, all of them dominated 
by the continual 'charging up' of his armor's 'personal shielding.' 
But once the technician that has 'aided him' in 'warming up' is 
'finished, ' he is promptly discarded by a scripted event. This sets 
up the Master Chief as the dominant force of homosexuality in the 
game, who uses and breaks his partners before discarding them and 
moving on. 

It is at this point that the Covenant is revealed in its full 
feminine glory. Their weapons are composed of sleek feminine curves, 
their technology is florescent and pink, and they do not shoot 
bullets but ovary shaped projectiles of super heated energy; the 
refuse to penetrate the 'bodies' of their enemies, instead simply 
burning them to deathaC | their weapons are also some of the most 
effective in the game, far more powerful than the blocky male 
projectile weapons. Not only this, but the Covenant's Plasma Rifle, 
Plasma Pistol, and Energy Sword are both composed of two separate 
halves, mirror labial lips. The races of the Covenant are also of 
note for obviously representing sex. 

There are the Grunts, small, unattractive and generally weak 
creatures that the Covenant have obviously enslaved to do the 'grunt' 
'work.' They appear to have a symbiotic, sexual relationship with the 
Elites. The Grunts are sexual metaphor for the proper role of men in 
the heterosexual society; that of laboring sperm carriers whose only 
purpose is to compete for the right of inseminating their mother's 
huge enveloping vaginasa€"I-I mean, urn, being taken advantage of by, 
uh, women. 

The Elites themselves have no obvious masculine traits. They speak an 
elegant form of gibberish, and are in generally taller but sleeker 
than the humans. Most importantly, they move gracefully and are 
armored in bright, feminine colors, like red and blue. They represent 
the idealized role of women in the primitive heterosexual society 
ruled by women, which is what the Covenant is a metaphor for. 

There are also the Jackals. The Jackals are outcasts, hiding behind 
large ovary shaped shields. In the 'ranks' of the 'Covenant' they are 
'above' Grunts but 'below' Elites, and merely represent those women 
in the heterosexual society who have not yet given up completely on 
reliance on male roles and the desire for pregnancy. 

The Hunters are large matronly aliens without actual faces, 
representing my mother. They appear to represent the mothering 
instinct, the purest and most powerful force on earth. They are at 
once the most dangerous and most vulnerable enemies in the game; they 
have incredible long range and close range damage, but a single shot 
to the stomach (or womb) with the _exploding _(0R 

EJACULATING) 'bullets' of the Master Chief's pistol can instantly 
dispatch them. 


Even the Covenant's vehicles are sexual in nature. The Banshee is 



obviously a woman with PMS, symbolizing the fury of a woman scorned. 
Hell hath no fury indeed! The Wraiths and Ghosts are blown up and 
miniature representations, respectively, of the stately but 
unstoppable woman's rights movement and the quick escape the Covenant 
offers its 'members' from a subservient male dominated 
world . 

Regardless, the Master Chief must make his way through the 
ejaculating _Pillar of Autumn_, impotent and without weapons, with 
the Covenant in hot pursuit. As he is the ultimate avatar of not only 
male power but homosexual male power that is not reliant on women for 
gratification, the Covenant must destroy him. 

The Master Chief eventually reaches the 'bridge' to gaysex, coming up 
behind Captain Keyes and suggestively breathing his name out. Captain 
Keyes turns to him and explains that they must protect Cortana and 
make sure the Covenant do not get their hands on her; Cortana 
represents the men's ideal woman. She does everything that they tell 
her to and walks around naked all the time making sandwiches or 
something, probably. As the Covenant encroaches upon humanity, 

Cortana is the last ideal woman and must be protected, though in an 
ironic twist she still manages to upstage every other male character 
in the game in terms of intelligence. Ah, 'bung'ee, what a twisted 
tale you've woven! 

Keyes extracts Cortana from the Bridge's computer systems, the AI 
commenting in a brief ironic twist "yank me, " before being pulled. 

The Chief accepts his duty, but like a typical man cannot do so 
without commenting on Cortana 's abilities, specifically citing the 
stereotype of women being poor driversa€"though the game has already 
challenged this by having the feminine Covenants ships be far faster 
and more efficient than the human ones. As the scene ends, Keyes 
reaches down below the camera and does _something_, claiming that he 
is giving the Chief a 'weapon, ' though he does not specify what 
weapon or why he is giving it. 

Obviously it is a hand job. 

This is the second hint of homosexuality being the major force at 
work in the human's struggle. But I get a'head' of myself; the Master 
Chief continues on, suddenly acquiring ammo for his weapona€"perhaps 
signaling that he is ready for sexual contact again, his member once 
more turgid and ready to fence. The first Covenant troops (OR 
PROSTITROOPS ) he kills are the Grunts, setting up a trend of wiping 
out all the submissive males in the game so as to make an example, 
usually exemplified in killing Grunts while they cower in impotent 
bottom fear. 

The Master Chief makes his way through the ship, at one point 
encountering his old cryo chamber. Cortana comments that the Covenant 
wanted to catch him napping. Now, at this point the Covenant have 
obviously been no match for the full force of his homosexual rage. 
This comment expounds upon the idea that even perfect femininity is 
no match for the raw power of the strong top gay. 

The Master Chief proceeds on to the escape pods. Along the way he 
acquires items known as 'Frag Grenades.' 


But are they really 'frag' grenades? 



Or are they 'FAG' grenades? 


The Chief soon escapes despite the large hymen shaped shields that 
the Covenant erect to stop him. The escape pod he uses is shaped 
strangely like a sperm cella€"and even more alarmingly the pilot is a 
woman. This is the third time the game has made reference to females 
in relation to driving. Driving is an important sexual theme in the 
game . 

The sperm-pod is promptly ejaculated out of the large phallic 
_Pillar_. It speeds towards the ring world, dodging the attacks of 
the Covenant shipsa€"possibly a metaphor for birth control? But I 
digress . 

The pod promptly enters the Ring world, signaling of course the 
fertilization of the egg. But since the sperm cell in this case is 
carrying the Chief, it would make it gay sperm, which means that huge 
super vagina that the Covenant worships has been corrupted by the 
purest form of male strength. Does this hint at STD infection, as in 
the case of gay husbands giving their wives AIDS? This comes into 
play later. 

The pod then crash lands on Halo, killing every single person aboard 
except for the Chief; only masculine gayness in its purest form could 
survive the power of the giant vagina. Cortana suggests that there 
was nothing they can do-implying again how impotent man is in the 
face of super vagina. The Chief continues on and must cross a huge 
flowing 'river.' This either indicates grief or menstruation, 
possibly both. He then proceeds to rescue each of the other landed 
pods and 'collec't his fellow men. Each situation has a unique 
meaning. The cliff with the rocks symbolizes genital warts and the 
fear of breasts. The cliff with no rocks signifies men's obsession 
with shaved genitals. The underground facility with the shooting sky 
beam is man's jealousy of a woman's ability to get pregnant. It 
should be noted that the Chief encounters the thematic character 
'Sergeant Sgt . Johnson' in the instance prior to this. Sgt . Johnson 
is his supposed friend and possible lover through-out the game, 
continually returning to aid the Chief; he represents the 
heterosexual side of the Chief, but also the scared and secretive gay 
deep within. More on that later. The humans regroup and escape the 
valley, symbolizing an escape from oral sex. The entire level has 
been sequences after sequence of the Chief re-attaining his masculine 
identity after the hand job from Captain Keyes. 

The next level is a false high point within the meta story. The 
Chief, now reunited with his heterosexual comrades, has suppressed 
the gayness within. Cortana takes a back stage to their testosterone 
charged antics, whereas before she was closer to the Chief. They make 
their way through cliffs heavily defended by Covenant. It should be 
noted that the Chief is given a sniper rifle with a large amount of 
bullets, possibly symbolizing powerful ejaculation onto a twink's 
face. The rifle has an extremely long but thin barrel, representing 
the power and fragility of the penis. But it is only effective when 
enemies cannot see the player and are thus unable to dodge the white 
'tracer' shots that the sniper firesa€"a metaphor for bullets made of 
cum inseminating the asses of unsuspecting street walking women. But 
if sniper rifle sequences are a metaphor for rape, the real star of 
the level are the turrets. The turrets have large, three pronged 
barrels that are reminiscent of a woman opening her legs. They are 
the Covenant ' s latest attempt to destroy the men 



penispenispenispenispenis with feminine power; the blue projectiles 
they fire are unlimited, the top two representing ovaries and the 
bottom one representing the birth canal; they symbolize the infinite 
power of birth that women hold. It is possible for the Chief to abuse 
these turrets, turning them on the Covenant to destroy them. This is 
in keeping with the rape theme of the sniper rifle. It is also of 
note that the entire level takes place at nighta€"the perfect time 
for rape. The message is clear: the only thing men can do when they 
get together is rape, rape, rape. 

The second part of the level occurs after the humans have entered the 
reverse in-birthing of the gravity lift into the Covenant space 
craft. This shows how they are violating the laws of nature by 
entering the woman's inner sanctum, the womb and birth canal. The 
covenant ship has a pink and purple color scheme and almost organic 
design, and the humans trash everything. Shortly they rescue Captain 
Keyes, who for the Chief has now come to represent masculine power 
that transcends homo or hetero sexuality. They escape. Captain Keyes 
furthering the rape theme by commandeering a Covenant drop ship. In 
the final act of violation, they crush two matronly hunters with the 
double prong penises of the drop ship. The premise of the level is 
clear at this point, as this entire time the Covenant cruiser has 
been the one supplying the enemies in the level and they have finally 
penetrated and violated its inner sanctum; not even the power of 
birth can prevent from the violently destructive penises of straight 
men. So far Halo appears to be commenting on the destructive nature 
of vaginal sex, which stretches my mother's vagina a little more 
every time, but the converse power of gay dick is a growing sub-theme 
that will blossom to dominate the text. 

The gay theme is especially brought out in the Silent Cartographer 
level. This level is about anal sex, straight or otherwise. They 
begin with a 'beach landing' a clumsy metaphor for anal play. In a 
telling metaphor, the Covenant are unable to resist the attacka€"a 
metaphor for how painful dry anal is. The Chief soon acquires a 
Warthog, which allows him to go much faster and provides with extra 
fire-power: a metaphor for sex jelly used during anal play. There 
isn't much more to the levela€"except during the attack by the 
cloaked Elites. These cloaked agents represent homosexual 
connotations of anal sex. After the Chief has thoroughly penetrated 
the inner facility, the Pelican picks him up and takes him through a 
large, colon shaped 'Secret Passage.' Do I even need to spell out 
' shit box? ' 

The next level is a companion to the last in terms of theme. It is 
called Assault on the Control room, and it is about men hiding their 
gayness from their wives. Throughout the level the Chief is harassed 
by the large purple vehicles of the Covenant. These vehicles are 
large and purple, possibly signifying dildos. They represent the 
ability of women to exist independently of men. Simultaneously, the 
thick covering of snow in the level represents both the covering up 
of homosexuality and AIDS infected semen being transmitted to the 
unsuspecting female, hence the Covenant's presence. Finally, the 
Chief acquires the large brown tank in the penultimate moment of the 
level. He utterly destroys the Covenant, spraying white snow 
everywhere. This is a metaphor for packing the fudge twice in one 
night . 


Soon the Chief arrives in the swamp. Now, the swamp begins the theme 
of the dangers of homosexuality for everyone in the game. For the 



Chief the swamp is shit-dick. For the Covenant it is spying your 
husband's stretched ass as he comes out of the shower after coming 
back from a night at the 'bath house.' But as the Chief wages through 
a deluge of shit and takes a long colonic elevator into the bowels of 
the facility the true meaning of this theme becomes clear; for it is 
then that the Flood are revealed. 

The Flood are of course AIDS. For the Covenant, the Flood is the 
danger of being infected with AIDS by unfaithful husbands. This is 
reinforced by the foolhardy way in which the Covenant unleashes the 
Flood, just as in the a wife's (OR COVENANT'S) failure to recognize 
the signs of a homosexual husband (or, the Flood) . The Flood, or 
should I say the AIDS, infects the Covenant from the inside out, 
mirroring the insidious inception of the disease in marriage. It 
corrupts their reliance and worship of the 'Forerunners, ' a 
transparent simile of the absent father figure. AIDS for the Covenant 
is the disillusionment of reliance on male authority. 

But for the Chief, The Flood is something far worse; it is the 
ultimate adversary of the powerful homosexual, and for the rest of 
the game it is a constantly increasing threat, signifying the advance 
of the AIDS virus. In fact, from the moment the Flood are introduced 
it can be seen as the Chif being infected with AIDS. Let's examine 
the scene: he 'enters' an anonymous room that has clearly been sealed 
off, a metaphor for anonymous sex with strangers in the bathroom 
stall of an airport. He then observes a recording of some obviously 
very straight marines as they are slowly navigating the facility. But 
in the climatic scene of the video, the Marines discover the body of 
a male alien and refer to it in lewd sexual terms, signifying that 
they too are gay on the inside. This represents the Chief's last 
fleeting, desperate, hollow, glimpse of heterosexuality being 'torn' 
(like some sort of hymen, but in an anus) away. The rest of the game 
is his final mastery of dick. At that moment the Chief is suddenly 
deluged in 'infector' forms, a transparently obvious and clumsy 
metaphor for a cum-shot all over his body. It is from this exact 
moment that he is infected and will be harassed by AIDS for the rest 
of the game. 

The next level, the Library, signifies the search for the cure for 
AIDS: it is arduous and repetitive and no clear end is ever in sight. 
And the infection just keeps getting worse. On the flip side, the 
character of 343 Guilty Spark is a metaphor for gay rights activists: 
omnipresent and annoying, he haunts the character of the Chief and 
judges every action he takes as somehow not up to par with the cold, 
inhuman standards of his sentinel robots, creatures which when 
flipped upside down resemble the silhouette of a woman giving birth 
to a phallic gun that shoots penetrating lasers. 

Anyways, the Chief finally procures the 'Index, ' which is in the 
shape of a penis. Now the Index is a woefully tiny phallic tool used 
to activate Halo, which as established before is a vagina. This would 
make the index the representation of the tamed erection whose only 
purpose is to give the female pleasure, just like how a 'wife' 

'abuses' my 'tiny' 'dick.' In the game's penultimate moment of 
rejection, however, Cortanaa€"or rather women in generala€"re jects 
the tamed down low penis. Spark is furious because he sees it as 
homophobia, and the Chief is merely confused as he is still coming to 
grips with his gayness and his AIDS. 


Cortana, who from the rejection of the penis is now confirmed to be a 



lesbian, convinces the Chief that they must destroy Halo once and for 
all. The reveal is not that Halo destroys the universe, but rather 
that Cortana is not really a woman, but instead the personification 
of homosexuality, male or otherwise. The Chief finally accepts his 
gayness and decides to return to rescue Captain Keyes and reconcile 
the haunting hand job that first planted the seeds of doubt in the 
Chief's mind. However, when they finally find Keyes they see that he 
has succumbed to the AIDS. This is the lowest point of the 
storya€"the loss of a strong soul to those dangers that plague every 
homosexual . 

In the final level, the Chief goes around the phallic ship and sets 
up its countdown to 'explode'. This final ejaculation is the 
penultimate expression of gay powera€"a jet of gay jizz so strong 
that it wipes the slate clean of both Halo's femininity and the 
Floods AIDS. This is the denouncement of the game; the Chief fully 
accepts his hairy bear nature and is thusly granted the power to wipe 
away both the female dominance of the Covenant and the AIDS dominance 
of the flood. The Chief escapes on a space ship, and his final 
climactic words are: "I think we're just getting started." 

This is of course a reference to all the butt sex he's about to dish 
out . 

_Let ' s try that again. _ 

**Chapter One: Revelations** 

"_I invented the cat-dildo"- The Marques de Sade._ 

Anyways, Captain Keyes paced the bridge of the Pillar of Autumn. He 
was not an aging man, for his body and mind had long ago agreed to 
give up the whole 'cell-division' thing and go straight to 
decomposition. Despite this there were many medals pinned to his 
loose fitting f at iguesa€"well , he thought they were medals, but in 
actuality they were craft paper; the UNSC had lost enough precious 
metals graciously replacing the absent minded Captain's collection to 
build a scorpion tank. 

Keyes glared up with a hard (lol) stare at the map in front of him. 
Techies and deck officers milled about the bridge like a mass of 
sub-humanity, like bees packed into a hive. Everything 
buzzed . 

"Cortana, " began Keyes, his voice gruff and ruff like a scruffy car 
muff. "Did we lose them?" 

A small holograph of a purple woman appeared on a pedestal beside 
him. She cocked a hip, yellow eyes gleaming cruelly. She was beating 
a holographic riding crop against her open palm. 

"I think we both know the answer to that." 

Old Captain Keyes's face turned from slack jawed surprise at her 
appearance to momentary rage. "How would we both know the answer if 
you haven't _told me_, woman? God damn, you just don't _think_ 
sometimes . " 


Cortana smirked again, purple teeth flashing out of the side of her 
mouth. She obviously had great dental hygiene. "That's right. Rip Van 



Wrinkle. If you'd just look at tactical display over there" she 
thumbed over her shoulder at a glowing map projected onto a glass 
sheet "you'd see that three hundred Covenant cruisers are about to 
set up the galaxy's biggest train on our ass." 

There was a sound like a raw and very moist cabbage being torn in 
half. They both turned to look and saw that one of the milling bridge 
crew had just divided into two clones, performing mitosis on the spot 
as the Techies are wont to do. Or is that meiosis? Damn this fucking 
biology ! 

Keyes cleared his throat and turned back to narrow his eyes at 
Cortana. "What do you mean 'map, ' woman? What map?" 

She pointed again at the projection, which was now showing 
rectangular shapes zipping towards their location. "The tactical 
space map. You know, the one that takes up about half the 
room . " 

Another techie reproduced loudly and the wretched swarm grew ever 
larger. Keyes looked. At the map, I mean. Nobody wants to see that 
shit. "I forgot we had a space map-damn this Alzheimer's." He thought 
for a moment. "But we made a blind jump." His hands fumbled with 
opening a bottle of pain medication for his hip as he spoke "how did 
they-" 

"Get here first?!" interrupted Cortana, jumping her voice up to 
eighty decibels. 

The Captain jumped in surprise and slipped, dropping the pills and 
accidentally putting his weight on his bad leg. "GOD DAMN YOU 
STRUMPET!" He whipped out his pistol as his hip exploded in old 
person agony. Cortana laughed in pleasure and Keyes, enraged, fired 
at his intangible tormentor before turning the gun on the crew, 
shooting blindly into the mass of Techies that had multiplied their 
numbers exponentially since the beginning of the scene. 

"The Covenant ships have _always_ been faster." Cortana smiled in 
satisfaction as Keyes writhed, still firing the gun off in random 
directions as he tried to support his weight on one old atrophied 
leg. "And," she continued, "at light speed my maneuvering options 
were limited." Her voice was so smug and annoying that it could have 
split the very ear drums of Zeus. 

As a last resort Keyes stuffed the pistol into his mouth and hammered 
its trigger. It was empty, and so Keyes lived ona€"a sad reality for 
any cool and/or hip person, and the nurse that was in charge of his 
bedpan. Keyes put the pistol away. He doesn't keep it loadeda€"at 
least not anymore. 

The Captain's yellowing eyes glassed over for a moment. "Oh, hello 
there, young lady. Might I ask your name?" he asked Cortana, reaching 
into his old person's medicine purse again and taking out another 
bottle of medication. Several medics dragged the dead techies 
away . 

Cortana held a hand to her ear as if she were receiving a message, 
even though she was just a hologram and a bitch. "Bad news, grandpa: 
the Covenant has just launched a potato sack full of 
boarders . " 



Keyes's jaw dropped open again, his old person pain momentarily 
forgotten as reality came rushing back. "A potato sack you say? Then 
we have only one option: I must unleash some of my renowned medal 
winning tactical judo." He looked seriously down into Cortana's eyes. 
"But first I'll need some good old fashioned American made 
coffee . " 

Cortana raised an eyebrow. "But what about priorities?" 

"SHUT YOUR PIE HOLE AND DO AS I SAY, WOMUN ! " 

"Fine. I hope your syphilis eats your brain." The coffee machine 
dribbled some black tar from its nozzle and into a white Styrofoam 
cup . 

Keyes picked up the cup and drank some. "Zounds, this is the worst 
god damn coffee in the world." He poured it out on a dead techie that 
someone had forgotten to sweep into the corner of the room. 

"Wow! The Captain is such an out-of-the-box thinker," commented a 
technician to his friend, just before absorbing some plankton through 
his membranes. 

"Yeah, no." Cortana was not amused. "So, what exactly did we just 
accomplish in these few remaining moments of tactical significance, 
before the Covenant gives us our plasma enemas?" 

The aging Captain made one gnarled fist and looked ominous. "I did 
what I had to do. You can sit there on your pansy assed pedestal and 
judge me, but know this: men like me are the reason you can go home 
to night and not worry about a Covenant fleet glassing your planet. 
Men like me are the reason you can go home, pop out a couple kids, 
and kiss your husband on the cheek. Men like mea€"" 

"You didn't do anything." 

Keyes considered this. "Then maybe you should wake up the Chief. 

Since nothing works." 

"What about the tactical judo?" asked Cortana. 

Keyes laughed heartily. "Hussy, I don't even know what a judo 
is!" 

Hundreds of meters away in the bowels of the ship, in a cold dark 
storage room, next to a crate of fresh Florida oranges, a mysterious 
cryogenic suspension tank hummed. Frosted glass hid a hulking green 
figure deep within its steel canister; it was a man clad in olive 
green armor and doused with steely battle scars. He was the slayer of 
armies human and alien, master of weapons both alien and human, 
destroyer of fleets usually alien and sometimes human by accident. 

But the galaxy feared not, for at this moment he was having a dream 
about his mom. 

"Mommy, mommy!" cried the Master Chief, squeezing pale pearlescent 
tears from the corners of his large walnut shaped eyes. He was so 
cute you could just eat him up, along with those tears. In the dream 
he looked into the blurry mysterious face of his mother who he had 
never known and a single tear escaped his eye, again. There were 



multiple tears. 


His mom bent down to his dream infant height, her face still shrouded 
in mist. Honestly I don't know why I'm saying it's his mom when you 
can't even see her facea€"for all you know it could be someone or 
something else, like a giant anthropomorphic ant for 
instance . 

"Master Chief," she said, voicing echoing with sadness. "You must 
beware: great evil approaches to destroy your legend as slayer of 
armies human and alien and all that jazz." She made jazz hands with 
her insectile hands. "I must give you these advices 
three . " 

" ' Advices ? ' " 

His mother slapped him so hard he saw double. "Shut up, cunt. You 
will meet enemies three. One is your shadow, your negative and 
opposite. One is your temptation, a creature of masks and insidious 
pleasures. One is your creator, a baiter, and a chronic masturbator. 
One will be your lover. One will be your ally. And one will be your 
ultimate enemy." 

"Well gee," said the Master Chief. "I hope the one that's my lover 
isn't also my creator, because that would be incest. And incest is 
just gross . " 

"Pretty insightful," said his mysterious mother. "For a retard. By 
the way, I have one more thing to give you." 

Her shrouded form leaned closer to him, its face still shrouded in 
mist like I said before. 

"Kiss me good night?" asked the Master Chief, puckering up. His mouth 
looked like a bleached anus. 

"Not quite." She spat in his face in a tender moment of character 
development. But then suddenly she was Cortana, replete with leather 
chaps and a riding crop! 

"Mommy, you changed!" shrieked the Master Chief. Suddenly Cortana 
also spat in his face. Then Cortana turned into Dr. Hasley, mistress 
of the harsh Spartan project that had made him into the man he was 
not today. She picked him up and spat in his face. Then Dr. Hasley 
turned into the Covenant ! 

"NOOO!" The cryo pod shattered open and the Master Chief exploded out 
of it, covered in glass and frost. A cloud of mist burst around his 
fetal form as it rolled over the chill floor of the cryo bay and to 
the polished boots of a technician. 

"Uha€|sir? You okay?" asked the techie in absolute consternation, 
urine staining his pants as he stepped out of reach of the green 
giant that had just emerged. Or should I saya€|_Halo Reach_! ? Ain't 
this shit topical and timely? 

"Mommy?" asked the Master Chief, arising in a raiment of frost. He 
cocked his faceless golden visor at the techie. 

"What?" The tech began to fear for his life. He had only been spawned 



from the tech spawning pools yesterday, and he had so much to live 
for. He had not even replicated or spread his spores yet. 

"Just kidding," said the Master Chief. He patted the tech on the 
back. "I would never cock my head psychot ically like that." 

"Thank god you're all right. Chief!" said the tech. He pointed at the 
door out of the empty cargo bay. "We have to get the hell out of 
here ! " 

"MY NAME IS THE MASTER CHIEF!" said the Master Chief so loudly that 
his brain shattered. His helmet popped off his head in a spray of 
blood and he snapped the tech's head off and ate it in one gobble, 
like a snake. It was tragic too, because the tech had been about to 
spawn at any moment . 

As the Master Chief bent over the techie's decapitated body to pick 
up his helmet he felt something drop out of his nose. There was a 
squelching sound, but when he looked there was nothing in sight that 
could explain the odd occurrence. Maybe he had a nose 

bleeda€"somet imes people in cryo-pods could get nose bleeds when they 
came out. Also, it might just have been from the dry climate in the 
cryo bay; sometimes that could irritate the nose and cause 
nosebleeds. Still, this strange happening troubled him greatly. It 
can be very disturbing for something to just pop out of one of your 
orifices and for you not to know what it is, especially if it comes 
from your face. 

The Chief stumbled out of the chamber. He went down the corridor and 
into the armory, where many a Marine was preparing to fight the 
invading Covenant forces. A pitched battle was in progress. He passed 
groups of Covenant soldiers and human Marines half-heartedly throwing 
damp paper bags at each other while making bang sounds. 

"War is hell," said the Chief. 

The Marines in the armory all waved hello when he came (lol) in. They 
were playing that strange masculine game known as 'polka' and 
conversing with each other in the dialect of the Halo Marine. 

"Puta midro edjeara mio dio!" cried a Marine as his friend laid out a 
royal flush and raked in the pot. 

The Chief laughed as he farted around with them, forgetting where he 
was supposed to be and what he was supposed to be doing, as well as 
who he was. This would not be the first time. Everything was going 
fine until he spied the most terrifying enemy this savage war had yet 
thrown at him. 

"Dear god in heaven!" screamed the Chief, clutching at a nearby 
Marine. "WHAT IS THAT?!" He pointed. 

"What, that?" asked the Marine he had grabbed, stopping and jogging 
back to the Chief. It was everybody's favorite token badass Sergeant 
Avery J. Sgt . Johnson. 

The Chief nodded his head vigorously. "YES THAT-oh hi Sgt. 

Johnson ! " 


"Boy!" snarled Sergeant Sgt. Johnson, chewing on his giant cigar. 



"It's just a soggy rubber. What the hell kind of pussy are you?" He 
punched the Chief lightly on the arm. 


"I don't know I've never even had seeex!" The Chief pulled Sgt . 
Johnson's gun out of its holster and shot the rubber to death. 

Sparks, debris, and mysterious fluid flew everywhere. Some even 
landed on Johnson's face. There was a lot of it too. It was 
semen . 

"Oh, you better believe I'll get you back for this. Chief," said 
Johnson as he dunked his head in the sink. "If I get AIDS it's gonna 
be your fault ! " 

"Oh relax, boo," said a voice. "At least it didn't get in your 
hair. "A small Mexican Marine named Mendoza walked up, shouldering 
through a group of random Marines who were getting ready to fight. 
Many were cracking jokes and dry humping instead of that. 

"Mendoza," said Johnson, narrowing his eyes at the small man. 
"Shouldn't you be loading up with the other Marines?" 

Mendoza shrugged. "I've already been loaded up. By the other 
Marines." He looked at the Chief. "Hey there, jolly green giant. Have 
you seen my rubber?" 

The Chief toyed with his pistol, casually aiming its barrel towards 
Mendoza's face as if it were a toy. "I dunno . Maybe it's in here, why 
don't you take a look." 

"Whoa there cowboy," said Mendoza. "I was just joking, I don't even 
use condoms. Love not glove, I say." Sergeant Sgt. Johnson managed to 
push the gun away before the Chief could commit friendly friar, a 
little known variant of friendly fire. Mendoza swooned at this 
masculine heroicism. 

"You done with my fucking pistol, boy?" asked Sgt. Johnson, pointing 
to the pistol. 

"This old thing?" asked the Chief. He dangled the weapon in front of 
his friend's face. When Johnson made a grab for it the Chief 
pistol-whipped him. Sgt. Johnson spun in a circle of flying teeth and 
crumpled to the ground as the Chief left the room, stepping on his 
body on the way out . 

"Wow, the Chief is being kind of an asshole, " said one of the 
Marines . 

Sgt. Johnson got up and kicked him between the legs, the tip of his 
boot landing squarely in the poor fuck's anus. "Boy you show some 
respect for that man. He may be dumb as hell, but he's got more balls 
than a golf bag and more kills under his belt than this whole damn 
army combined!" 

Mendoza agreed. "Plus he murderers random people like, all the time." 
He sighed. "I wouldn't mind taking a ride on the Chief-Mobile, if I 
thought I ' d survive . " 

Johnson rolled his eyes. "Give it a rest, Mendozaa€"you know the 
Chief doesn't swing for the _flesh and body_ lovin', if you know what 
I mean . " 



Another Marine piped up. "Hey mang, you shudda seen the Chief back on 
reech, he was a murder machine. They say he killed Cortez just for 
looking at him wrong, mang. They called hima€ | " the Marine looked 
furtively around. "_E1 Jackel." _The other Marines clamored nervous 
agreement. Even Mendoza looked perturbed. 

"Boy," began Johnson, but that was all. He bent to collect his teeth. 
Mendoza watched him seemingly without interest. Or at least he seemed 
apathetic. But inside his feted mind a cry of hunger rang. 

The Chief passed by a few firefights on his way to the bridge. He 
ended most of these through the patented "CHIEIFINATOR" technique: 
strapping entire bandoliers of grenades to passing to Marines, as 
well as passing children, and then throwing them at the enemy. By the 
time he got to the bridge his armor was covered in all sorts of 
fluids. Well, enough about Mendoza. 

"Sleep well?" asked Cortana as the Chief entered (lol) the bridge and 
walked up to her. A Techie got in his way and he bitch slapped it 
aside. The techies had replenished their numbers since Keyes's 
massacre and were now at full strength; he had to push through a 
thick shrub of them and they buzzed and chirped at him in 
agitation . 

"Sure did, " he said, his response to Cortana delayed to the point of 
confusion. "By the ways I had a dream about you being my 
mom . " 

"Kinky." Cortana cracked her riding crop again. Coincidentally the 
Chief's crotch plate was exactly level with her hologram. 

Just setting the scene. 

"Let's not do me now," said the Chief. 

"Works for me, " interjected Keyes, trying to be funny and hip and 
failing as usual. He stuck out his hand to greet the Chief, who wiped 
himself off on a tech and shook. Every bone in the Captain's hand was 
instantly turned to powder. 

"Maybe you should have that looked at, sir," said Cortana. Keyes 
hadn't felt anything because he was so old that all the nerves in his 
body had dissolved long ago. 

"Shut it noodlehead!" retorted Keyes. "Can't you see two men are 
talking?" He turned to the Chief. "Can't believe the women these 
daysa€"we're letting the feminists poison 'em against us." 

The Chief nodded. "You are my authority figure." 

"I know. Chief. Women. Who needs 'em, right?" 

"Oh yeah?" Cortana then cut the air supply to the bridge. "Let's see 
if you need this." 

Since the Chief was the only person in the room with his own oxygen 
supply, he was able to watch with vague curiosity as the techs and 
officers clawed at their throats and hammered against the walls in 
terror. "Chief," Keyes chocked out, "takeaC | CortanaaC | get off 



thea€ i shipaC i " He got out his pistol and ineffectually pressed it 
against the Spartan's unresponsive chest, making small gurgling 
noises as he did so. 

The Chief took the pistol and knelt down next to the dying Captain. 
"Could you repeat that?" 

Captain Keyes went limp. 

"Looks like it's just you and me, big boy" said Cortana, as the rest 
of the bridge crew died horrible slow deaths. As this was happening 
she wriggled her holographic hips as if to suggested sexual 
excitement . 

It was not a coincidence. 

"Don't get ahead of ourselves," said the Chief. "When I wipe the 
human brainwaves from your memory, you'll be little more than 
calculator . " 

"What?" 

"Just kidding." He looked at the terminal. "How do I download you or 
whatever? You shouldn't have put Keyes to bed so soon because I have 
no fuckingaC"" 

"I can do it myself." Cortana snapped her fingers. "There, I'm 
downloaded 'or whatever.' Now yank me." 

"Cortana, you don't have a dick. Or anything at all really. Which 
reminds me of-" 

Cortana interrupted him. "Fucktard. Yank. The chip." 

"Oh, right." The Chief pulled out the 'chip.' He looked at it 
suspiciously as a nearby techie began to convulse, dying brain firing 
off random nerves. "This is a USB flash drive." 

"Plug it in, you fat eunuch." 

He did. An icy cold wash of ice coldness washed over him. It was like 
the prickling of a thousand icy needles. 

Cortana 's bitch laugh echoed in his ears. "Wow Chief, your head is 
fucked up right now. What did you do, hold your breath too long? I 
kind of like it this way; it's more fun to torment _retards._" 

"Of course," sighed the Chief. "You sadistic bitch. Always taking 
advantage of my weaknesses." He pulled out a ball gag out of 
somewhere and began trying to put it on over his helmet. 

"You know it," said Cortana. The Chief heard her crack a whip inside 
his head. "Your pain is my pleasure." 

"I don't know what I'd do without you." The Chief put on a gimp mask 
over his helmet. He turned to leave. His foot caught on Keyes's limp 
body . 

"Whoops." He edged around the corpus. "Uha€ | " And then he had to tip 
toe thru the carpeting of still twitching techie bodies. He stepped 



on some fingers. "Whoops, sorry." Finally he made to the other side, 
but then had to turn sideways to edge through the door so that he 
wouldn't bump the frame and leave scratches. " ' Scuse me." 

The Chief cleared his throat and dusted his hands off as he left the 
bridge. The sound of an incredible battle in the mess hall echoed 
from up ahead. Soon he came across some Covenant Grunts just outside 
the door. One of the Grunts was wearing a pair of human underwear on 
its undersized butt. _Woman 1 s _underwear. 

The Chief laughed. "Wow, could this get any more awkward?" 

He looked at the other Grunt. It was wearing a large black strap-on 
on its head. 

Cortana's voice popped into his mind. "They must have raided the 
locker room . " 

"Yeah, McKay ' slockeraC | room, " he snickered. Then, "How did you get 
inside my mind?" 

"You plugged me into the USB port in the back of your head. 

Remember? " 

"What the hell are you talking about? USB is a dead technology. I use 
fire wire . " 

"I had the techies install an adapter while you were asleep. A lot 
has changed since you were frozen. Chief. Oha€"and fire wire sucks 
dick . ” 

"Whatevs, " said the Chief. He used the butt of his pistol to kill the 
Grunts in passing and then took a plasma pistol. Now that he had the 
human pistol and the plasma pistol he was completely unstoppable and 
would never need any other weapon. 

He walked into the mess hall, where a bunch of Marines were getting 
their assess handed to them with extra cheese. Funnily enough if you 
combine the taste of cheese with the taste of ass you get a flavor 
almost exactly identical to the taste of the food they served in that 
mess hall . 

This time the Covenant had a pack of multicolored, enormous, two-toed 
land sharks with them. Oh wait, I mean Elites. I'm not sure what's so 
'Elite' about needing to color code your very clothing just to tell 
each other apart. A veteran Elite waved a severed human head in the 
air . 

"HA HA HA! YOU WILL DROWN IN YOUR OWN VISCERA, HERETICS!" he 
exclaimed before taking a bite off of a nearby table and chewing it 
happily. A rookie Elite who wanted to be just like the veteran picked 
up a severed human penis and waved it around too. His peers 
congratulated him and slapped him on the back. 

By the way, get used to the Elites saying stupid shit and being 
vaguely gay because that's like half the story. The other half is the 
humans saying stupider shit and being obviously gay. 


Anyways, at that very moment the cafeteria's cook burst into the 
room, plasma burns scorching every part of his body. In one hand he 



held a deadly looking apple pie. He threw it like Odysseus flinging 
the discus and the pie zinged towards the dick carrying Elite. The 
alien raised his hands in horror and screamed as the pastry smacked 
into his face, covering his armor in mAOlange. 

"FOOD FIGHT!" 

A platter of mystery meat exploded in front of the Chief, splattering 
gravy everywhere. "Shit!" The Chief dove for cover as a Grunt on the 
opposite end of the room fired off a volley of onion rings at him, 
each one larger than the last. 

"Auuugh!" screamed a Marine as the nimbus of one of the larger onion 
rings clipped him in the side of the head, literally tearing a piece 
(of his head) off. He crumpled to the ground. 

"SONSA BITCHES!" screamed another Marine, popping up from behind 
cover to throw handfuls of macaroni at the Covenant. A glob of yellow 
quick-cheese caught the Grunt full in the face and it fell, writhing 
and screaming. Nearby an entire cheeseburger had embedded itself into 
a red Elite's chest. An Elite doctor crouched nearby, trying to 
remove the burger as ketchup oozed from the wound. 

"I'm done for doc!" gurgled the Elite. "Tell my wife Loos Pussam'ee 
that I love her!" 

"TELL HER YOURSELF!" the doctor shook him, but it was too late. The 
dying man's mouth slowly filled with ketchup and his eyes went 
dark . 

"Nooooo ! " screamed the doctor. He stood and started throwing baked 
beans at the humans. "Filthy heretics! Take me instead! Take 
meeee ! " 

"War is serious on both sides," commented the Chief. Then he threw a 
hotdog like a spear and impaled the doctor in the head. A blast of 
mustard and ketchup exploded from his shattered skull and he 
collapsed, dead. 

"What's going on?" asked Cortana. 

A nearby cry of pain caught the Chief's attention. A Marine was 
curled up on the ground behind a barricade made of slowly melting 
soft serve. "Chief!" cried the Marine. "I ate so much salty fooda€ | " 
he coughed. "I'm so tired. I can't move." 

The Chief crouched behind him and tried to pull him up. "Come on 
soldier, we'll get you some water back at base camp." His fingers dug 
desperately into the man's shoulder. 

"The water tastes likea€ i cokea€ i " choked out the Marine. And then he 
died . 

"GOD DAMN YOU COVENANT!" screamed the Chief. He whipped out his gun. 
"Now the gloves come off you mother fuckers!" Bullets of super 
heated, armor piercing, brass plated French Fries streamed out of the 
weapon as handfuls of spent casings clattered to the floor. 

"Take cover!" was all a nearby Jackal managed to say before two 
French Fries hit him in the heart, splitting it in half. The Chief 



turned the rifle onto the other Covenant and started mowing them 
down. They died with handfuls of rock hard French Fries protruding 
from their chests, grease leaking out of the wounds. 

The Chief cleared his throat lazily. "Today's special is me. With a 
side order of death." 

"That's retarded," said Cortana. 

The Chief flipped into the air and smashed an Elite's head into the 
ground with both feet, splattering brains everywhere like some sort 
of deadality. Then he did a back flip and kicked the headless body 
into a row of Grunts, crushing them all. In mid air, while upside 
down, he extended his arms to both sides while gripping pistols and 
fired two shots off to either side, each of which went through the 
head of two gaping Elites, respectively. The bullets each tore 
through their targets, ricocheted off the walls behind them, and 
reversed course to tear through both aliens' hearts to blow up their 
spines as well. As he landed an Elite rushed him with a plasma rifle 
held like a club. The Chief head-butted him in the hand, breaking all 
the bones there and snapping the plasma rifle in half on his 
forehead. Then he did a scissors kick that tore the Elite's head off 
of his shoulders. While the severed head hung in the air for a 
fraction of a second the Chief turned and tapped it with his heel, 
kicking it over his shoulder. Then two Elites flanked him, circling 
in as they sprayed him with plasma fire. The Chief, still holding 
both his guns in his hands, rushed forwards and clothes lined them 
and then crossed his arms over his chest to shoot them both through 
the heart in passing as their bodies spun like cartwheels in mid air. 
As he ran forwards a Grunt stepped in his path and threw a plasma 
grenade. The Chief bent down as the burning orb soared towards him. 

He picked up a dead Grunt, still running, and threw the body at the 
grenade. The two connected in mid air and the explosive fused to the 
corpse. The Chief stopped, dropped back flat to the ground, and 
double slammed the body with his feet straight into the live Grunt 
that had thrown the grenade. Both Grunts exploded. The Chief stood 
up . 

Every single Covenant soldier in the room was dead. 

"Looks like someone already earned all the Legendary badges, " said 
Cortana in a bored voice. 

"Thanks for your help. Chief, " said a tired looking Marine as he 
jogged up. "I thought we were done for. I was actually thinking of 
surrenderinga€"can you believe that?" 

"It was my pleasure, son," said the Chief. He picked up the severed 
human penis from the stiffening (lol) fingers of the rookie Elite and 
gave it to the Marine. "Here, you can sew this onto your vagina you 
fucking pussy." 

"Oh wow," said Cortana. "That's a burn." 

The Marine didn't get the 'joke.' "Not mine," he said. "Say, why are 
you wearing a gimp mask?" 


The Chief stuffed the penis into the Marine's mouth to silence him 
and tore off the gimp mask in a hurry. Then he ran away. 



"I wonder how that penis got severed," mused Cortana. 

"Kicked in the dick?" 

After wandering through a few very tan corridors they came to an 
observation room that looked down on the cryo chamber where the Chief 
had first been awakened. The Chief pressed himself against the glass. 
There was someone standing by the cryo pod. 

"It's another Elite," said Cortana. "Looks like the Covenant wanted 
to catch you napping." 

"Bunch of sleep creeps," said the Chief. He narrowed his eyes at the 
alien, which was looking around the room. Its armor was purplea€"he 
had never seen that color before, on Covenant armor or anywhere else. 
He'd led a very sheltered life. 

The Elite looked up and a voice that sounded alarmingly human rang 
throughout the room. "Well, fuck my butt and call me a slut, it's the 
Masturbator in Queef and his disco-tech laser show of a slut, 

Whortana . " 

"Is he talking to us?" asked the Chief. 

"That's Mistress Whortana to you!" shouted Cortana out of the Chief's 
speakers. "Chief, who is this cock sucker?" 

"How should I know?" The Chief raised his pistol wrong side up. "Get 
ready to eat lead and chew bubblegum." 

"Why don't you chew my ass instead?" said the alien, strolling 
towards the window as the Chief tried and failed to fire his weapon. 
"Cercil Saltstein is the name, screaming's the game." He extended a 
hand. "Put her there, fucker. Or are you still figuring how do I shot 
gun? " 

"I'll figure out how to shot your gun," said the Chief. He took aim 
again, muzzle facing the right direction this time. 

"Hold on. Chief. I think there's something on your face." Cercil 
inhaled a great breath of air. "SHIT FUCK WAR DICK HOLE CHEESE 
SQUINTY EYED YAM BAG WART NOSTRIL RAPING NAIL SHITTING TERRORIST SAND 
PEOPLE PIT LICKING HERPETHETIC ANAL WAXER ! " 

A wave of sonic evil shattered all the windows in the room. The 
Chief's ears almost exploded. "AaAAGHGGHH ! " He ran out and locked the 
door behind him, panting. His head rang and the room spun with a high 
pitched whining noise. His brain felt like it was going to fall out 
his nose. 

"Oh boy," said Cortana. "That was great. Can't wait to hear more of 
that . " 

The Chief threw up. Gasping for air, he unscrewed his helmet to let 
the vomit drain out. "Aha€ | the hatredaC | so strongaC | so 
potentaC i " 

"The great Master Chief defeated by bad words. Nice." 


The Chief held up a finger breathlessly. "Now, now, Cortana, you 



wouldn't want to walk into a holographic doorknob and then fall down 
a holographic set of stairs anytime soon, would you?" 


"Sticks and stones can't break my non-bones and you're a fucking 
pussy." Cortana yawned. "Say, why do my biological readings on you 
show a human head lodged in your stomach?" 

The Chief shook himself. "Ever heard about the prostitute that gave 
too much head?" 

Right next to him a fist punched through the door and Cercil's head 
poked through. 

"Heya, Chief. Ready for round two?" 

The Chief screamed for the third time that day and hit him over the 
head with the butt of his pistol. Then he ran away, because that's 
what heroes do. Cercil collapsed, head hanging out of the hole in the 
door. A steady stream of drool oozed out of his unconscious mouth and 
onto the very tan floor. 

After that terrifying ordeal the Chief walked through more well 
tanned corridors. Some of those corridors were even wearing naught 
but thongs in order to show off their tan-ness. 

"Nice tan man," he said to a passing tan colored corridor. 

"Thanks, Chief," said the corridor. They high-fived. 

"Running away from Elites with tourette ' s and now you're talking to 
walls," said Cortana. "What's next, werewolves and vampires?" 

The Chief privately agreed. He was worried about that brain damage 
from the aneurism. 

Anyways, he forgot and left the cryo area and continued on through 
the ship. Walking through the corridors he stumbled over a busted 
open crate of fag grenades. I mean, frag grenades. He picked one 
up . 

_Warning, _he read the inscription on the side. _Do not allow Marines 
to use._ 

Soon he turned a corner and came upon (lol) two Marines standing in 
front of an escape pod hatch that had scripted event written all over 
it . 

"Yeah," said the first Marine, "here's a picture of my kids Terry and 
Brice playing with the dog. And here's a picture of my wife and her 
brother Greg. And here's my new car. There's grandma. Damn I love my 
family. I hope I don't die." 

"Dude." The second Marine stared at the pictures. "This is all porn. 

And-hey, is that my mom? And my sister? Oh my god, is that 

ME?" 

Suddenly the hatch blew outwards and the Marines were completely 
vaporized. A gaggle of Grunts trotted out of the hole in the wall, or 
as gay sailors like to say the 'bulkhead.' Yeah, we all know what's 
bulky here, thank you very much. 



One of the Grunts jumped in surprise. "Not again," it said in its 
absolutely adorable and cute voice. 

"Yes again." The Chief shot it in the head. A fountain of blood 
soared out of the wound and drowned its comrades. They died crawling 
in a river of blood. He tossed a grenade, blowing the entire squad 
into blood soaked chunks of smoking meat that rushed across the metal 
floor to splash against his boots in waves of sticky ichor. 

"Hey guys," said the Chief into the silence. "Keep it together." He 
snickered . 

"Oh, you are just the worst," said Cortana. 

He ignored her and turned the corner, spotting an Elite who had not 
seen him yet. The Chief whipped out a huge combat knife that he had 
found inside a child and flung it straight into the alien's chest, 
pinning him to the wall. 

The Elite looked down at the knife in horror and back up at the 
Chief, who said: "Hey bozo. Guess you just couldn ' ta€ ! _cut it._" 


The Elite's head exploded and it died. Funnily enough the knife had 
not actually pierced any vital organs. 

"I'll tell you what Chief," said Cortana. "You're no Arnold." 

The Chief turned a corner to see a short, stoutly built woman in 
Helljumper armor herding a pack of Marines into an escape pod. She 
looked up at him with flashing green eyes. Also she had red hair and 
mid-to high cheek bones and freckles and a buzz cut and she had a gun 
and she wearing clothing. Also she was a woman. 

"Corporal McKay of the 9th Regimental Airforcing Hell jumpers, " she 
said, saluting the Chief. "Identify yourself, sir!" 

The Chief saluted her with the wrong hand and a limp wrist. "Massa 
cheese petty officer whatever thing-a-report ing for doots." 

McKay frowned. "Excuse me?" 

Cortana consulted her data logs. "Corporal McKay? You missing a large 
strap on?" 

McKay's frown deepened. "I'm not a lesbian, okay? Screw you 
guys . " 

"Oh yeah?" the Chief challenged. "So then why won't you screw me, 
huh?" 

"Because a computer has your nuts in a vice," said McKay. "And 
because you're an ugly virgin who lives in freezer." 

"So you're saying you're not straight?" asked the Chief. 

"No." McKay started. "Wait! Yes, but not yet! I mean I am!" Her face 
went red. "God damn it! Nobody humiliates me like this. I'll get you 
back. Chief ! " 



"0000!" The Chief flapped his hands at her. "I'm shaking in my green 
galoshes . " 


McKay pushed him. "Say that againa€"" 

"GOOD GOLLY DARN YOU FLOOZY! WHAT IN THE LIVING HEAVEN ARE YOU 
DOING!? GET YOUR SINFUL HANDS OFF THE POOR BOY." 

It was of all things Captain Keyes. He stood there in the door of the 
escape pod, old aged features contorted in anger. 

"Dada€"I mean, Keyes?" sputtered the Chief. "I saw you die!" He 
gasped. "Oh my god, Cortana! You killed him!" 

Cortana piped up. "Actually I just lowered the oxygen levels enough 
to knock him out, not kill him." 

"Not at all," said Keyes. "I only happened to survive because of my 
emergency iron lung that I had installed on the bridge! But everyone 
else in that room died. I'll let it slide this time, though, because 
they were all clones of the same techie." He turned back to McKay. 
"Besides, lord in heaven you are worse than Cortana! What's my 
soldier boy gonna do about post-sex-dick-itch in that armor, woman? 
The urethra gains the sensitivity of a live wire after coitus!" 

"I wasn'ta€"" McKay began when the Chief totally left her in the dust 
by going into the pod without her. He high fived Keyes on his way 
through and then spotted Sgt . Johnson in the entry way of the 
pod . 

"Sgt. Johnson mah man," he exclaimed. "Let's kick this shit old 
school . " 

They chest bumped. Everyone in the pod crossed their arms gangster 
style and nodded in unison. McKay tried to get in but Keyes pushed 
her out. "The kitchen's that way!" 

"What are you doing back there, Jacob!" squawked the female pilot of 
the pod over the intercom. "Is that another one of your god damn 
whores ? ! " 

"MAAAARTHAAAA ! " retorted Keyes. "One of these days, right to the 
moon ! " 

"Wow, another one of your wives, huh?" snarled Cortana. "You're a 
degenerate prick, Keyes. And you're old too, in case I didn't mention 
that . " 

The Chief snorted. "Looks who's talking. You don't even have a 
gender. Even our relationship will never come to anything remotely 
meaningful, since you're not real. And you're naked all the time for 
some reason." 

"Did I say you could stop sucking?" 

McKay was banging on the window and shouting to be let in, but she 
was cut off when the pod's door shut like the door to a tomb. With a 
blast of rocket action the Chief and his pals were launched towards 
the Ring World, leaving McKay to die on the Pillar of Autumn. 



"Damn you Chieeeeef , " she screamed into the silent nightmare of 
space. She will definitely not come back as a villain, by the 
way . 

The Chief stared out the window at her receding scowl. "Did we forget 
something? No? Okay." 

"OMG!" exclaimed Cortana. "The Autumn is accelerating! Keyes is going 
in manual!" (lol) . 

"I'm right here," said Keyes. "There's nobody piloting that 
ship . " 

That shut Cortana up like almost nothing else in the universe 
could . 

The pod's pilot steered them away from the epic space battle and 
towards the nearby ring world. The Chief wasn't enjoying the view 
because he was busy playing cards with Sgt . Johnson as Keyes yelled 
at the Marines about his diseases. The cards had nekkid ladies on 
them, because that's just how badass they were. 

"Ah, I remember in my day when I performed the Keyes Loop with a ship 
a lot like the Autumn, " said Keyes as he looked fondly at the 
_Pillar_ as a thousand pulsating shafts of phallic Covenant lasers 
penetrated it. The pod started to head for the ring world and the 
Autumn receded from view. 

"Hold on. Captain," began Cortana. "Firstly, the Keyes Loop was 
idiotic. You just went around in a circle until they got bored and 
left. Secondly, anything you say is automatically invalid because 
your dick no longer functions and you are therefore no longer 
relevant to the human race. I thought we had already established 
that . " 

Keyes leered. "Yeah well you know what they say, sweet tits: 'the 

older the berry the sweeter the juice." 

The Chief looked up from his cards. "Huh? What does that mean? Oh, 
wait, I get ita€"I-AHHH ! AAAUUUUUGHRAGHHhhHH ! " Vomit spewed from his 
respirator . 

Everyone else on board began to scream. 

Martha the Escape Pod Pilot slammed her head against the windshield. 

" AUUUGHGHHHGhAHGUUGHH ! " 

The Chief repeatedly cramped and seized as his body rejected the 
images in his mind. "GUhGHUG+GUGUHGHHGa€"GUUGHG-HGGGJG . " 

Sgt. Johnson grabbed his combat knife and made to gouge out his own 
eyes, vomiting all over the place even as he did so. 
"BLaahghGHGBlahHBLAhbBLahh BLAAGHGHG BLAAAAARGGHH 
HHHHHSHHHPPPLURRRRrTTTTTT ! " 

One of the Marines shot himself in the head as he lost all control of 
his bodily functions. "SPPPLTTFTHTPPHLH . " 


Everyone in the Pod began to vomit horribly as Cortana was forced to 



reformat her hard drive just to erase the memories. Vomit sprayed 
everywhere, filling the pod and covering the windshield. 

"OH GOD!" screamed the pilot through blood curdling screams and huge 
projectile vomiting. "We're going to 
crash ! AAAAHHHGHhhHGGGAAFFASSPTUTAAAAGHOh ! " 

Keyes looked around as everyone choked on their own vomit and 
screams, all wishing for quick and merciful death. 

"Was it something I said?" 

Chapter Two: The Mountains of Madness 

"_Suck it. Suck it hard." -A Vacuum_ 

Water. It is generally agreed upon in the scientific community that 
water is wet. Normal measurements of the tactile sensation of wetness 
are inadequate to describe its unique properties. As a wise man once 
said, "TIMMY GET AWAY FROM THE WATER!" And where there was water 
there are cliffs, and where there are cliffs there are villains 
falling off those cliffs, and maybe the occasional sweeping shot, or 
maybe even a romantic sequence of great import. 

You can also shit right off of them. 

Our setting is Halo, an artificial ring world created by a mysterious 
race called the Forerunners for the purpose of studying and 
containing the viral parasitic life form know as the Flood. Oh shit, 
did I spoil the big fucking twist for you? Sorry, the game's only 
been out for over ten fucking years. Why the fuck am I writing this? 
Why are you reading it? Being the geniuses that they are, the 
Forerunners decided to clone the Flood onto every ring world that 
they had (there are like, seven or something) thus spreading them 
across the galaxy. This insures that once a bumble fuck accidentally 
releases the Flood, there will be no choice but to activate the Halos 
and wipe the entire galaxy clean of all sentient life, like a fat guy 
wiping his ass after eating Indian food. This incredibly brilliant 
planning and foresight might give you an idea of why the Forerunners 
are now extinct. 

Hey, how many Forerunners does it take to screw in a light bulb? Two! 
One to screw in the light bulb, and the other to _kill all life in 
the galaxy. _ 

For a time, blackness was all that he knew. But enough about Sergeant 
Johnson . 

Memories of warfare passed through the Chief's head as he relived his 
most terrible battles. Images of friends he had know and lost and 
then known against after he found them again, but then lost them, 
flashed through his mind. A sea of faces where each one was a SPARTAN 
that had died fighting alongside hima€"well, actually, there weren't 
that many faces; it was more like a lake of faces where every face 
was a SPARTAN that had died so that he could live. Actually, not even 
that many. I'd say more like a pond, a pond of faces where every face 
was the face of a SPARTAN who had been killed. This is called 
character development, by the way. 


"I fought with you," said the Chief. 


"And you all died. The 



guilta€|is overpowering." He sat down easily on the dream-floor and 
started to pick his toes. 

"Yes, tragic isn't it," said a voice. The Chief wheeled around. It 
was a giant ant, about the size of a large ant. It was standing 
across from him wearing ant-Nikes. "Everyone you've ever known and 
loved is dead. Chief. And they died fighting. Fighting aliens." 

DUN DUN DUN 

"My God," said the Chief. "And I thought I was the one who killed 
them. Well, now I feel better." 

"The tragic-ness is overpowering, " said the ant enthusiastically, 
ignoring the Chief's words. 

The Chief gave in. "Fine, whatever. I didn't like those guys 
anyways . " 

"Why not?" 

"They were mean. And they had names like Jack, and Jill, and Linda, 
and Sam. Boring names to go with boring people." 

"Names like John?" 

" Yeaha€"wait , no!" 

Suddenly Cortana's voice cut into the dream like a butter through hot 
knife. I meanaC | fuck me, never mind. 

"Chief, Chief, can you hear me?" Her voice was a piercing agony of 
bitchiness raping the Chief's ears. "Are you all right? Can you 
move? " 

"Ignore her. Chief," said the ant as he threw an empty beer bottle 
into the pond of fallen faces. "I just popped in to check on you, 
make sure you still remember those 'advices three' that, um, your mom 
gave to you." 

"I think so," said the Chief faintly. "Something about incest, 
right ? " 

"Actually that was your idea." The ant shook its head. 

Suddenly the Chief woke up. 

"Can you move? Are you dead?" asked Cortana. "Your brain waves were 
flat lining. Nothing out of the ordinary." 

"Of course I can moveaC | bitch, " groaned the Chief as he gingerly got 
his ginger bearings. 

"I was hoping you were paralyzed. Because your pain is my 
pleasure . " 

He bounded to his feet. "Fuck you! a€ i Mistress . " 

"Jesus Christ on a cross boy, stop screaming!" yelled Sgt . Johnson as 
he too awoke. He was nursing a nasty head injury as well as some 



serious morning wood. The Chief looked at the bulge in the black 
Sergeant's pants with some perturbation and carefully inched away, 
making sure his guns were loaded; for the Sergeant's spear of destiny 
was a weapon of such terror as the world had never seen. 

The Chief glanced around the pod. Almost everyone had been drowned in 
vomit or suffered total body disruption from the crash; the bodies of 
a half dozen Marines littered the crash site, and the only other 
survivors were Captain Keyes and Mendoza the small Mexican marine. 
Trust me though, these guys aren't going to be survivors much longer 
if you catch my drift. 

Next week someone will have to go! 

"I vote for Cortana, " said the Chief chirpily. 

"DID I SAY YOU COULD TALK!?" screamed the holographic 
dominat rix . 

"Mendoza," shouted Sgt . Johnson, talking over her, "get your ass over 
here and give me a hand. Or two." 

"Sure thing, " said Mendoza, who was gay as I mentioned before but 
also a slut. A man-slut. He promptly made a grab for Sgt. Johnson's 
Johnson . 

"GOD DAMN IT!" screeched the Sergeant. "I meant bandage my 
head ! " 

Mendoza made another grab for Sergeant Sgt. Johnson's johnson. Wow, 
all those johnsons were a big mouthful. But enough about 
fuckass . 

"THE HEAD ON MY SHOULDERS!" screamed the Sergeant. 

Mendoza turned away from the men and shed a single solitary tear from 
the rejection. 

"Don't ask don't tell, huh?" said the Chief, grinning. Everyone 
laughed as Mendoza cried. 

"I think someone getting a dishonorable discharge when we get back to 
earth," said Keyes jovially. 

"Nooo ! I have a right to serve my country!" said Mendoza. "You can't 
discriminate me because I dig cocks!" 

"Actually it's much simpler than that," said the Chief, patting 
Mendoza conciliatorily on the shoulder. "You see, it's simple 
convenience: you can't put a gay dude in the shower with the guys, 
because he likes men! It'd be like putting a man in the woman's 
showersa€"it messes up the whole showering thing, man." 

"But I shower with you guys all the time," said Mendoza. "Anda€ | " he 
winked. "Nobody's filed any objections yet." 

"I guess I forgot to put my object in the slot." The Chief planted 
his boot in Mendoza's oft-used ass and pushed him out of the pod. It 
made a meaty sound like when Rocky punches those dead cows in Rocky: 
The Movie. It's the eye of the tiger, it's the thrill of the fight. 



Anyways, Sgt . Johnson staggered out after him, leaving Keyes and the 
Chief alone in the pod as the old man searched for his depends, which 

must have been knocked askew in the crash from the smell of it. 

"Uh, sir," said the Chief to Captain Keyes. "I seriously saw you die. 
But now I think I can smell death, too." 

Keyes ignored him. "Let's get moving soldier," he said grimly, 
un-holstering a pistol and putting on a fresh pair of adult diapers. 
The Chief stared at him for a minute. You probably think that he was 
wondering about Keyes, but actually he was imagining him as a giant 
pork chop; he hadn't eaten in days. Well, apart from that guy's head, 
but I'm never going to mention that ever again, until it becomes 
super important, so you might as well pretend it didn't happen and 
then be surprised. Think of it as Chekov's cannibalism. 

"Come on, son. The Covenant aren't going to kill themselves," growled 

Keyes over his shoulder as he left the pod. 

"Maybe they will if they smell your ass," said Cortana. 

The Chief followed. "I know, that's my job. I mean killing the 
Covenant, that is. Did I say I thought we were going to kill 
ourselves? Wait, what?" 

Keyes stopped and turned fully to face the Spartan. "Son. One day 
you'll understand what it means to lay your life on the line for 
something you really, truly believe in." He began to smoke his pipe 
grimly . 

"Captain," piped up Cortana. "Permission to speak freely, 
sir?" 

"Granted . " 

"You're a drama queen." 

Keyes shook his head genially. "Oh, tthat ' s the problem with women in 
the military; they think that just because they need to change their 
clothing that they have a right to their own locker room and 
opinions. You wouldn't believe how many floozy women soldiers I've 
dishonorably discharged for back chat and gutter sniping." He beamed. 
"I've got quite the record." 

"You really have a hard on for dishonorable discharges, " said 
Cortana . 

"What can I say; it is my honor to discharge my hard 


Interestingly enough the Chief had fallen asleep at some point during 
the exchange, possibly half way through his own dialogue. When he 
woke up he jogged out of the pod to see that the others had gathered 
near a bridge; Cortana had been speaking over their radio. The Chief 
looked around and saw that the valley was big, green, and had a 
stream running down the center. It was fairly boring. He started 
across the bridge. 

"I was just dreaming about that night in the locker room," commented 
the Chief to Cortana. "The night the Spartan girls found me stealing 



their panties. 


"Would you like to relive it?" suggested Cortana. "I have it on 
tape . " 

"Wow, really? Even the part with the garden shears?" 

"Yep. " 

"Let me guess. You re-watch it all the time, right?" 

Cortana laughed. "Sorry lover boy, I just can't help but enjoy 
watching you get hurt. Because your pain is my pleasure." 

"Whatever, I got back at those Spartan bitches for what they did, " 
said the Chief. 

"I don't remember you doing that." 

"Yeah, well, you know, they all died at Reach. So that makes us 
even . " 

"Wow. You call that getting even? We _still_ haven't been able to 
straighten out your penis from what they did to you!" 

The Chief tried to ignore her and jogged up to the three humans, who 
had been talking. 

"Yeah, women," agreed Mendoza as his hand brushed against Sgt . 
Johnson's thigh. "Who needs them?" 

The black sergeant absent-mindedly slapped Mendoza's hand away. 
"Chief! What should we do?" 

" I dunno . " 

"I'm Captain of this boat, boy," interrupted Keyes in a super 
dramatic way. Everybody ignored him. 

"I think we should go up the hill to look for survivors," said 
Cortana. "That way we'll have more people. To protect me." 

"Good idea," said Keyes. "If you get stolen under my watch I might 
get dishonorably discharged. And trust me: it ' s no fun to be on the 
receiving end of someone else's discharging hard on." 

"Cortana!" hissed the Chief. "What are you doing talking to the 
others!? You're supposed to be _my _imaginary friend!" 

As the brave soldiers of humanity headed out, a fifth passenger from 
the pod was plotting evilly. 

_Ha, ha, ha,_ thought Oz the Stealth Hunteras he peered out from 
behind the pile of dead Marines and the very male and very dead pilot 
Martha that had spilled out of the pod. _Those fools don't even know 
I'm watching them._ _Ah, but how could they. I'm cloaked and 
invisible. Damn, how did I fit in that pod all the way down here 
without them finding me? They must be so stupida€"oh, God, I wish I 
wasn't so judgmental. I mean it's not their fault is it? Maybe I'm 
just upset because I was chosen for the new "Stealth Hunter" program. 



I swear, it's the stupidest idea the Prophets have ever had. How am I 
supposed to sneak around anyways? I'M TEN FUCKING FEET TALL, not to 
mention at least five feet wide. Damn I need to work on my 
weighta€|how did I get here?_ 

Wasn't that funny? Wow, I wonder if he'll be back! 

The Chief and his posse proceeded up the hill, completely ignoring 
the Covenant drop ship and Banshees searching for him. Who needs 
combat? What is this, an action game? Oops, we accidentally broke the 
Fourth wall of storytelling. Again. Time for some meta humor! 

"Look at these graffix, " said the Chief, pointing to a tree that 
looked like it was made of Lego. "How quaint and amusing." 

"Shut your mouth," said Cortana. 

They went up the hill, turned a corner, and found a large Forerunner 
facility. Behind it an even larger canyon stretched out, looking very 
boring and shitty. There was also a battle going on. A bunch of 
Marines were trying to hold off an advancing force of Covenant. It 
was a tough battle, and the only reason the Marines were still alive 
was because Sgt . Johnson had confiscated all the frag grenades back 
on the _Pillar._ Unfortunately, the Marines were still useless 
because they were all too busy screaming in their ethnic accents to 
be of any use. 

"Edrio mingo griengo zingo!" shouted one of the Marines. Nearby a 
techie divided into four parts with a loud splat. 

"Wait here bitches," said Sgt. Johnson, holding up a hand to stay 
everyone else as they hid behind a rock and watched. 

"Why?" asked Captain Keyes. 

"Because this is a job for a real man," said Johnson. Then he charged 
down towards the battle. 

"God damn, look at that fine nigroid worker go," commented Keyes. "I 
would pay him to mow my lawn _and _satisfy my whorish wife and her 
gaping cavegina, for as we know the mandingo ' s manhood is one of the 
largest members in existence." 

"Yeah," said Mendoza. "But what about me?" 

Keyes gave him an appraising look. "Hm. Well, you are one of the foul 
mexica, but I suppose you could mow the lawn. That's all your kind is 
good for anyways." 

The Chief gave the Captain a stern look. "I think you really should 
apologize, sir. You've offended wives everywhere." 

"Sometimes I wonder if the Covenant actually could be the will of 
some sort of God," said Cortana. 

A couple yards away Sgt. Johnson threw a frag grenade at an 
approaching Elite and then spun in a circle firing his rifle in slow 
motion. Every single bullet hit an alien in the head, killing exactly 
sixty of them in the span of less than a second. The grenade he had 
thrown tore the head off of the Elite and made his entire body 



explode. Then Johnson pulled a metal poll (it came out of my ass) out 
of the ground (no, my ass) and impaled at least twenty-eight grunts. 
He kicked the legs out from under a jackal, literally, and shot the 
alien in the balls, then spun into the air and landed on top of 
another Elite to stuff a grenade into the alien warrior's pants. The 
Elite scrabbled frantically at his crotch and exploded in a flash of 
fire and, urn, flame. (It came out of my ass) 

Suddenly, the Chief ran up and kicked Sergeant Johnson right in the 
dick ! 

"You asshole!" the Chief complained, "I'm supposed to be the badass 
here! Here, watch and see how a real man does it." 

He kicked over a little grunt and made it cry. 

"That's how we do it, yeah!" The Chief pumped his arms in the arm and 
let out an adrenaline-fueled roar that rang out through the canyon 
and made a bird explode. "PAPA LIKE!" 

Since the Covenant are afraid of chronic masturbators they were all 
running away by the time the Chief was done with his little 
display . 

"Nice job," said Sgt . Johnson. "I'm sorry I ever tried to steal your 
man cards." He gave the Chief a half hearted high five. 

"You saved us Chief, " shouted a techie as he ran up, drool streaming 
out of the corner of his mouth. "What would we do without you?" He 
began to hump the Chief's leg. 

The Chief grinned proudly and straightened his posture. "Sorry if I 
stole all the glory, Johnson, " he said as another techie joined in 
the humping. 

"No that's cool," said Johnson. "You can keep the glory." 

The Marines they had saved joined them. Not the humping, though. 

"Hell yeah!" said one. "You killed those ass sucking Covenant shit 
eaters good! Popped 'em right in their fucking holes and shit!" His 
nasty saliva spewed out everywhere as he talked. 

"Yes, " said the Chief as Sergeant Johnson edged away from his aura of 
Alpha-ness. "Yes I did." 

"God," sighed Cortana, "I can barely stand all this masculine drivel. 
Can't men do anything more than kill and fuck?" 

"Yes," said the Chief. "But we need lots of sandwiches for energy, 
soa€ | " 

Cortana growled, and not in a sexy way. "You're hanging around with 
Keyes too much. Chief. He's rubbing off on you." 

"Yes I am," said Keyes proudly as he came down the hill, (lol, but 
not for realz cuml OR IS IT?! Lollololololoool ) 


The Chief scratched his head, trying to think of a retort to Cortana. 
But he was retarded. 



The 'conversation' was interrupted by a Pelican drop ship flying 
overhead. Their radios all crackled to life at once and a very 
high-pitched male voice came on the speakers. "Yo mother fuckers! 

This is Ted the Pelican pilot." They could distinctly hear Eminem in 
the background. 

"Ted, " Cortana phoned in, "get us a warthog and pick up these 
marines. Also some estrogen for the Chief." She cracked her whip 
again and everyone in the canyon flinched. 

"Okay homeslice, " said Ted. 

"Stop trying to be black, kid," said Sgt . Sergeant Johnson. "There 
ain't any of your 'brothers' here." 

Everyone stared at him. 

"Whatever, hater," said Ted over the radio. "I ain't frontin', 
nigga." He turned up Eminem very loud and the Pelican visibly shook 
in mid air. 

The Chief shrugged. "Goddamn wiggers . " 

"Tell me about it," said Johnson. "If there's one thing I hate it's a 
man who doesn't know his own race." 

"What the hell is going on around here?" asked Cortana. 

The Pelican settled to the ground and the Marines got on, thanking 
the Chief one last time by giving his leg a cursory dry hump on the 
way up the ramp. The Chief abided. As an after thought the Pelican 
dropped a warthog, then flew into the air and soared away. Suddenly, 
a large teardrop shaped Covenant ship swooped in over head, strafing 
Tad's pelican with bolts of red plasma. In the cockpit he screamed in 
surprise and tried to pull an evasive maneuver. But it was too late. 
The Pelican exploded. 

The Chief threw his hands up in and screamed at the diminishing 
explosion in the sky. "YES! YES! I mean, no! NO!" 

Sgt. Johnson fell to his knees in horror. "My God. He was a true 
homie after all, I never should have judged him. The streets have 
claimed another poor black boy!" 

"Zounds!" exclaimed Captain Keyes. "Will we ever make it out 
alive? " 

Then they all got in the car and drove away. 

"That's a big cave," said Keyes, riding shotgun and pointing at the 
approaching cave mouth. "Like the mouth of hell itself, my brothers, 
waiting to swallow us whole. But we shall prevail." 

"Jesus Christ," said Cortana. "Someone turn on the fucking radio so 
he shuts up." 

"See if there's any Nickleback or Fall Out Boy," said Sgt. Johnson as 
he squatted up and up down on the turret, testing out the action on 
the gun. He looked like a dip shit squatting up and down like 
that . 



It came out of my ass. Oops, too soon. 

"This cave is not a natural formation. Someone built it, so it must 
lead somewhereaE | " said Cortana as the Chief fumbled for the radio's 
dial. All that would come on was Nickelback and/or Fall Out 
Boy . 

"Everyone wants to fell like someone cares," hummed Johnson. "That's 
soldier's music right there!" 

"You're such an oreo, " shouted Cortana. Johnson didn't hear her 
because of some convenient wind that swept back his ebony afro over 
his massive satellite dish ears. 

"Whoaaa, " said Cortana. "Jesus." 

"What?" The Chief went to scratch his crotch absent-mindedly as he 
entered the cave thing place. His hand found the crotch of Mendoza, 
who was sitting on his lap. They were out of seats. 

"Why are you sitting on my lap, again?" he asked as he quickly pulled 
back, feeling the ecstatic hardness there. 

Mendoza giggled. "We were out of seats. And I still have itch down 
there that you might be able to scratch." 

The Chief slapped Mendoza across the face. The force of the blow 
knocked the gay Marine out of the passenger seat and INTO AN 
INVISIBLE HUNTER. 

"Shit!" shrieked Mendoza and Oz the Stealth Hunter at the same time, 
both of them falling onto their asses. 

"OH MY GOD IT'S THE GHOST OF BASIL HALLWOOD COME TO HAUNT ME FOR MY 
SINS!" The Chief put the pedal to the metal and the 'hog zoomed away, 
leaving Mendoza alone with Oz . 

a€ | 

"Lover, those are some big muscles," said Mendoza as he stroked Oz ' s 
bicep . 

Oz smashed his entire body into the ground with one giant fist, 
leaving a bloody puddle of flattened, beaten meat in a small crater 
that stank of offal. But enough about Mendoza's ass. 

Up ahead Sgt . Johnson used the 'hog's main gun to blow away all of 
the Covenant in the cave area. Cortana bitched. The Chief sprayed and 
prayed. Keyes shat himself. The Chief went up the ramp and activated 
the Lightbridge, which took him to the-JESUS YOU KNOW HOW THE FUCKING 
GAME GOES! 

Heroic music began to play on the car stereo as they rolled up the 
hill, abruptly cutting off the Nickersblack . 

"Come on, " said Cortana, "there are more crash sites up ahead. And we 
have to go to them, because the Marines need our help." She was 
trying really hard to sound like she cared. You could tell, trust me. 
It was touching. 



"What if they get blown up again?" asked Sgt . Johnson. 


The Chief wasn't listening and seemed to have forgotten that he was 
not alone. "Dicks, dicks, I love dicks," he hummed to himself. 

"So do I Chief," sniffed Sgt. Johnson from the turret, "so do 

I . " 

They enjoyed a rare moment of peace. 

"So Cortana, " said Keyes awkwardly into the silence. "My bones are 
telling me that the resistance needs my help. Get me a drop ship and 
fly me out of this homosexual cesspit. He eyed the Chief and Sgt. 
Johnson. "Wouldn't want to catch the AIDS all over againaC | " 

The black Sergeant also looked nervously at the other passengers. 
"Uh, yeah, speakin' ofa€"I've really gotta go clean my guns and my 
collection of Playboys." 

The Chief kept on driving, oblivious to the awkwardness his comment 
had created. 

"Sure thing, fags," said Cortana cheerily. She turned on the radio. 
The war one, not the music one. "Hey. Is there anyone out 
there? " 

There was a moment of static. The Chief kept on driving, just barely 
missing the edge of a cliff as he did so. Nobody noticed, they were 
too busy pretending to be embarrassed and uncomfortable. 

"Yo' motherfuckers!" A very, very white voice came over the radio 
with Vanilla Ice playing in the background. "This is Tad the Pelican 
Pilot! You VIPs up for some blat-blat?!" 

"Wow you sound really familiar," said Cortana. "Did you know Ted the 
Pelican Pilot before he bit the dust?" 

Sgt Johnson threw up his arms and let out a scream of despair. 
"WHYYYYYYYYY ! " Unfortunately he had to let go of the gun to do so, 
and he shot out of the gunner's seat and rolled and bounced on the 
ground as the 'hog sped away. 

Nobody noticed. They were too busy not noticing. 

"Ted was my brother," said Tad. "My brotheraC | _f rom another 
mother_. " 

Cortana was understandably horrified by these words. "Oh. God. Well, 
anyways, can you come pick up Keyes anda€ | " 

The Chief stood up, even though he was still driving. "OH MY GOD MY 
JOHNSON IS GONE." 

"Don't worry so much," said Keyes, patting the Chief's thigh. "He 
runs away all the time, but he'll be back. They always come back. I 
mean, where's he going to go? Upriver? Please." 

In the distance Sergeant Johnson flipped off the retreating 
car . 



Cortana was still talking. "Like I said, can you come pick up Captain 
Keyes? The situation was getting a little too hotfor his old wrinkly 


"Sure thing," said Tad. "VIP!" He came and picked up Keyes. The scene 
was written and described, but you would never know that if I hadn't 
told you! Finally alone, the Chief started off towards the second 
crash site. He had plenty of a ways to go to get there since he had 
been driving into a wall for the past five minutes. 

"Not everyone can admit they love dicks," confided Cortana. "That 
took a real man. Chief. Just don't let Mendoza here you. Or doa€"is 
he in to leather, do you know?" 

"Shit, I forgot you were here." The Chief lifted his chin as the car 
slammed into a wall for the millionth time. "And why shouldn't I 
admit I love dicks? I'll shout it to the fucking hills. I LOVE DICKS! 
I LOVE TO EAT DICKS!" 

The shout was so loud and proud that everyone heard it all over Halo 
and also in space. Even Jesus heard it, and a single tear fell from 
his eye. 

"I do too, my son." 

Back on Halo Cercil looked up from the dead bodies he had been 
'searching.' Keyes heard it as the Pelican carried him through the 
air. And over in a certain rocky canyon the sound was drowned out by 
another shout . 

"OH MY GOD I CAN'T FEEL MY LEGS!" 

Lieutenant Oreo dragged the mutilated Marine to the safety of a 
nearby rock as plasma fire pelted every single inch of the area 
except for her. Suddenly, a plasma grenade flew over the top of the 
rock and landed on her helmet. Oreo tore the helmet off and threw it 
away, her dark raven jet black ebony midnight hair flying spreading 
out around her head like a moonless night halo. She also had giant 
boobs, and they bounced. An approaching Grunt reflexively caught the 
discarded helmet and was incinerated on the spot, but not before it 
fired a few plasma shots at her. She avoided them, but her comrade 
was hit squarely in the ass and died instantly from exposure. 

Exposure to plasma. 

Oreo equipped her sniper rifle and sighted down the rock quarry. She 
spotted an approaching Elite through the scope and took him out with 
one well placed shot. The Elite died with a bullet through his ankle. 
And another bullet through his head (the one that Oreo shot.) 

A gold armored elite named Commander Darren surveyed the Lieutenant 
through some binoculars. 

"Hmmm, " he smacked his four lips noisily, "Do I love oreos or what? 
Yum 

He turned to his Jackal assistant Eric and asked, "What part do like 
more? The chocolate cookie outside or the creamy filling inside?" 


In the ass. Exposure to plasma, in the ass. 



"Bro, are you fucking five? Only homos like the chocolate, " jabbered 
the Jackal, who was playing his Nintendo DS . 

"Everything is homo this and homo that with you, " said Darren, 
returning to the binoculars. "Get some new material." 

"You're my material, dude!" squawked Eric. 

"You're such a closet case." Darren raised a hand. "Look, look, she's 
aiming the rifle at me. Fucking humans, can't get a word in edge wise 
around all the bullets." 

He traded the binoculars for Eric's shield, which he used to deflect 
the bullet. Eric put an Incubus CD in his sony walkman while they 
waited. He was something of a 'bro, ' you see. 

"Shit," growled Lieutenant Oreo, taking aim at the Jackal this time. 
The Jackal had taken his energy shield back and deflected her second 
shot. Another bullet wasted. Oreo aimed at the gold armored Elite 
again but had to dodge their return fire. 

A shadow fell over her. She looked up. It was the Master Chief, who 
had parked just up the hill by the Denny's. 

"Master Chief?" blurted Oreo disbelievingly , her large breasts 
jiggling . 

"Hmmm?" Oreo didn't notice him staring. 

"Damn Chief," she rasped, "I thought we were all fucked." 

"Oh you are, don't worry." Darren and Eric stepped around the rock, 
both toting plasma rifles. "FuckedaC | thata€ | isa€ | uha€ | " Their eyes 
simultaneously locked onto Oreo's chest and turned into hypnotic 
spinning discs. 

"Uh oh. Covenants" said the Chief. He went to stand in front of 
Oreo . 

"Where are the other Covenant?" Oreo asked, facing the aliens and 
stalling them in the true style of any action hero as she pulled a 
hydrogen bomb out from behind her back 

Eric gaped. "Bro. They're so big. WHY ARE THEY SO BIG!" 

"WHAT THE HELL ARE THOSE THINGS!" screamed Commander Darren. 

"I've never seen anything so terrible in my life!" 

"Hey, assholes," said Oreo. "Eyes up here. Where are the other 
Covenant soldiers?" 

"Oh," laughed the gold Elite, wrenching his horrified gaze away "it's 
just us and a couple of Grunts. Actually you killed all the grunts, 
so yeah. Also prepare to die. Your destruction is the will of the 
gods, blah blah blah." 

The Chief shot Eric through the throat. The Jackal crumpled to the 
ground with a womanly shriek that sprayed blood everywhere. Darren 



rushed to his side, his eyes turning even as he did so to look 
through the back of his head at Oreo's rack. Get ready, because this 
is going to happen a lot. 

"Bro! " Eric gurgled, clutching his friend's face and tugging on his 
mandibles "I have something incredibly important to tell you. Listen 
closely." He began jacking off one of Darren's mandibles as the Elite 
leaned in apprehensively. 

"Bro, you area€ | " began Eric. 

"Special?" interrupted Darren, prying his hand away. 

Eric shook his head, flecks of blood flying out of his mouth. "Bro, 
you area€ | " 

"A hero with speshul magic powers?" chirped Darren, looking 
excited . 

"No bro, no! You area€ | _pro jecting_! " 

The Chief shot Darren in the throat too, and his head flew off and 
bounced off a rock. The smoke cleared as the Chief reloaded his gun. 
He spat on the body, except that he was wearing a helmet so it just 
kind got all over the inside of his visor. Gross. 

"Gross," said Cortana. 

Oreo sighed from the exertion of previously aiming and firing a gun 
and cocked an eyebrow at the Chief. "I had things under control," she 
said . 

The Chief stared at her. Actually he was looking at her rack, but she 
couldn't tell because of the visor. Get ready, because this is going 
to happen a lot. 

"My name is Oreo," she said into the silence. 

The Chief was about to eat her (_cunnilingus joke_) with a glass of 
milk when a voice came over the radio. 

"Hey brothers, this is Tad the Pelican pilot. Anyone need a 
pickup? " 

"That's right, white boy," said Cortana. "We just saved a bunch of 
Marines and these boys are itching for evac." 

"Actually," said Oreo, "It's just me. Everyone else is dead from 
exposure to plasma." 

"We got here as quick as we could. Lieutenant, " lied Cortana with a 
perfectly straight facea€ | voice. 

The Chief tapped Oreo on the shoulder. "Come with me. Cookie. I might 
get hungry on the trip." 

She eyed him thoughtfully, hoisting her sniper rifle over one 
shoulder. "I dunno Chief, you seem kind of out of it today. And I've 
heard stories about you and Marines." 



"What stories?" asked he Chief as he looked at her huge gazongas. 
Cortana delivered a neural shock to the base of his spine and he let 
out a squeak of pain. 

"Trust me, soldier, " said Cortana on his external speakers, "The 
Chief is perfectly safe. He hasn't killed anyone all day. Except for 
Mendoza. And possibly a child. But go ahead and come with us, the 
Helljumper insurance plan has an entire budget just for the 
Chief." 

"Don't listen to that leather bitch," said the Chief, walking up 
extremely close to Oreo and gripping her shoulder while cocking his 
head at a very odd angle. An ominous red light began to shine from 
beneath him. "**I'm perfectly safe."** 

"Okay, fine," said Oreo obliviously. "Just as long as you don't try 
to make a pass at me," she sassed, cocking one hip. She turned, and 
the weight of her monolithic mammaries off-shifted Halo's center of 
gravity. The Chief followed her back up to hill to where he had 
parked his car, trying to look at her rack through her ass. Get 
ready, because fuck you. 

They left together. When the sound of the hog's roar and Oreo's 
jiggling sounds had faded. Commander Darren's body twisted. His real 
head poked out of the fake neck stump he had been wearing. 

"Are they gone?" 

Eric nodded, wiping the fake blood from his throat and removing the 
prosthetic bullet hole. 

"Hurry!" exclaimed Darren. "We must get to the next crash site before 
they do ! " 

The Jackal looked down at his hands, covered in fake blood. 
"Waita€"why did we fake our deaths like this?" 

Darren winked. "All part of my Machiavellian plan my friend. See, I 
was thinking we would lull our human 'friends' into a false sense of 
security, thinking they'd killed me, the Fleetmaster. They won't 
expect it when we attack them the next time!" 

"That's not a very good plan bro, " said Eric. "I meanaC | why 
bother? " 

After they were also gone Tad the Pelican Pilot settled his craft 
down in front of the quarry. The eerie wind of the canyon whistled 
around him as he opened the cockpit and hopped out . Tad was wearing a 
purple jersey and cargos, and he was as white as the winter snow. He 
strutted in a circle around the crash site, oblivious to the desolate 
emptiness of the world around him. 

"Yo' my homies ! " he shouted. "U got sum Marines to get pick-ed 
uuuuhhp? Who be in dis house!?" 

"**I AM.**" Cercil Saltstein the diabolical purple Elite stepped out 
from behind a rock and hit Tad full in the face with an enormous 
severed cock. 


The Chief's hog tore up the hill, Oreo manning the turret. Or is that 



womaning the turret? Damn this fucking grammar! She spewed molten hot 
lead at the passing Covenant, utterly decimating them and spraying 
organs and gore everywhere. Woman's lib! See, everything that's not 
heterosexual male Caucasian middle class is inherently funny. 

Anyways, the Chief did a curb slide up onto the top of the hill where 
the stranded Marines were. They waved and cheered right before he 
managed to run over all of them with his cool entrance, grinding 
their bones under the steel tires of the warthog. 

"Thank god you made it sir, " said a random Marine, just before he 
died as the hog's weight slowly settled onto him, crushing his 
organs . 

"Holy shit!" Oreo gaped. "Chief, what the hell!?" 

The Chief opened his hands. "What I do?" 

"YOU JUST KILLED EVERYONE!" 

"You're welcome." The Chief made sure to get a quick stare at Oreo's 
rack over his shoulder and through the car door as they got out of 
the hog. 

"God damn it Chief stop lusting over that doughy bitch!" shrieked 
Cortana into the Chief's ear, delivering three electrical shocks to 
the Chief's testicles in rapid succession. 

"Jealous, 'Tana?" simpered the Chief. His pubic hair caught 
f ire . 

"Fuck you, " snapped the AI . 

"Chief, you talking to yourself?" asked Oreo, checking the bottom of 
her boot for what used to be a Marine. 

The Chief rapped his helmet with a knuckle. "No." 

"So I guess the rumors about you were true, huh, " said Oreo in a 
disapproving tone. 

"I'm not crazy!" said the Chief indignantly. "And I most certainly do 
not have bondage latex fetish sex with a computer!" 

She stared. "Uma€ | I was talking about you killing Marines by 
accident. Ending human life without thinking or even realizing what 
you have done. You know?" 

"Oh. What's a 'human life?'" The Chief bent down and picked up a 
sniper rifle from the cold dead hands of Marine # 25. "Anyways, trust 
me Oreo," he said, "if you'd seen what these things do with Frag 
grenades you wouldn't mourn them for half a second." 

Oreo un-holstered her own rifle and aimed down the hill to where some 
Covenant were slowly creeping up towards them. "Wait, wait, " she 
said, talking as she shot, "what was that about latex fetish bondage 
sex? With a computer?" 

"W-e-e-e-e-1, " came Cortana 's voice over the radio. "If you guys are 
done here I think you should move on to the next crash site. Without 
talking . " 



"What Mistressa€"I mean, what she said," said the Chief. 

He and Oreo shot down the remaining Covenant with practiced ease. One 
of the Chief's bullets ricocheted off of a Grunt's codpiece and hit a 
passing Elite in the stomach, tearing him in half and sending the two 
halves ricocheting around the canyon for a few minutes. 

Oreo covered her mouth. "Guess the war was a little too much for him 
to _stomach_, huh Chief?" 

The Spartan laughed so hard he crapped and pissed himself. For some 
perverse reason, Cortana chose that moment to be a bitch. 

"Making friends I see?" she asked icily. "Would you like me to send 
her some pictures of your tiny rat genitals?" 

"You know what Cortana," snarled the Chief, "I've had just about 
enough of you!" He put a pistol to his head. "This ought to shut you 
up for good." 

Oreo tackled him, shouting "No sir!" As often happens they ended up 
in a hilariously comical sexual position. I'm not going to tell you 
which one it was because this story is very PG 13, or Pussy Gas 13 as 
I like to say. Anyways, the Chief was actually too busy staring at 
Oreo's rack to notice what had just happened. 

It was reverse cowgirl. 

A bolt of plasma zinged past Oreo's head, and since she was 
helmet-less it set fire to her raven ebony midnight sanguine black 
hair. "ARGH!" she fell to the ground and started to roll, completely 
missing the opportunity to make some sort of smart sassy comment on 
what had just happened. Which again, by the way, was reverse cowgirl. 
Since they were on a hill, Oreo started to tumble down it. 

Fortunately her bosom cushioned the impact at the bottom of the 
hill. 

She regained her footing and turned to see that a Pelican was 
hovering over the hill to take the dead marines away. Oreo squinted. 
It seemed to be leaking blood out of its engines. Distract ingly, she 
spotted the Chief waving from the driver's seat of the 'hog as he 
slid it down the hill towards her, splattering many a Covenant corpse 
under his treads. 

"That's strange," said Cortana when the Chief glanced in his rear 
view mirror, watching the Pelican land. The roar of the engines made 
his ears hurt. "I don't remember calling in Tad." 

"Yeah," said the Chief. "Plus the Marines are all dead. So why is he 
here in the first place?" 

The Chief parked and got out in front of Oreo. He winked at her, 
making sure to show off his coltish legs as he got out of the 
car . 

"Sir?" Lieutenant Oreo pointed up the hill. A very odd looking purple 
elite had just climbed out of the Pelican and was inconspicuously 
dragging the bodies of the Marines into its cargo bay. By their 
cocks. He looked over his shoulder and waved down the hill at 



them . 


"Time to go!" The Chief hopped into his warthog and pulled Oreo into 
the side seat with one hand. By her hair. 

"Ow! My ebonyaC | black hair! Ow." Oreo massaged her scalp. "What the 
hell is your problem?" 

"Cover your ears. This is gonna rip!" advised the Chief as he turned 
the key in the ignition. There was a mighty roar, rattling their 
teeth, and then the engine fizzled out. Cercil stopped. 

"WHY WON'T THIS FUCKING ASS RAPING PIECE OF CUM CHUGGING SHIT CAR 
START LIKE AN ASS COCK NIGGER QUEER QUEEF FUCK BUTT NOMB CUM 
SNIPPIT. " 

After a moment Cortana spoke. She sounded surprised. "Huh. That 
wasn't as bad as last time." 

"That was me," said the Chief. 

"Covenant six o'clock!" said Oreo, leveling her rifle at the purple 
elite as it approached and firing off a few shots. 

"Well, it's already seven," said the Chief, checking the watch he did 
not have. "So we don't have anything to worry about until tomorrow 
morning, right?" 

Cortana groaned in palpable agony. "_Behind _us you dumb bitch." 

The really funny thing was that the Chief didn't even know what a 
watch was ! 

"HEY GUYS!" ejaculated Cercil at top volume as he closed in on the 
car waving a sword made of human penises. Oreo's sniper bullet tore 
through Cercil 's chest. Blood and smoke poured from a hole in the 
back of his armored torso, but Oreo could only watch in horror as the 
elite continued on as if nothing had happened. The fleshy blade of 
varying color, thickness, and girth slapped hard onto the hood of the 
warthog once, twice, and one more time. It left nothing but a faintly 
disgusting residue. 

"God damn it, " snarled Cercil, brandishing the great sword of cock 
that he had fashioned together with duct tape and rubber bands. 

"These penises just aren't hard enough. Chief, this hybrid woman/cow 
you brought with you is stealing my thunder." He climbed up on the 
roof of the car as the Chief turned the key again and 
again . 

"Covenant right on our asses!" screamed Oreo, raising her rifle and 
shooting Cercil again. 

The bullets ripped through Cercil 's stomach and he shuddered in pain 
or possibly orgasm, but still managed to leer down at Oreo through 
the windshield. "Who's this. Chief? Your _girlf riend_? " 

"OH SHIT!" the Chief slammed on the gas, almost splitting the entire 
car in half lengthwise. The car gave an angry burp and started, 
sputtering and puttering like a deaf retard or something equally 
insensitive. The car's TYRES squealed and it shot off down the 



valley. Cercil wavered, stumbled, and then fell out of view. His body 

was crushed and twisted under the car's tires as it ran over 

him. 

Oreo's jaw dropped as they sped away. "I can't believe it. I can't 
believe that just happened." 

"I know," said the Chief. "I'm so embarrassed that he would say 
something like that about you and me, I mean we just met, oh my god, 
you know, oh my, I mean, yes." 

"I'll get you. Chief!" screamed Cercil from a twisted heap on the 
ground far behind them. "And your big female dog too! And by that I 
mean bitch ! " 

Oreo stared wide-eyed through the rear view mirror. "What the hell 
was that?" 

The Chief shifted gears and headed towards the final crash site. 
"Looka€|I know you might be feeling pressured to be my girlfriend 
because I'm so awesome and your commanding officer, but you don't 
have to. Really, it's okay." 

Oreo sobered a bit. "You know, women soldiers get raped in the 
military all the time." 

"Damn straight," said Cortana, nudging the Chief's orifices with a 
slight tingling sensation. "Isn't that right, baby?" 

Oreo raised an eyebrow. "a€|We can talk abouta€ i whatever you've got 
going on there, later. What about that Covenant trooper?" She 
frowned. "Those were penises, right? I'm not imagining things?" 

"Oh, that's just Cercil." The Chief avoided colliding with a rock and 
crunched into a tree instead. He backed up as Oreo looked around 
dazedly. "It's not like he's my friend or something," continued the 
Spartan. "I only just met him today. Kind of a dick." 

"Okay. Anda€ | bullet s aren't going to work on him? Is this some sort 
of new Covenant technology?" 

The Chief stopped the car. "No idea. Cookie. If it isa€|" his voice 
lowered several octaves "then god help us all." 

Oreo stared at him. "a€|why do you keep calling me that?" 

"Chief," came Cortana 's voice. "You do know that she's not really an 
oreo cookie, right?" 

"I don't like it when people lie to me," said the Chief calmly. He 
parked the car and looked over at Oreo. "Have you been lying to 
me?" 

"Have I been saying that I was a pre-packaged frosted biscuit?" asked 
Oreo . 

"I don't know, have you?" 


"No . " 



"So you're not lying. 


"What?" Oreo shook her head. "I mean, yes. I guess not. What are we 
talking about?" 

That was enough for the Chief, who had been about to drop a primed 
frag grenade down the Lieutenant's shirt. "So you are a cookie after 
all, then. You shouldn't have denied ita€"it ' s nothing to be 
embarrassed about." He absently threw the grenade over one shoulder. 
"You gots to believe in who you are," he said, tapping Oreo's chest 
over her heart . 

"Oh my God, " said Oz the stealth hunter, deactivating his cloak 
behind the 'hog. "You're so right. 'I need to be who I am.' That's 
just what I've been needing to hear all my life. Thank you 
soa€" " 

The grenade bounced off his chest and blew up directly in front of 
him, severing half his limbs including his head. The Chief's shields 
flared but protected them from the blast as Oz ' s mangled corpse flew 
over the edge of a cliff and into nothingness. 

"Did you hear something?" asked Oreo. 

"Yes," said the Chief. 

The Chief and Oreo came upon (lol) a small Forerunner facility, 
around which Covenant and Marines were battling fiercely. The 
facility's large prong shaped protrusion was continually firing bolts 
of blue energy into the air for whatever reason. 

"Yep, here's my wife," said a red Elite as he gazed out over the 
cliff side at the glittering sea while holding up some pictures for 
his colleague. He fanned out several more pictures with his thumb. 
"And here are my kids Terry and Brice. There's grandma. Man, I love 
my family. I hope I don't die horribly." 

The blue Elite grabbed one of the pictures. "Dude, what the hell!? 
These are of my family! _And they're all dead!_" 

At that very moment the Chief's warthog slammed straight into both of 
them, pulping their bodies with a juicy splatter. He spun the wheels, 
spraying a fine paste out over the edge of the nearby cliff. The car 
bounced and clunked as the chunky bits got jammed in the wheels. 
Finally the Chief stopped the car and looked over at Oreo, who had 
been using the gun in the back. She was covered in blood. 

"I like your new look," said the Chief. Oreo looked like she wanted 
to die. 

Suddenly a bunch of Marines ran up. "Master Chief, you saved us! Mi 
adrimo domingo amigo ! " 

"Call me Chief. And I'm glad I could help." He shook hands with all 
the Marines. 

Oreo watched in amazement. "Wow, Chief. I'm impressed. You managed 
not to kill everyone." 

"Shhh, " he said. "Don't let the Mexican workers hear you talking. 



they'll get confused." 


Oreo's eyes crossed. "Okay, never mind." For in the mind of the 
politically correct female character, racism=murder. Not that racism 
isn't bad, it's just that I like having every single character and 
thing in my stories be incredibly racist. 

"Whoaaa, " said Cortana. "Don't forget to remember the Alamo, Chief. 
And I'll call in yet another drop ship to come get you." 

"Make sure it's not Tad," said Oreo. "Because I think a Covenant 
zombie killed him with a penis and then stole his ship to go around 
collecting the severed penises from people's corpses." 

"Don't be ridiculous," exclaimed the Chief. "Where would he get a 
penis big enough to bludgeon anyone to death? We're nowhere near 
Africa ! " 

"Chief!" groaned Cortana. "Did you even listen to me!? We're not even 
on Earth, how could an Africa be here!?" 

"Africa!?" exclaimed black Sergeant Sgt . Johnson as he appeared from 
within the Forerunner facility, a gaggle of Marines in toe. "Who's 
this 'Africa' you guys are talking about? Sounds like a bad 


The Chief fairly jumped. "Johnson! I thought you ran away or 
something . " 

The Sergeant patted a drooling Marine on a shoulder. "It's called a 
tactical withdrawal and regroup, boy." 

Tad the Pelican Pilot's piloted pelican arose from behind the nearby 
cliff, his bay doors ready to receive. The voice of this charming 
pilot blared over the radios. "NIGGAS! Did someone say Africa? That's 
my favorite Toto song!" 

"Oh yeah!" said Sergeant Johnson. "That's where I remember it from. 
Toto is the shit." He leapt athletically across the gap and into the 
Pelican, his muscles gleaming. 

"That's invigorating," breathed Cortana. "Black men are so 
exotic . " 

"I can do it too," said the Chief. As everyone watched he squished 
together the bodies of the Marines that Johnson had saved and used 
them to form a human (? ) bridge, which he crossed to stand in the bay 
door and puff out his chest. 

"I AM THE HERO OF HUMANITY." 

Chapter Three: Escape from the Homosexual Prison 

"_And you, father. What is your penis size?" a€"Saint Francis_ 

A Pelican drop ship ripped through Halo's blindingly bright night 
that was incredibly easy to see in. Inside were: Master Petty 
Orificer 'The Chief' Bieber, Purple Dominatrix AI "Whortana, " 
Lieutenant "The Foil Character" Oreo, (black) Sergeant Sgt. Johnson, 
and a bunch of disposable Marines (pull tab before using.) They were 



on a mission of great importance: Captain Keyes had been captured and 
now they were going to go rescue him. 

Cortana recited the mission briefing very loudly. "The drop ship that 
Keyes got on in the valley was shot down by the Covenant. They 
managed to capture him, and he's now being held in a ship known as 
the Truth and Reconciliation." 

The Chief nodded. "I was wondering where my keys went." 

"How many drop ships do we have on Halo anyways?" asked Oreo. "Didn't 
we go through like, _five_, in the last half hour?" 

"It's better not to question the purple lady that lives in your 
head," said the Chief to her. 

Oreo rolled her eyes, and her breasts. They had hit some turbulence. 
"Oh, right. Of course." 

"Because, " continued the Chief without listening whilst staring at 
her breasts, which were, if I have not already mentioned it, large, 
"if you do she whips you. With a riding crop." 

"Hmph." Johnson crossed his arms. "No self-respecting man would let 
himself get ordered around like that. You've just lost your man-cards 
Master Chief. I hope you're _happy_. " 

"Oh no," said the Chief as his man cards flew out the bay door. He 
reached for one, but it was snatched away on the fleeting wind and 
flitted into the impenetrable darkness of the night. "Nooo ! " he 
cried. "They had naked ladies on!" 

"What the hell happened to my royal flush?" barked the Marine sitting 
next to the Chief. He looked around angrily. 

"Chill out Marine," said Cortana. "The Chief will buy you a new deck 
of cards with nekkid ladies on when we get back to earth. If you're 
still alive . " 

Everyone laughed, except for the Marine who was still angry. "Puta de 
madres ! " he shouted, and went to sulk into the corner never to be 
mentioned again. Because he slipped and fell out the bay door to his 
death . 

"Whoops," said the Chief. 

"Touch down niggas . You kick that shit old school, aight!?" said the 
pelican pilot as he slammed his craft into the ground in a manner so 
loud and earth shatteringly violent that every living being on Halo 
was instantly aware of their presence and exact location. 

"Still a wigger, Tom?" asked the Chief. "And apparently your Asian 
too because you __can't seem to drive the fucking god damn car for 
shit 

"You're one to talk," said Cortana. "And we're on a plane." 

"The fuck?" came the very white voice over the radio. "You're a 
hater, 'Masta' Chief!" 



The Chief began to shake. "Why yoou ! NOBODY HAS THE RIGHT TO ACCUSE 
ME OF RACISM!" Sergeant Johnson was standing right next to him. 
Johnson was too busy admiring his own biceps to listen. 

"We don't have time for your stupid shit. Chief," said Cortana. 

"Let's just go. We can't allow the Covenant to have Captain Keyes for 
any longer." 

The Chief cocked his rifle. "Okay." 

The Pelican's bay door slowly _stretched _open, as if perhaps it was 
the gaping anus of some metal god of war about to deliver his brown 
children. Then it spewed out the soldiers like bastard devils out of 
hell. 

"Okay jar heads," shouted Sergeant Sgt . Johnson, waving some keys in 
front of the Chief to get his attention. "We're here to board a 
Covenant ship named the Truth and Reconciliation. These Covie savages 
have kidnapped Commander Keyes, and we're gonna get him back. We're 
gonna blow a hole straight to China through these godless bastards! 

We will leave a hole in their cultural memory so deep that they won't 
even think about crossing us again! We will fight terror with 
terror ! " 

"Ooorah!" shouted all the Marines at once. They all had shaved heads, 
white skin, and southern accents because the future. 

"I think James Cameron is running the UNSC, " said Oreo. "It has all 
the tell-tale signs; military stereotypes, idea-stealing, and sex 
with aliens . " 

"HEY!" said the Chief. "Me and Cercil are _just friends_ and nothing 
more, okay? ! " 

You guys be sure to read my next story: _Dancing with Grunts_. 

"Very funny," said Oreo. "I mean, not that I would care if you did 
have sex with hima€"it's not like I like you or anything. 

Chief." 

"And thank god for that." Cortana cleared her non-existent throat. 
"Anyways, Chief, let's get going. There's a ridge up ahead; use it to 
snipe. Sergeant, you and the Marines wait for the Chief's 
signal . " 

"Edmiriggio gringans ! " commented one of the Marines. Johnson slapped 
him. 

"What will the signal be?" asked the black man. "A bird call? A code 
word? Screams?" 

"Don't worry," said the Chief as he pushed an eleven inch bullet into 

the chamber of his sniper rifle and pulled back the bolt, which was 

itself literally five feet long. "You'll know it when you hear 
it 

He turned and jogged between two very labia like cliff sides. Mother 
nature is hot. Anyways, he went low and snuck up the side of the 

rocks and onto a ledge. Unfortunately the ten foot barrel of the 

giant sniper rifle easily gave away his position behind a very large. 



messy bush. But fortunately almost all the Covenant below him were 
too busy making drug deals and trading sexual favors to see him. Rap 
music played from a boom box in the corner as an Elite lifted weights 
while sitting on a bench. He had an undershirt on, even though it was 
well known fact that the Covenant do not make textiles. A hunter 
walked past the Chief's scope with a jackal holding onto one of its 
inside out pockets. 

"It's like that gay prison from the _Telephone __video, " nattered the 
Chief excitedly. "Call all you want, but there's no one home. And 
you're not gonna reach my telephone." Then he stood and busted a 
shitty dance move just like Lady Gaga would. 

"I had no idea that you were such a faggot," said Cortana in the 
silence that followed. 

"Lady Gaga is a princess!" shrieked the Chief very loudly. 

A dozen yards away Sergeant Johnson's large ears perked up. "A 
blatant lie? That must be the signal, boys!" he bellowed at the 
Marines, most of whom had busied themselves trading sexual favors 
whilst simultaneously making drug deals. 

"Attack!" said the black Sergeant, charging into the clearing. The 
Marines dropped what and who they were doing and ran after 
him . 

"Viva la irremego gringos!" 

"NO!" shouted Cortana over the radio. "God damn it why can't any of 
you testosterone charged shit flinging man-apes ever stick to my 
fucking plans?!" 

"Your plans are boring!" said the Chief as he began firing. The sound 
was like the hammer of Thor exploding a melon keg full of napalm. 

Some Covenant had engaged the marines, but a few had spotted him as 
well. The Chief grinned as the grunts in his sights began to run for 
cover. He leveled the six foot barrel of his sniper rifle to aim at 
the fleeing aliens. 

"Mmm, " he murmured "I can see everything. I'm GOD!" 

He snuffed out his targets with single perfect shots to the head. Not 
a bullet was wasted. Precise gouts of gore spurted into the crystal 
clear night air with every shot. The sound of the sniper rifle 
drowned out the screams of his victims, hammering like a deadly 
battle drum that split the world with lightening intensity. See, it 
got less and less intense as time went on because everyone's ears 
became numb to that frequency of sound. That's why I said lightening. 
After the last target had fallen, the Chief stood up and raised his 
arms into the air in triumph. 

"Remember Reach!" 

"Goddamn it. Chief," said Cortana. 

He had been shooting the Marines instead of the Covenant. The entire 
squad was wiped out except for Sergeant Sgt . Johnson and Oreo, who 
were looking around nervously at the Covenant warriors that had 
surrounded them. 



"I guess I shouldn't have expected anything more from you. Chief," 
said Cortana. "ButaC ! at least they didn't get a chance to use 
grenades . " 

"Oh my god," said the Chief in horror. "What have I done?" 

Oreo looked up at him hopefully. 

"_I_ haven't even used grenades yet!" said the Chief 
exasperatedly . 

The Covenant began to close in. A Jackal grinned. Oreo thought it was 
leering at her, but it was actually looking at a grunt behind her. 

"Uh, Chief?" she called out. "Little helpaC"" 

"You pussy ass motherfuckers want a piece of me!?" bellowed Sergeant 
Johnson, roughly pushing her aside to face the Covenant. Everyone 
flinched. He stuffed a cigar into his mouth, lifted the barrel of his 
shotgun to his face, and pulled the trigger. A lion's roar split the 
silence and a few grunts dove for cover. Ten thousand shot gun 
pellets tore into the night sky, and a single fiery one caught the 
edge of his cigar. It flared and caught, and he took a few puffs. A 
single powder burn marred the black Sergeant's cheek. 

"Wella€| ." He removed the cigar and puffed a single ring of smoke 
into a red Elite's face as shot gun pellets rained down around them. 
"Give it your best. Mother. Fucking. _Shot_. " 

" ' Scuse me Johnson." The Chief shouldered past him and threw a live 
grenade straight into the ring of Covenant. 

A shockwave of nuclear energy erupted dead center amongst the aliens, 
tearing dirt and stone and flesh apart in a flash that clawed at the 
night and was gone in an instant. The sound the blast made was like 
the death of the sun. Blood, and chunks of instantaneously deep fried 
meat splattered all around the blast zone, covering everyone and 
everything in a rainbow of viscera. A pall of smoke settled over the 
scene as the liquefied remains of the enemy oozed down into the steam 
choked, gaping crevice in the earth that the blast had left. 

"The most fair and honorable weapon in this man's army," said the 
Chief, grinning under as a torrent of alien blood cascaded over his 
face plate to pool in viscous coils of coagulating gore between his 
boots . 

"Man," said Johnson. "You stole my fucking thunder. Chief." 

"I don't steal thunder," said the Spartan. "I _make_ it. In my 
pants ! " 

"Yeah, what a hero," yawned Cortana. "Do you want me to show you the 
video where he shot all the Marines to death not five seconds ago? 
It's no trouble, I'm going to re-watch it tonight." 

"I'll pass, but thanks anyways," said Oreo. She gave the Chief a 
light hearted punch on the shoulder. "That is, for that save! I guess 
I owe you one, huh Chief?" 


"One what?" asked the Chief. 



"Um. " 


Oreo frowned. "Onea€|life, I guess. Huh." 


"That's cool, you can keep your life." The Chief turned and walked up 
the hill. 

"Damn," said Sgt . Johnson. "That man is man. He may be stupid. But he 
is a man . " 

"Kind of," said Cortana over his radio. "I've got pics before and 
after the operation. Wanna see?" 

"Maybe," said Oreo. 

"OH SHIT, well, seeya!" Sgt. Johnson turned and marched hurriedly 
away . 

"What? I was just kidding!" Oreo laughed as they set out to follow 
the Chief. As soon as they turned the corner, however, they found 
that he was waiting for them curled up behind a rock. 

Johnson stared. "Uha€| Chief? Something wrong?" 

The Chief looked up, his body quaking. "Johnson. I'm afraid of the 
dark. Could you hold my hand?" 

"Aaaaand there go your man-cards again, " said Johnson, throwing a 
deck of Mr. Yuck brand cards over the cliff side. Oreo visibly 
deflated and possibly even dried up, but I'll leave that to your 
imagination . 

"I'm glad to see things going back to normal," said Cortana. "And 
that you've been taking those female hormones. Chief." 

"I'm a good little girl." 

"You're a mad man, that's what you are." Sergeant Sgt. Johnson 
hoisted the Chief and firmly grabbed the Spartan's hand to lead him 
up the cliff side. 

"I can't see," complained the Chief. 

"Close your eyes," said Cortana. "It will help your sight adjust. To 
the darkness." 

"You know Sergeant Sgt. Johnson," said the Chief as he disengaged 
from his friend and felt his way blindly throughaC | the darkness. "It 
seems like everything we do becomes really dramatic. Almost like a 
Michael Bay movie." 

"It's just Sergeant to you," said Sgt. Johnson as he gently steered 
the Chief away from THE CLIFF. "Besides, that's complete grade A 
bullcrap, soldier. This is a serious, gritty war we're in, and you 
better believe it." 

A bunch of grunts appeared around the corner. The Chief turned 
quickly to the Sergeant. "a€| Token black friend," he grated. "Go 
ona€|WITH OUT ME!" Then the Chief rushed forwards and tackled them, 
at the same time igniting two plasma grenades. "REMEMBER REACH!" he 
screeched. He also laughed at death, saved his girlfriend, and stayed 



behind to activate the bomb. 


"What do you mean 'black?'" asked Johnson. 

Suddenly the two plasma grenades exploded, frying the Chief's shields 
and somehow making Sgt . Johnson's skin slightly darker. 

Oreo came up the side of the cliff and observed the charred and 
bloody remnants of the Grunts. She gagged on the stench of burned 
flesh. "What the hell happened here?" 

"Megan Fox!" hooted the Chief. He and the Sergeant high fived. 

"That doesn't make any sense," said Cortana. 

"It did in my head," said the Chief. 

But little did they know that up in the Truth and Reconciliation, Oz 
the Stealth Elite awoke to a dark room that was actually well 
lit . 

"Good to see you're finally awake," said a voice from the shadows. 
"Are your memories intact? The mind may heal, but the body is not 
always so resilient." 

"Huh?" Oz scratched his head, which had large stitches down the 
center, even on his helmet. "a€|The last thing I remember is being 
blown in half. Or was I thrown off a cliff?" 

"Both those things happened, but that's not important right now." 

Oz gazed into the darkness. "But how did I survive?" 

"Oh fine. It's really quite simple," said the voice, coming closer. 

Oz caught a glimpse of a shadowy figure off to his right. "I 
simplyaC | sold your soul. To the devil. And now you are a 
z omb i e . " 

"Wow, thanks," said Oz . "I never asked for this." He tried to get 
up . 

"Stop right there." Now the voice came from behind (lol.) Oz turned. 

A thin, spindly figure stood just outside of the light. "Oz, " it 
said. "My sona€"or, my zombie. Whatever. You must go down to the 
Halo, and find the one they call Cercil Saltstein." 

"Why? And who are you?" 

"You can call me Alistair, " said the mysterious figure, twirling its 
antenna. "Alistair Conley." 

"Antenna?" Oz peered at the shape. "What are you?" 

"Never mind that," said Conley hurriedly, shadowed eyes flashing. 

"You must find Cercil, for if you do not serve him and act as an 
amusing foil character from now on, your punishment will be 
severe . " 

"Wow." Oz casually activated his fuel rod cannon. "Like I said 
before, thanks a lot. Let me give you a token of my 



appreciation . 


But by that time the mysterious man was gone, leaving behind only an 
amused laugh and the smell of milky farts. I mean, a mysterious scent 
that will become important later. It was much like that of 
jasmine . 

That was set up for meta humor jokes, by the way. It will be 
important in one hundred pages. 

"Guys, lets sneak up this cliff side, " said the Chief as they crept 
along in the shadows of the cliff side, sneaking up towards the 
Covenant . 

"Okay," said Oreo. "Good idea." 

"SHHHHH!" hissed the Chief so loudly that it almost caused an 
avalanche. "WE ARE SUPPOSED TO BE SNEAKING!" 

They came to a corner around which the Chief peeked, whilst his 
friends lined up behind him in something of a conga line. There was 
nobody else with them since they had not yet restocked on Marines. 

The Covenant up ahead were too busy trading drug favors while making 
sexual deals to notice the Chief's huge helmet sticking around the 
corner. The paint on his armor was a very bright neon green that 
illuminated everything with reflected light. 

He saw a red Grunt talking to an orange Grunt, both of them awash in 
booger green light. 

"I still can't believe you hid that KY Jelly in my locker," said the 
Grunt to his friend. "It took _days_ before they would let me in the 
men's showers again." 

"Shh! Do you hear that? Itsa€|it sounds likea€|" the orange grunt 
slowly turned in the direction of their hiding place. Sweat literally 
poured off of the humans in copious amounts. A huge pearly bead 
dripped from the end of Johnson's large nose and drooped slowly, 
almost reaching the ground before it disconnected and plopped into 
the dust, creating a puddle that was almost vast enough to reach 
crush depth at its very bottom. 

The Chief and Oreo stared at him in horror. 

Suddenly, the orange Grunt screamed "IT'S THE WHAAAMBULENCE . " The 
humans jumped in unison and almost fell of the side of the ledge as 
the other Covenant in the area laughed at the red Grunt and pelted 
him with KY jelly. Slowly, carefully, the Chief and company relaxed 
their collectively vice-tight sphincters. 

"Thank god for gay jokes," said Johnson, and crossed himself. Because 
all the bad-asses are catholic. 

The Chief also crossed himself. With an x. On his forehead. Then he 
peeked around the corner, again, and saw that there was a strange 
looking triangle shaped object hidden behind a tree. It was just past 
where a blue Elite was vigorously scratching his wiener. 

"What's that?" the Chief asked Sgt . Johnson, pointing. 



"Probably herpes," whispered the black Sergeant. "It completely 
breaks your game, if you know what I mean." 

"No, the Covenant use protection," said Cortana. "Why, in _Gay Grunt 
Gang Bangs 4a€""_ 

Oreo began to turn green. I mean, greener than she already was in the 
blinding green light reflecting off the Chief's helmet. 

"I meant the thing behind the tree," hissed the Chief, cutting her 
of f . 

"Oh." Johnson looked. "That's the invisibility power up. It 
completely breaks the game, if you know what I mean." 

The Chief shrugged. "Who cares?" Then did a double flip in the air, 
shot five hunters in the head, and blew up god. Ha, just kidding, 
that would never happen. In this chapter. In this part of the 
chapter. Just now, this sentence. It didn't. 

"She's right though. Chief," mused the Johnson as he killed the blue 
Elite with his mind. "We should try to keep this as gritty and as 
realistic as possible. Maybe some scattered audio logs and clichAOd 
characters will make things grittier." 

"No, that's a stupid idea," said Cortana. "_nobody would ever buy 
such a tacked on, obvious cash in._" She thought about it for a 
moment. "Although I might be into it if Nathan Fillion was a SPARTAN! 
That man is a sexy mother fucker." 

"Oh no," dead panned the Chief. "I thought I was the only man for 
you." He yawned theatrically, while inside he burned with envy. 

"No, you're just my bitch," said Cortana. "My booty call, if you 
will. And I saw that." 

The Chief flinched as the sound of whip played on his open speakers, 
alerting everyone within a fifty yard radius. Oreo clutched his 
arm. 

"Don't listen to her Chief," she said. "I've got your back. 

Okay?" 

The Chief looked at her blankly. "Who are you?" Oreo began to 
cry . 

Sergeant Johnson pushed the Chief gently around the corner. "Well, 
Chief," he said. "Why don't you go nab that power up?" 

But as the Chief stepped around the corner the ground trembled and a 
strange wind blew(lol) across the Cliffside. A voice not too 
dissimilar from the sound of an exploding sperm whale flooded the 
world . 

"CHIEF. YOU HAVE USED THE INVISIBILTY POWER UP. You have decayed from 
within. You have become one with your poison." 

"I did not!" complained the Chief to the sky. 


"OH. OKAY." 



"What the hell is that!?" Sgt . Johnson cried, covering his ears. 
Everyone else did too. 

Cercil Saltstein pulled himself up onto the cliff edge. The action 
kicked up a puff of dust and he started to cough as he clambered 
over. Cercil carefully got to his feet. His legs had large braces on 
them and his crotch was bandaged up like a giant adult diaper. The 
bandages on his head were still there, and there were two horns that 
appeared to be growing from his temples. 

"Hey gois, " said Cercil as he straightened up. "I see you and your 
negro friend are having a gay old time. The perfect time to strike!" 
He looked around and saw that Oreo was nowhere in sight. "And I guess 
you finally ate the Nabisco Chick." 

"I'm right here," snarled Oreo, coming up the side of the hill, her 
large breasts bouncing. 

"Oh shit!" Cercil ducked. "DEM UDDERS R LOADED!" 

"Asshole!" Oreo threw a grenade at Cercil, which he ducked. It went 
over the cliff and exploded, sending a shard of shrapnel threw the 
air that drilled through one of Cercil' s ears and out the other. "Ha! 
You throw like a girl!" 

"Actually," retorted Sgt. Johnson, "we were doing just fine without 
your pussy ass herea€"wait-NEGRO? " 

Cercil raised an eyebrow. "Yeah, I know you're practically white on 
the outside too, but look in the mirror." 

Sgt. Johnson gasped. "It can't be true. I ' ma€ | _black?_" 

Cortana instantly had a fatal blue screen of death error from the 
stupid and had to reboot . 

"Wow, Johnson, this changes everything, " said the Chief, staring at 
the Sergeant. "I no longer feel comfortable or safe around 
you . " 

Oreo shook her head. "Don't say that. Chief; it's just racist Captain 
Keyes talking. You're better than that." 

"Yeah, don't be hatin', nigga, " said Johnson, his voice like that of 
one hesitantly trying to sound like an Afro-American gentlemen 
speaking African American English. 

"Oh my god you're really buying into this, aren't you?" asked 
Oreo . 

The Chief crossed his arms. "Now look. I am _very _politically 
sensitive, so shut your idiot vagina up; I have to deal with this 
uppity nigger right now." 

"You son of a bitch! That is _our _word!" Johnson tried to make a 
gangsta sign at the Chief. Cercil watched and laughed with glee, his 
body inundated by the aura of race hate. 


"Who the hell was making that god-awful noise?" asked Cortana as the 



Chief moved several yards away from Johnson. The black man curled his 
lip at the Chief and they began to square off. 

"Oh, that was me," said Cercil. "There was something stuck in my 
throat . " 

"You mean something stuck in your butt, " replied the Chief smartly, 
turning away from the epic race hate face off for a moment. 

Cercil looked at him. "Yeah, it was your mom's uterus. Chief. Her 
vagoo was finger lickin good." 

"MY MOTHER WAS A SAINT," said the Chief. "Who I never met!" He 
leveled his assault rifle at Cercil ' s face. "I guess you just 
couldn't _cut _it, huh?" 

Cercil looked confused. "What? That doesn't make any sense." He 
flinched as the Chief cocked his rifle. "OH no don't shoot! I'm 
pregnant with your mother's ass babies!" 

"Kill him before he kills your brain cells!" urged Cortana. 

"Wait," Sgt . Johnson laid a hand on the rifle. 

The Chief turned to him exasperatedly . "What, he your down-low buddy 
or something?" 

Sgt. Johnson shook his head and turned to Cercil. "How come nobody 
told me this before? That I'm black, I mean?" he asked. 

"Well," replied the Elite. "Maybe the epic whiteness of your soul 
shone through your skin whenever they looked at you, so that they 
were blinded by how much of an oreo you are. Either it's that or 
you're just a really bad listener." He glanced at the Chief. "Like 
the Chief . " 

"Hey! SAY THAT TO MY FACE." 

"Oh my god maybe I am," yammered Sgt. Johnson. "I don't know anything 
about my own culture! I've got to start acting more black!" 

The Chief rolled his eyes. Except nobody could see, you know, because 

of the helmet. "Why? SO YOU CAN RISE UP AGAINST THE WHITE 

MAN?" 

"MAYBE!" screamed Johnson, tears squirting out of his eyes. 

An awkward silence passed as Oreo shook her head ruefully. 

"Enough talk!" said Cercil. "I have now absorbed enough race hate to 
unleash my ultimate attack on you!" 

The Chief gaped. "No! YOU DEVILISH MASTER MIND! You planned for this 
all along . " 

"Y-e-s ! " chortled Cercil. "And now, Maystur Cchuuf, you DAI!" 

"TAKE COVER!" screamed Cortana. But it was too late. Cercil 's jaw 
un-hinged like a snake's and pure evil spewed forth in a black 
torrent of soul shattering profanity. 



"COCK BLISTER SUCK PUSS JUICE PANTY POOPING CHUGGING ANAL ENEMA 
SLURPING PENIS TEARING MIDGET BLOOD SPLATTER NUT GRINDING CUM HOSE 
NUTS FRIED YAM SACKMARBLE BAG TORNSCROTUM RIP DANGLING SCARTESTICLES 
GUMMERSP I T JI Z Z SOCK JERKP I SSWHORETWIG FINGERBANGINGASS TWIZZLER CRACK 
BLASTERCOCKROACHSHITTING 

SCATMONKEYCUMMINGKIKENIGGERHONKEYCHRI STIANOZARKMORMON 
MOTHERFUCKER! " 

There was a sound not unlike the breaking of reality itself. A 
devilish red light struck down from the heavens and tore the very 
earth itself asunder. The cliff side erupted into clouds of dirt and 
broken stone. The Chief and Johnson ran, race hate and Lieutenant 
Oreo forgotten behind them. Troughs of lava exploded out of the 
ground, setting the world alight with a fiery red glow. Oreo rolled 
to the side to avoid a geyser of super heated stone, narrowly missing 
an eternity in hell. The very dust in the air burned and all that 
lived was turned to ash. Except for the main characters. As the Chief 
and Johnson reached safety deeper into the cliffside, Oreo tripped 
and fell, the cracking earth opening around her to swallow mouthfuls 
of Covenant who had only just then noticed the various goings on. 

That is, only just noticed what was happening as they all died 
horribly, because apparently that's what it takes to get these guys' 
attention. The Chief stopped and turned at Oreo's screams. His 
muscles were screaming as sweat blinded his vision. He saw Oreo in a 
ring of fire. A nearby Elite clutched with his fingertips to the edge 
of the crevice only to fall screaming into the fiery abyss where 
maggots made of lava raped him. The lone patch of ground that Oreo 
stood on began to sink slowly into the lava as she tried to stand. 
Smoke and evaporated blood clogged her senses and she gagged. 

The Chief stood across from her, the divide of molten earth 
separating them. "Oreo!" he called out. "Grab my hand!" He threw a 
fake toy hand at her. It bounced off her face. 

She reeled back. "Damn it Chief this is no time to be screwing 
around ! " 

"I BEG TO DIFFER!" Suddenly Cercil vaulted from the thick pall of 
smoke that clogged the world and landed clumsily on the platform with 
Oreo. He skinned his knee and started to hop in a circle around 
Oreo . 

"This is what happens when you succumb to the haters. Chief, " 
reprimanded Oreo, pointing at Cercil 's visage. "Evil people get off 
on it ! " 

"Bitch you ain't shit!" Cercil back-handed her. Oreo spun to the 
ground and barely managed to stand back up. 

"I didn't mean to!" screeched the Chief in anguish. He yelled over 
his shoulder at Johnson. "It's not my fault you're such an angry 
black man ! " 

"Foolish fool!" laughed the purple Elite. "Your racism only makes my 
penis harder!" He grabbed Oreo by the throat and lifted her into the 
air even as the platform was overrun with lava. Cercil 's feet caught 
on fire and began to melt as he slowly choked the life out of 
Oreo . 



"Noooo ! I won't let you steal my cookie!" The Master Chief took a 
step back and then charged! He cleared the distance to Cercil in one 
leap, forming his body into a human spear in mid air to kick the 
alien full in the face with both boots! 

"Argh!" Cercil rocketed backwards, letting go of Oreo as he did so. 
The Chief caught her in his arms just before she could hit the lava 
and leapt back to safe land, fire trailing from his boots. By then 
Johnson had returned to see what all the fucking fuss was about. He 
helped Oreo up as the Chief turned back to where Cercil was also 
regaining his senses. 

"I believe you can do this Chief," said Cortana as the Chief ran 
towards his adversary. 

"Really?" 

Cercil stomped his foot into the bed of lava. A baseball bat made of 
lava exploded up into the air. He grabbed it and it grew 
nails . 

"Okay, I take that back." 

The Chief tried to skid to a halt but it was too late. Cercil hit him 
in the face with the lava-bat. The Chief's limp body spun head over 
heels, on fire, and slid towards the edge of the cliff. The earth 
shook as he scrambled not to slide off. Just right next to him an 
entire sheaf of rock slid away into the abyss of lava that was 
beginning to rise from the depths. Far away, he could see Johnson and 
Oreo desperately making their way out of the depths of 
Moria . 

Shit . 

I mean, urn... out of the level. Which was collapsing. 

Anyways, Cercil stood over him as the Chief held onto the edge with 
his fingers. He looked down and smiled evilly. "Looks like you just 
couldn ' ta€ | _cut_ it, huh Chief?" 

"That doesn't even make sense!" cried Cortana in horror as the Chief 
struggled to pull himself up. 

"I know, right!" The Elite raised the bat. 

Hundred of yards away Oreo turned to Johnson as they watched the 
scene unfold. 

"Quickly!" she said. "What is something that the Chief loves? What 
does he enjoy?" 

"HATING MAH BRUTHAS ! " snapped Johnson, crossing his arms and lifting 
his chin disdainfully. 

Oreo slapped him. "Get a hold of yourself! What does the Chief 
like?" 

Johnson was confused. "Ia€|I don't know." 


"There must be something man!" Oreo shook him. 


"He needs something to 



believe in. 


"Ia€|Ia€i" Sweat poured of Sergeant Johnson's face. "I don'ta€|" 

And then he did. The moment stretched on forever, there amongst the 
fire and the screams of the burning Covenant. In that moment Sergeant 
Sgt . Johnson had found the one love that connected both black and 
white, both young and old, both poor and rich. A love that united all 
mankind together. The black man turned to her with a triumphant 
grin . 

"Dicks . " 

The word echoed throughout the universe, and somehow, someway, 
somewhere, the Chief heard it. His ears perked up. Saliva inundated 
his mouth. His stomach growled. His lips moved. 

It began as whisper. 

"DicksaC | " 

It became a cry. 

"Dick's burgersaC | " 

It was a declaration. 

"I LOVE DICK'S CHEESY BURGERS!" 

Wow, I guess I've just revealed my location, haven't I? 

The Master Chief's fingers dug inches deep into the stone they clung 
to. He dislodged one hand, the other holding him up at a perfect 90 
degree angle flush with the cliff. His free hand wrapped with a vice 
grip around the Cercil Salstein's lava-scorched ankle. The alien 
looked down and gasped, the lava-bat falling from limp fingers. His 
face twisted in outrage. 

"NO! Dicks? NOOO ! " 

The Chief pulled him off the edge. Over his shoulder. With one hand. 
And Cercil 's body streaked towards the pool of lava below. There was 
a splash, then nothing. Except, 
suddenly, 

* * " * *NOOOhHHOOOOHHHOOO ! " 

Cercil thrashed in the lava, his body melting just like the T-2000 or 
whatever from Terminator 2. "I'm melting!" In one instant he was 
Cercil. In the next instant he was on fire and melting. Then he was a 
charred skeleton, all carnal material melted away to leave chattering 
jaw bones. "The humanity! The inhumanity! The hummus!" 

"SHUT UP!" screamed the Chief. By then Cercil had already melted away 
into the lava, never to be seen again. 

Except when he would be in the very next chapter. 

Silence reigned as the Chief easily pulled himself up from ledge. 
Reddish light shone brightly off the battle scars and scratched paint 



of his armor. His golden visor was liquid and glorious, like the 
baleful eye of a god of war. His breathing subsided to normal once 
again as the lava slowly began to cool. The Chief cracked his 
knuckles . 

"Wow, Chief," began Cortana. "That was actually prettyaC"" 

"Gosh darn! I could go for some big juicy dicks right now," he 
chirped, dusting himself off. "And I want a fresh beefy cut of Dick's 
meat in my mouth this time." 

"Aaaaand we're back to square one," said Cortana. Somewhere, an 
entire deck of man cards caught fire and exploded. 

The radio crackled to life. "Hey MAI NIGGAZ. Who be in dis bitchouse! 
Homesa€"ea€"slice . " 

Oreo turned to look at Johnson, whose eyes had narrowed 
dangerously . 

"What th ' hell you talkin' little white biatch?" he growled into the 
radio . 

"Yo don' be hatin nigga, " said Tad's voice, but a note of doubt had 
crept into it . 

" * *BITCH* * , " began Johnson. "That is OUR word. Your cream 
cheese-cheese-white-ass in a fucking Globe Trotter's jersey don't 
have _no_ god damn right to use it ! How many brothers on the down low 
didja have to fuck to learn the jiv, bitch? Your ass so white from 
the nuts they busted down on there. Motherfucker. So clamp that 
pimply milk dud chatter box up, pull the stick out of yo ass, and 
bring that fucking ride down to this fucking cliff before I pop you 
and all your wigger cunts in the fucking face. Do you read me, wonder 
bread? " 

"Shit man," grumbled Tad. "I was jus' playin." 

"Yeah, sure you were wigger. Now drop that shit off," added Cortana, 

obviously getting into the spirit of abuse. 

Johnson turned to her, or more accurately to the Chief, who had by 
this time walked up beside Oreo to watch the black sergeant in 
amazement . 

"BITCH! Don't you be talkin' over me, you hear me?" 

"Oh, you want to go big man?" laughed Cortana. "You think just 
because you can say the 'n word' now that makes you hard? You think 
your Hershey ass would last five seconds in the ghetto?" 

"I'm hard," said the Chief. Oreo looked at him. 

Johnson raised his hand. "Am I gonna have to smack a bitch, Cortana? 
Is that what I'm gonna have to do?" 

"Wow," said Oreo, carefully stepping in front of the Chief. "Sgt. 
Johnson, you might want to think what it says about _you__ that you've 
decided that the best way to be black is to be a violent, foul 
mouthed, racist, misogynistic prick." 



At that moment Tad's pelican drop ship tore through the night, jets 
streaming, and parked itself in mid air just off the cliff edge. They 
bay door slammed open and reinforcements for their glorious quest 
streamed out ! 

"Oorah!" said the first Marine as he jumped out. 

"Booya!" said the second as he also jumped out. 

"Yeehaw! " said the third as he too jumped out. 

"Waahoo ! " said the fourth as he as well jumped out. 

"OH SHIT!" said the fifth as he jumped out and realized that the 
pelican was a good five yards away from the edge of the cliff. He 
fell to his death just as Cercil had, along with the other 
Marines . 

"Well I guess that didn't work," said Cortana. "But at least nobody 
gave them frag grenades." 

"I guess I won't have to worry about that guy's cards which I threw 
out the window," laughed the Chief. 

"Actually Chief, " said Cortana, "he was already dead. He fell out of 
the plane before we even got here, for some reason." 

"Oh yeah." The Chief sighed. "Man, where would I be without 
you? " 

"You might still have a real dick that works." 

"How ya like mai brothas ! " came Tad's 'white nosie. ' "They be bustin 
caps like a motherfucker!" 

"They're all dead. Tad," said Oreo not unkindly. "You might want to 
get your rear view mirror fixed." 

"Sheeeeet, " said Tad as Sgt . Johnson screamed insults having to do 
with various white grocery products into his headset, not realizing 
that Cortana had cut him off from the channel. The wigger piloted the 
pelican closer to the edge and let out another small seminal trickle 
of Marines. 

"GRACIAS AMIGOS!" screamed the first Marine. " IDDRIGO DOMINGO SANDO 
CALIBRO CANTANTO ! " The squad checked their weapons and marched up to 
join with the Chief and his friends. 

"Fabulous," commented the Chief. "I'm sure these guys will be 
_indispensible 

"Damn right nigga!" said Tad as he flew away. Cortana let Johnson 
back on the radio. 

"Cracker ass cream puff miracle whip seea€"men!" finished Sgt. 

Johnson with an air of finality. He looked around to see that 
everyone else had already moved on, leaving the smoking, blasted 
battlefield that Cercil had created behind them. 



"Bitches ain't shit," he muttered to himself. Then he 
followed . 

Getting to the area where the grav lift was proved somewhat 
difficult. First, the Chief and friends had to squeeze through a hair 
thin passage in the cliff side. Roots and rocks laced the entirety of 
the passage, scraping away skin and armor alike. Surprisingly it was 
not the Chief who had the most trouble getting through with his 
SPARTAN armor, but Lieutenant Oreo and her giant tits. 

"You know," said Cortana conspiratorially to Oreo. "They do reduction 
surgery for cheap nowadays." 

"What are you talking about?" asked Oreo, finally dislodging her 
squashed left tit from the crack. 

"_Nothing_, " said the Chief, drooling inside his helmet. "She's not 
talking about either of them." 

"Huh?" Oreo massaged herself. "Damn these really ache now." She 
removed her _breast_plate . "I think I've got bruises. Does anyone 
have a med pack?" 

"Oh I've got your med _pack_ right here," said the Chief. He pointed 
to his crotch. Oreo raised her eyebrows. 

"See, " said the Chief, pulling a small roll of bandages out of his 
ammo belt and tossing it to her. 

"Right . " 

Oreo waited as Johnson and the Chief stared at her. "Um, guys? Could 
you look away now? I have to bandage my chest." 

"No," said the Chief. "I mean yes, but no." 

"Okay." Oreo backed away around the corner and ducked behind some 
rocks . 

"Don't worry Chief," said Cortana. "I'm recording everything through 
your guys' helmets." 

"I HEARD THAT!" screamed Oreo over the radio. She hurriedly finished 
applying bandages and came back around the corner. 

The Chief received her with a cold shoulder. "I don't know what 
you're talking about." He pointed to Sgt . Johnson, who was break 
dancing on a piece of dirty cardboard while a Covenant boom box 
played 90s Hip Hop and some black armored Elites watched with crossed 
arms. "We were just recording my 'peep' busting his 'moves.'" 

"Oh, " said Oreo, watching as Johnson spread his legs unnaturally wide 
and bounced up and down on his newly unleashed afro. 

"Your moves are pretty hip," said one of the Spec-Ops Elites. "But 
check this gravy!" 

He then busted some radder moves all up in that bitch while Johnson 
watched in horror. The Chief gasped as the other Spec-Ops Elite 
joined in and began to bust out some exponentially more sizzling 



moves, simultaneously. 


"Oh damn!" said the first Elite as he finished, turning off the boom 
box with a single kick. "Put that in yo pipe and smoke it." 

Then the Chief shot him in the face Blood sprayed onto the first 
Elites face as he screamed before the Chief punched through his skull 
with his fingers. 

The Chief slowly wiped his hand off on his enemy's corpse. "No. 

_You ._" 

They proceeded on up the hill alone, for unfortunately all the 
Marines accompanying them had already been crushed to death by the 
passage way, their bloated bodies acting as in impromptu plug to keep 
any Covenant from following. 

"Wow, I guess they really were useful!" said the Chief. 

Johnson and Cortana laughed raucously. 

"That's not funny," complained Oreo. 

"No, no, it is," chuckled Johnson, wiping a tear away from his eye. 
"It's funny 'cause they were all white!" 

"Actually, I'm pretty sure they were some sort of Hispanic," said 
Cortana. "Pretty sure." 

Johnson shrugged. "Whatever. Non-black, then." 

The Chief un-holstered his pistol, flicked the safety off, and shot 
Sgt . Johnson in the knee without looking. The black marine collapsed 
to the ground screaming and clutching the bloody remains of his 
kneecap. Oreo drew back in horror. 

"Not a bad shot. Chief," commented Cortana. 

"Thanks . " 

"WHAT THE HELL DO YOU THINK YOUR DOING!" screamed Johnson as Oreo got 
out her med kit. She had a med kit for the Chief right here. In her 
back pack. 

The Chief stood up straighter and twirled his pistol, then holstered 
it. "Sorry Johnson," he said, glancing up at the pulsating grav shaft 
that would take him deep into the colon of the Covenant cruiser. When 
he spoke his voice was as if he was chewing gravel, with a mouth made 
of gravel. "This is something I have to do _alone_. I don't want 
anyone else to get hurt." 

"That why you shot me, niggs?" asked Johnson, still gritting his 
teeth . 

The Chief raised a hand. "No, don't even try. I care too much about 
your well being to let you come with me on this most dangerous of 
missions . " 

"What about me?" asked Oreo. "Aren't you worried about me getting 
hurt ? " 



The Chief looked at her. He started to reach for his gun. 

"Not that my feelings would be hurt if you weren't," Oreo added 
quickly. "Because I don't even like you, or anything. Please don't 
shoot me . " 

"Wow, you just had to add that in. Just because I don't expect you to 
fall in love with me doesn't mean you have to always remind me that 
you're not attracted to me." 

"Yeah, she's a bitch isn't she?" said Cortana. 

The Chief flounced off towards the grav-lift, leaving a confused Oreo 
and a hurt Johnson in his wake. Soon enough Tad the Pelican flew in 
to provide reinforcements, but the Chief signaled the Marines to stay 
behind by firing off a couple of warning shots into their skulls. 

This was something he had to do alone. 

*Cue Rambo theme* 

The Chief stepped into the shaft of light as the Marines that were 
too stupid to run or die gathered around him. They began to float 
slowly up into the _belly of THE __**BEAST. **Cortana made vaguely 
sexual noises as the holographic shaft enveloped them. The Chief 
turned his helmet up so that he could observe the asses of the 
Marines as they glided above. 

"Nooo take me with you bruthaaaa ! " cried Sgt . Johnson as he lay on 
the ground, bleeding from his knees and crying from his 
eyes . 

"Wheeeee ! " said the Chief obliviously. 

"Good luck Chief!" said Oreo. She stopped. "Well, maybe! I have 
conflicting feelings about this matter!" 

After taking the grav-lift to the back entrance, entering the Truth 
and Reconciliation from behind, and dick butt, the Chief found 
himself in a storage room full of purple boxes. The Marines spread 
out in formation to cover all the doors as the Chief took stock. He 
found that in the middle of the room stood some sort of holographic 
pedestal . 

"Uh oh," said the Chief. "Looks like the Covet-nut have an AI 
too ! " 

Cortana scoffed. "_Nobody _can beat my hacking amazing skills. Chief. 
Don ' t sweat it . " 

Suddenly the holographic display came to life. Pixels fazed into 
order, shining with an eerie purple glow. A tiny figure was slowly 
assembled from the blur until standing there in miniature before them 
was a Covenant Brute clad in nothing but a tutu. 

"Howdy folks," said the Brute gaily. The Chief stared. 

"Urn, hi. How's it hanging." 

The Brute did a ballet-worthy spin, displaying a slip of large 



grandma underpants. "Oh, just fine there partner. What brings ya'll 
to my special place?" 


"The Covenant have really weird taste in AI," said one of the 
Marines. His friend smacked him upside the head and told him to be 
quite, just before floating energy sword melted both of them into 
flesh piles. Nobody noticed. 

"Let me handle this," interrupted Cortana. "I can override the ship's 
security if you can get me into their main frame, past the fire wall 
and hub router network security lockdown binary double encryption key 
matrix . " 

"Sounds like a plan." The Chief slapped his hand against the pedestal 
and Cortana suddenly appeared in the hologram next to the 
brute . 

HAX . 

The Brute gaped at Cortana, resplendent as she was in full 
latex . 

"You like Chief?" asked Cortana, wiggling her purple hips. 

"No," said the Chief. "But maybe I would if I had balls and sex 
drive . " 

"Well we can't have everything we want," Cortana pouted. She turned 
to the Brute and whipped out a knife. 

"OH GOD NO!" the Brute tried to run, but Cortana grabbed him by the 
back of his neck, pushed him down, and cut his hamstrings. The Chief 
watched in utter horror as the knife parted holographic flesh, bright 
garish blood splattering onto invisible miniature walls. 

"PLEASE, MERCY!" the Brute twisted at his blood soaked tutu, trying 
to crawl away. Cortana cut his throat from ear to ear. The purple 
ichors poured out of the dead AI ' s body, drowning its grandma 
underwear in a violet sea. Cortaan wiped her hands. 

"You've just been _deleted_, " she said. 

The Chief leaned back. "Honestly, that was less one liner worthy and 
more horrible and disturbing." 

"One of these days you'll have to tell me how it feels to be a huge 
fucking hypocrite," said Cortana as she dragged the dead brute AI ' s 
body out of sight. She dusted her hands off again and closed her 
eyes. "I'm in. Chief. Seems like the Covenant aren't putting up much 
of a fight, huh?" 

"Maybe we should switch back to Legen-" 

"OH I WOULDN'T SAY THAT!" said Commander Darren the gold Elite as he 
stalked from the shadows. In one hand he carried an energy sword, in 
the other a Jackal's shield. Next to him crouched Eric the Jackal 
holding a beam rifle. 

"Damn! Marines, you were supposed to guard the doors!" The Chief 
looked around. All of the Marines were dead. 



"Oh. At least they didn't get a chance to usea€"" 

"Silence, human!" Darren stalked towards the Chief. "I mean, be 
quiet! Excuse me." He shook himself. "But how DARE YOU TRY TO ENTER 
OUR SHIPaC i " he raised his head archly and looked down on the Chief, 
shadows crawling across haughty alien features "a€|FROM 
_BEHIND . "_ 

"It seemed like the safest way," said the Chief. "Maybe not the most 
comfortable, but still." 

Darren laughed. "Ha! Foolish human. Don't you know that it's just as 
dangerous as using the front door!?" 

"But I'm well protected," said the Chief, pointing at his 
armor . 

Darren frowned. "You do not understand, human. The only safe way is 
not to enter at all!" 

"What, exactly, are we talking about here?" asked Cortana. 

Eric looked at Darren with a disturbed expression. Darren spared him 
a glance. "What?" 

"Nothing," said Eric. 

"Fine." Darren raised his sword. "I've heard enough from you and your 
purple harlot! It is now time for your face to die, demon." 

"I think you mean, 'face your death, ' bro, " said Eric out of the 
corner of his mouth. 

"You're _ruining my moment !_" 

Eric shrugged. "Whatever. It was already ruined when you started 
talking about safe sex for no reason." 

"Fuck you man!" Darren flipped him off. "You don't own my sex 
life ! " 

"Yeah, I bet you wish I did, fag." 

Fortunately this bickering allowed the Chief to make his heroic 
retreat, or rather to run away like a little bitch. By the time 
Darren and Eric reached their epically awkward silence the Chief was 
miles away on the other end of the ship. 

"You really are a hero. Chief," said Cortana. "But you'll have to 
take my word for it." 

"The Chief soldiered along, blowing (lol) away the Covenant as he did 
so. He ran across many strange things in the bowels of that Covenant 
ship; at one point he encountered a group of Covenant playing 
hopscotch, and on another occasion he crashed a very disturbing game 
of spin the bottle. Let's just say that the bottle wasn't just used 
for spinning. Hey-o ! 


Soon the Master Chief came upon and across while simultaneously 



coming into a large hanger room. 


"This is the perfect place to call in reinforcements! I bet we could 
use 'em, eh Chief?" asked Cortana cheerfully. 

"Sure, whatever, " said the Chief as he killed every single alien in 
the room. The hanger shield doors flickered, casting blue (?) shadows 
on the Covenant drop ships suspended in the middle of the large room. 
A familiar voice came over the radio! 

"Yo niggus ! This is Tad the PelicanaC"" 

The Chief interrupted him. "Shut the fuck up or I'll rip your tongue 
out and shove it up your ass." 

"a€ | PilotaC | " A shaken Tad dropped off the rest of a small, tepid 
squad of Marines. "Fyi, n-nigga, " he began timidly, "I picked up Oreo 
and Johnson. They're on board." 

"One tongue ripping coming right up," said the Chief. Tad screamed, 
and the ship sputtered out of the hanger bay and soared off into the 
night, leaving Chief and the Marines to finish the job on the Truth 
and Reconciliation. 

Cortana whistled as they watched the Pelican go, the Chief's obscene 
threats still echoing through the hanger bay. "God damn. Chief, the 
way you made him cry was prettyaC"" 

"EDRIMIGO NOSOTROS JUEVOS SOMOS UNAS NEGROS ENAJADOS ! " screamed one 
of the Marines at top volume right next to the Chief. Not missing a 
beat, the Chief turned and punched him through the face. Literally. 
The Marine collapsed, dead. Everyone stared. 

"Hot," said Cortana. "I was going to say hot." 

The Chief beckoned the rest of the Marines to come with him. "Don't 
worry, you'll forget what just happened in a few seconds. I know I 
will." 

They fought their way through a couple more corridors until they came 
into what appeared to be the bridge of the ship. 

"Fascinating," said Cortana. "It appears that the Covenant engineers 
decided the best place for the bridge would be right next to the cell 
blocks that are stuffed with enemy combatants!" 

"Yes," said the Chief. "The aliens are so stupid. Unlike us, who 
program our A. I. to never shut up." 

"Chief, I get the feeling that you're angry with me. This wouldn't 
have anything to do with the electrical cock and ball torture, would 
it?" 


He ignored her. "Hey, slugs," he said, pointing to the 
Marines . 

"Como?" 


"Guard the bridge until I get back with Keyes." 



"Si, senor. 


The Chief bustled to the door, opened it, stepped through, and 
suddenly found himself in the cell blocks! Up ahead in the prison 
block was Captain Keyes, locked in his cell with a heretic Elite. 

They were playing cards. 

"So what's your story?" asked the Heretic to Keyes as he began to 
deal . 

"Not muffh, " said Keyes, tossing his dentures into the air, catching 
them, and sliding them back into his mouth. "Only hours ago I landed 
here in an escape pod and was ignominously captured by the wretched 
Covenant ! 

"Cool story. I'll let you in on a little secret," said the Heretic as 
they both looked at their cards. "The CovenantaC | their religious 
shit, the galactic domination: it's all a big cover for what they 
really are . " 

"And what's that, my good man?" asked Keyes interestedly. 

"A gay sex cult . " 

"A gay sex cult?" repeated Keyes confusedly. "Zounds! Please, tell me 
more . " 

"Oh yes, a gay sex cult. Let me explain: you know that song 'Run this 
Town?' by Rihanna and Kanye and that other black guy?" The Heretic's 
eyes narrowed over his cards. 

Keyes laughed. "Of course! Everyone knows that. We burn CDs of their 
music at the rallies." 

"Right. You know in the music video the part where they're in the 
temple like area, and there's a bunch of half naked black men holding 
torches and everyone is all oiled up?" 

"Certainly not!" said Keyes. "I've never masturbated to it seven 
times! Do you not see how my face is unblemished by foul 
abrasions ? " 

There Heretic leader blinked for a moment. "Well. As I was saying, 
the only thing that's on their mind is how much lube is on your 
behind . " 

Keyes jaw dropped. "Soa€|I'm locked in a cell. Alone. In space. With 
an entire ship's worth of sinful homosexuals! ALIEN sinful 
homosexuals ! ?" 

The Heretic grinned. "Well," he said as he began to deal, "that's 
where you lucked out. I'm a Heretic because I'm straight. Besides, 
not everyone knows about the gay cult part. They come for the plasma 
grenades, stay for the plasma grenades." 

"So what did you do?" asked Keyes, collecting his cards. 

"I tried to start a cult of my own in a gas giant on a floating 
station." The Heretic shrugged. "Didn't work out, but maybe I'll try 
again once I'm released. On November 9th." 



"That's a pretty light sentence," said the Keyes. "I hope you'll have 
learned your lesson and maybe become a better person by then. It 
would be terrible if you had to be released three more times just to 
fix all the mistakes that were made in your second release." 

You guys digging the subtle satirical subtext here? 

"But at least you're not going to rape me," finished Keyes with some 
relief . 

The Heretic laughed. "That's where you're wrong! You see, prison 
turns even straight men gay!" He threw his cards down, exposing a 
giant erection! 

Dun dun DUN ! 

"Noooooo ! " screamed Keyes as the Heretic advanced, sexually. At that 
moment the cell force field deactivated and the Chief burst in. He 
shot the Heretic in the (third) leg and pulled Captain Keyes out, 
turning the force field back on and locking the alien back inside 
where he would be forced to 'finish' his _own_ 'fight.' 

"Coming here was reckless," began Keyes. Suddenly, the two ton 
SPARTAN engulfed him in a giant bear-hug. 

"Father! I mean, sir!" He gently put Keyes down. "This whole 
operation has been a mess; Cortana's been acting up and Johnson's 
become a Mandingo ! But now that you're here everything will be 
alright ! " 

"My god," said the Keyes emphatically. "Uppity negros _and_ the 
revenge of the rebellious kitchen girl?" 

"Why did we rescue him again?" asked Cortana. 

"I need him!" said the Chief. "I mean we need him. To be our father 
figure . " 

"And thank god for that. Chief," said Captain Keyes. "You've gotta 
get me out of here before I turn to some heathen un-Christian God in 
order to reconcile my imprisonment!" 

Cortana gasped. "I knew cons go gay for each other, but not for 
Jesus ! " 

The Chief cleared his throat petulantly. "Urn, Cortana, you should 
apologize. You've offended convicts everywhere." 

"I'll apologize when you drop this misogynist bullshit," replied 
Cortana. "I know you're just putting it on to make Keyes proud. 

"Get back in the kitchen, baby maker, " said the Chief loud enough so 
that Keyes could hear it through his complete and total almost 
deafness . 

"Good man." Keyes patted the Cheif on the shoulder. The Chief could 
hear something sloshing in the old captain's depends. "Say, where 
_are_ Oreo and that fine virile negro?" 



"Oh no!" said the Chief theatrically. "Johnson and his gang bangers 
must have gotten a train up on her!" 

DUN DUN DUN! 

"That's horrible!" said Cortana. "You've gone too far this time. 

Chief ! 

There was a long, awkward pause. 

Then everybody laughed. 

* *HA HA HA HA HA FUCK YOU.** 

Then the Chief turned back to the Captain Keyes. "Well, anyways it's 
time to go: we don't want any of these other imprisoned humans to 
wake up . " 

"Why don't we free them?" suggested Keyes. 

"We don't want them getting their hands on grenades, sir," said the 
Chief sagely. "Remember what happened _last _time." 

Keyes' face darkened. "Of course..." 

"Well anyways, " said Cortana, her voice audibly pained. "Maybe we 
should get moving before the other captives wake up, if it was, uh, 
really as bad as that." 

So the Chief, Keyes, and Cortana went on a very violent romp back 
through the ship. They actually took videos of their escapades and 
sold them, calling them "Captain Keyes Does the Entire Crew of the 
Truth and Reconciliation With the Chief as Back Up as Cortana Comes 
from Behind." Strangely it sold best to young single men living in 
downtown areas, though the return rate was rather high. 

On the bridge, Darren the Elite stood amongst the dead and 
dismembered bodies of the Marines that the Chief and friends had 
thoughtlessly left behind. A sizzling energy sword sizzled in his 
hand . 

He turned to Eric. "Why haven't they come through this way yet? I've 
been waiting for hours!" 

"Oh," said Eric. "They must have taken the short cut from the cells, 
through the armory where we keep all the powerful weapons, then past 
the engine core where a single well placed explosive could destroy 
the entire ship, and then to the hanger where we keep all the small 
stealth escape vessels unlocked and gassed for easy use." 

"Oh, of course," said Darren. "More the fool me; I was expecting them 
to take the ventilation shaft in the bathroom that leads to the 
shield generators, then to my personal quarters, and then also to a 
structural weakness in the ship where a single well placed explosive 
can destroy everything. And then, of course, here. To the 
bridge . " 

"I am going to beat the shit out of whoever designed this 
ship . " 



**Chapter Four: The Butt** 


"_Purge the heretics! Burn the unbelievers ! "-The Tea Party_ 

Dawn was just breaking on Halo as the Masturbator in Chief, Whortana, 
White Hoe Or-he-o, Sgt . Surgeagent Jawnsan, and Captain Jacob Keyes 
flew back to the human resistance's impromptu base, which had been 
set up somewhere between the second and third chapter by Helljumper 
Officer Major Silverfish and his 'beautiful' assistant Corporal 
McKay . 

"There are about two hundred Marines stationed on The Butte, " said 
Cortana. "That's about half of the human survivors we had when we 
first landed . " 

"How did they all die?" asked Keyes, sucking thoughtfully on his 
dentures after each sentence. 

"The Chief saved them." 

"I am the hero of humanity!" The Master Chief tore his gaze away from 
Oreo's rack to puff out his chest and strike a manly superman pose, 
whilst sitting down. It was unimpressive. 

"Hark, that is just dandy." Keyes chewed on his phallic pipe. 

"Cortana, when we get to The Butte I want a manifest of all the 
Marines' and Hell jumpers' races, sexual orientations, and religions." 
He looked out the window as he gently steered the drop ship with his 
gnarled hands. "I'm going to dishonorably discharge _so hard 
_tonight . " 

"And where, exactly, are you going to send the people you fire?" 
asked Cortana. "It's not like we're on EarthaC | or Reach." 

"REMEMBER REACH!" 

"Damn," said Sgt. Johnson, pulling off his massive Sony headphones to 
look at her. Tupac blared at top volume from the headset. "Son, I can 
barely hear Twopack." 

"Serves you right," said the Chief. "That's the devil's 
mu sic! " 

Keyes nodded in satisfaction from the driver's seat. "Atta boy. 

Chief. Atta boy." 

Everybody ignored him. "So Cortana," said Oreo. "Why the base called 
The Butte?" 

"Because it's on a butte." Cortana waited thirty seconds for the 
Chief's retarded interpretation to burst forth. 

"Gross. Why would anyone want to live there?" 

She was ready. "A butte, not a butt." 

"What's the difference?" 

"Take a knee, motherfucker, " said Johnson, patting the SPARTAN on the 
shoulder. "And open they ear up. A 'butte' be a geographical feature. 



A '_butt'__ are something you take shits out of." 

"Oooh! Now I know!" 

"And knowing is half the battle!" said Johnson. Then he threw up 
Westside and started doing hard drugs whilst pimping a bitch. 

Oreo glared at him. "JohnsonaC | " 

"Step off, hoe!" Johnson's hand drifted down to his custom gold 
plated Magnum. "You don't want to get ventilated, do ya?" 

Oreo rolled her eyes. "Who are you, A1 Capone? Do you even know any 
African American English? They teach classes for it at some 
universities, you know." 

"Settle down back there," barked Keyes. "Let that charming indigenous 
negro have his fun!" 

Sgt . Johnson smirked at Oreo. But slowly his expression turned to one 
of abject horror and outrage as he realized what Keyes had just 
said . 

"I'll radio the Major," said Cortana. She opened a private channel to 
The Butt on the Chief's radio. 

"This is Cortana reporting in; we've retrieved Captain Keyes and are 
heading back to the nest. Patch us in to Major Silverfish, ASAP. Do 
_not_ shoot down this drop ship." 

"This is Major Silva, " said the sexually ambiguous voice of Major 
Silva over the line. "That you, Cortana?" 

"Yes. That me. We've recovered Captain Keyes." 

"So the mission was a success." Silva's voice was oddly disappointed. 
"Hmm. Were there any casualties?" 

"Let me put it this way," said Cortana. "Four of us didn't 
die . " 

"Excellent! That's better than the SPARTAN'S survival rate ever since 
Reach. Hey Cortana, did I ever mention how much I fucking hate 
SPARTANS?" 

You could almost hear Cortana smile. "No sir. Tell me all about 

it . " 

The Chief opened his mouth to speak, but was interrupted by 
Silva . 

"Thanks, I will. Those fucking SPARTANS! They're nothing more than a 
pack of rabid military dogs that the brass raised to eat their 
bullshit! They wanted to replace good, hard working Marines with ass 
sniffing hounds who would follow their orders in that shiny bullshit 
armor. Good soldiers are made of pure grit and nerves of steel and 
sheer gumption, not wires and steroids and lots of training!" 


"Sir, the Chief is listeningaC" " 



"AND ANOTHER THING!" screamed Silva. "When those fucking Covies 
glassed Reach I could have shaken their god damn handsa€"at least now 
we can finish this god damn fight without those fucking inhuman 
freaks of nature. They don't even fuck, Cortana! They were grown in 
tubes. What the hell is the point of defending humanity if we're 
going to destroy what makes us human in the first place! I will not 
rest, I will not lay down and die, until I live to witness the death 
of every single SPARTAN ever manufactured. I will _never, _ever use 
one of those murdering, psychopathic freaks to do _anything_ even if 
it meant the death of the entire human race! And this 'Master Chief' 
asshole, oh. I'll tell you what Cortana if that isn't the gayest 
fucking name I've ever heard. Who gave this son of a bitch rank!? Who 
gave him _life_? If I had a time machine I would go back in time and 
smother his mother fucking mother in a pile of cow shit, if he even 
has a mother fucking mother! I cannot _believe_ that Keyes expects us 
to rely on him to deal with this Halo situation. As if normal, flesh 
and blood humans have to bow and bend for some shit milkshake 
chugging cyborg blood-hound that can't even remember the name of his 
own mother fucking father! Master Chief! What an asshole! What a name 
for faggots! When I meet this Master Chief I'm going to kick his ass 
up and down the Butte until his ass leaks out his butt!" 

"HEY!" shouted the Chief on the radio. "I'm right here, you 
know . " 

"Oh." Silva coughed quietly. "That you. Master Chief?" 

" Yes . That me . " 

"Well, good, because I you're just the man I wanted to talk to. 
Cortana, can you give us a minute?" 

"Uma€|okay." Cortana gave them a private channel and told Keyes to 
come in for a landing on the Butte. 

"Soa€ [Master Chief, is it?" asked Silva in a not unfriendly 
tone . 

The Chief's knuckles cracked. "Call me the Chief, please." 

"Right. I may have a use for you, son. What the army needs are more 
soldiers like you." 

"Yes," said the Chef. "Because the other ones are dead." 

"a€| Right. I guess you have Captain Keyes aboard, huh? You know, 
before you rescued Keyes I was in charge of this operation. The whole 
thing. What do you think of that?" 

The Chief shrugged. "I don't. Think, that is." 

"Okay. Let me put it this way. If Keyes were to say, disappear, I 
would become a very powerful man. And very powerful men owe their 
very powerful friends a lot of money. And power. You dig. 

Chief?" 

"What is a man," said the Chief archly. "Nothing but a miserable pile 
of secrets . " 


The radio was silent for a long, long time. 



"Okay. I can tell subtlety isn't going to work. Let me put it to you 
straight: Chief, I want you to kill Captain Keyes." 

"Kill Keyes!" exploded the Chief. "I could never do that. He's 
mya€"he ' s like a father to me ! A very, very old and disgusting father 
who says strange things sometimes!" 

"So what? I killed my father," said Silva casually. "Everyone does 
it. It's what all the cool kids are doing. Chief." 

"SHIT," said the Chief in obvious distress. "I do have to be cool." 

He thought about it. "You know, on the other hand, you did call the 
SPARTANS a bunch of ass eating rabid dogs and fantasized about 
drowning my mother in shit. How about instead of me killing Keyes for 
you, you go fuck yourself in hell?" 

He hung up . 

On The Butte, Major Silva slammed his fist down onto the old radio he 
had been using and turned to a mysterious shadowy figure in 
Hell jumper armor. 

"Hey, Corporal McKay, " he said. "Do we have some sort of anti air gun 
around here?" 

Back on the drop ship Cortana congratulated the Chief. "That was 
pretty ballsy. I'm actually kind of impressed that you were able to 
remember what Silva said a whole minute after he had said 

it . " 

"Maybe my brain is getting better," suggested the SPARTAN. 

"Maybe. Here, let's give it a test. I'll say a word and you tell me 
the first thing that comes to mind." 

"Okay . " 

"Here we go." Cortana began the program. "Fire." 

"Water!" The Chief made a swishing sound and waggled his fingers. 

Then he started. "Oops. I peed myself." 

"Okay, never mind. We're done. Forever." 

When they landed they were greeted by Corporal McKay and a squad of 
her ODST, or Orbital Drop Schlock Tooters . Also known as Hell jumpers, 
or assholes for short. These guys are different than the Marines, by 
the way; they have a clearly defined ethnicity. Skinhead. They 
variously sneered and leered at the Chief and his crew of misfits and 
at the Covenant drop ship they had commandeered. 

"McKay! Oh my god, you're alive!" The Chief made no move to even go 
near her. "This is incredible. I'm so happy." 

Corporal McKay lifted her chin at him, green eyes 
glittering . 


"You're not mad about me leaving you to die, are you?" asked the 
Chief . 



She made no move to respond. 


"Right ? " 

McKay's lip twitched. 

"Whoa, look out, there's a Covenant cyber-spy mosquitoa€"I ' ve got 
it!" the Chief made to smack her ass. 

"None of that shit!" McKay sent an armored knee into his stomach, 
which the Chief didn't feel at all. "Boys," she said, jerking her 
head at the Chief, Oreo, Johnson, and Keyes. "_Full cavity searches, 
_all around." 

One of the Helljumpers leered at Oreo as the entire group 
paled . 

"This is ridiculous," piped up Cortana on the radio. "You can't just 
go around sticking your hands into people's assesa€"who do you think 
you are, Mendoza?" 

McKay smirked. "Major Silva's orders." She turned and patted one of 
the Helljumpers on the shoulder. "Make sure the Chief's is nice 
anda€ | thorough, " she whispered into his ear. Then she walked away, 
letting the horrible gang rape commence. 

The Helljumpers slowly circled in on the crew, donning rubber gloves 
and grinning evilly. The Chief stepped forwards. "Waita€|if I promise 
to cooperate, will you spare the others?" 

Everyone stared at him. 

"Urn, Chief," whispered Cortana. "This isn't a bad rape fan fiction. 
That's not really how it works." 

"We'll do the one with the saggy tits first," said one of the 
Helljumpers. Oreo's face paled with either rage or fear. 

Keyes stepped forwards with an indignant expression on his face. "Now 
now, soldiera€"I may be old but by Jove my pectorals are as firm and 
rippling as ever. You won't find any lipid under these nips." 

"Sorry sir," said the Hell jumper sarcastically, his scarred lip 
curling, even though Keyes's rank was so high above his that he could 
have literally ordered him out of existence in a heartbeat. That's 
just how tough Helljumpers are. And by tough, I mean fucking stupid 
assholes. Never-the-less Keyes turned around and bent over, easily 
pulling down his own pants to reveal his sagging adult diaper and 
pale muscle-less legs. A strange smell wafted from the diaper. 

The Helljumpers all laughed amongst themselves, scuffling to avoid 
going first. Finally one was pushed forwards. The Hell jumper wrinkled 
his scarred nose and bent forwards to gingerly undo Keyes's large 
safety pin. 

"Smells like dead fish down here, " he complained. 

"Just do it, Ronny, " growled one of the others. The Chief watched, 
pained as the humiliation of his father figure began. 



"All right all right." Ronny popped the pin and pulled down the 
diaper . 


His face melted instantaneously. The now headless body was blown back 
and smashed into the tightly packed group of Helljumpers, and the 
violent crash destroyed any chance they had of escape and survival. 
The smell washed over them, emanating in an expanding cone of death 
incarnate from Keyes's ass. Hair turned gray. Flesh melted. Armor 
corroded. Blood boiled. 

"Noooooo ! " One Hell jumper rose from the death sludge the squad had 
become, a shambling mass of flesh and of bone and clumps of hair, his 
armor melting like molasses down his body. One half skeletal hand 
extended in shuddering agony towards the brown puckered focal point 
of the hell-stench. As he reached in futile rage, the very tips of 
his finger bones caught fire and burned down to the knuckle like 
matches. Then his entire body exploded. 

The Chief and friends were safe behind the deadly behind, so they 
could only look on in horror as the troopers were reduced to steaming 
pile of filth, then to a liquid, and then to a vapor which rose into 
the air and wafted away on Halo's whispering wind. 

"Whoops. Sorry about that boys, I guess I'm a bit gassy today." Keyes 
pulled up his diaper and neatly re-clamped his safety pin. He turned. 
All that was left of the Helljumpers was a scarred patch of earth. 
"Faith and Begorrah! Where did those fine young men go!?" 

Nobody could even speak for their awe. 

Later, the Chief was getting settled in his temporary quarters before 
the briefing for the next mission. Everyone had been given separate 
rooms after McKay had come back to find out what all the screaming 
had been about. They had had to put Keyes into quarantine before the 
up-coming debriefing with Major Silva. Thankfully, it would not be a 
literal debriefing, though Keyes's quarantine was certainly literal. 
And yes, I do know what literal means. 

The Chief settled into a large easy chair as Cortana's holographic 
image literally appeared on the holo-table next to him. As it turned 
out he was sitting in a holo-chair as well, so he fell on his ass and 
had to find a new one. 

"Up for a little R&R?" Cortana asked in a smoky voice. "Just give the 
word and I'll have someone bring over a car battery." 

"That's a great idea." The Chief began to remove his armor, but not 
his helmet. "But I think a shower and some sleep would do me 
nicely . " 

"Oh, fine. I guess I'll just go monitor the shower cams." 

"Knock yourself out." 

The Chief was in only his helmet and Scooby Doo boxers now. He went 
over to the wash basin that the Marines had somehow installed and 
then took a bird bath with the a bird bath consists of using tap 
water to clean oneself. For the Chief, however, it's more along the 
lines of climbing into the sink and shitting yourself. Finally, the 



Chief lay down on the rock solid cheap as shit air mattress and 
curled into a fetal ball to begin the sleep cycle. He was still 
wearing his helmet. 

He found himself in a ghostly, mist filled room. It looked strangely 
like a gay crack house but he couldn't be sure. Of course, by gay 
crack house I mean a sentient house that loves gay ass 
crack . 

"Chief. Chieeef!" 

A figure arose from the mist. It was Cercil! The alien's flesh was 
charred; the remnants of armor, bandages, and bad surgery had turned 
his already mangled body into a horror show. Curled protruded from 
his head and small bat wings were growing out from his 
shoulders . 

"Cercil." The Chief smiled grimly. "So I see you're alive after 
all." 

"Nice underpants," said the alien. "I dig Scooby Doo . " 

The Chief looked down at his massive voluminous boxers. "Thanksa€"but 
flattery will get you nowhere." 

"I'm just calling them like I see them," said Cercil. "By the way, do 
you remember your mother's advices three?" 

The Chief thought about it. "She said that I would meet three 
enemies: my shadow, my temptation, and my creator. She also said that 
one would help me, one would fight me, and one would have sex with 


"Which one do you think I am?" asked Cercil, picking at his 
coquettish scabs. 

"I don't know." The Chief scratched his head and found that his 
helmet was still on in the dream. Weird. "Hey, waita€"you weren't 
even there! In my dream, I mean. Like you are now." 

"Bullshit," said Cercil. "This is my dream." 

Suddenly, the door behind them shook and rattled. The Chief jumped 
and spun around. The door was old, decrepit, and dirty, and someone 
was banging on it as if they really wanted to get inside. 

"What's that!" The Chief turned, but Cercil was gone. Then the door 
cracked as whatever was behind it began to push harder. 

"No!" The Chief raised his hands in front of his visor as the door 
flew open . "NO ! " 

For the briefest moment, a lithe female silhouette was framed in the 
doorway . 

The Chief awoke soaked in sweat. He shot up from the bed with the 
sheets tangled around his legs. His breathing eased to normality and 
he dropped back down, but as he did so the back of his head smashed 
into the wall. He flailed his arms to disentangle himself from the 
sheets while rubbing his sore head, but these actions caused him to 



fall sideways off the bed and onto his elbows and knees. He screamed 
in pain, then hopped upright while still wrapped in the sheets only 
to smash his knees against the end table. He growled in rage again 
and lunged forwards, wrapping his teeth around the handle of his 
discarded combat knife. He methodically cut the sheets to tatters 
around him with his mouth-knife until they fell away. 

The Chief ran his hands through the air on top of his helmet. 
"Cortana, I just had the craziest dream about you molesting me and 
Cercil in a gay crack house. You haven't been molesting my brain in 
my sleep, have you?" 

"I did no such thing!" exclaimed Cortana. 

"Yeah, right. Like I would believe you anyways." 

"Bitch, when I decide to molest you, _you will fucking know 
it_. " 

The door bell rang. 

"FUCK." The Chief dropped the knife and it pierced his toe. 

Irritated, he wrenched the blade free and threw it across the room 
where it embedded itself in the wall, straight through the mandatory 
portrait of Major Silva that every room was outfitted with. He 
stomped over to the door without bothering to get dressed. 

The Chief opened the door. "Someone's going to be on the wrong end of 
my morning wood." 

It was Corporal McKay. She had traded in her armor for simple 
fatigues. She had buzz cut of orange hair, and her green eyes 
gleamed. She had green eyes and was a woman. Embarrassed, the Chief 
looked down at his current state of undress and his aforementioned 
massive morning wood. Well, comparatively massive. 

To a spider's clitoris. 

"Have a good nap?" asked McKay icily. "I'm surprised you can sleep so 
well with the lives of so many men on your conscience." 

"You wouldn't be alive to accuse me like that if they'd had a chance 
to use grenades," the Chief shot back. 

McKay looked miffed. "I was talking about my Hell jumpers getting 
killed by farts-you know as well as I that they haven't been allowed 
to use frags since Hiroshima." 

"Oh. Actually, it was Keyes who killed your Hell jumpers. I had 
absolutely nothing to do with it." 

"So you say." She looked down at his underwear. "Hm. So that's what 
you're so desperate to stick in that Oreo slut, huh?" 

The Chief glared at her. "Not likely. I hate everyone." With that he 
closed the door in her face. 


"Anything to win an argument, huh?" asked Cortana as the Chief put 
his armor back on. 



"The best bluffs have some element of truth to them." He went back to 
the door and opened it when he was fully dressed. McKay was still 
there, looking sour. 

"I forgot," she said. "The reason I came down was to escort you to 
Major Silva's office. He'd like another word with you." The Chief 
stared at her for a long, long time. 

"Who are you?" 

McKay ignored that. "Come with me." 

"Fine." The Chief followed her as she marched down the corridor. The 
walls were lined with pictures of a man with silver hair in a silver 
suit, and they passed by several small shrines with busts of the same 
man erected amongst fields of candles. A few Hell jumpers were praying 
at these shrines. 

"a€| What's going on here?" asked the Chief. 

"Just follow me," said McKay flatly. 

In one hallway they found that a few ODSTs had actually managed to 
defeat and capture a single Covenant grunt. Not only that, but they 
had also assigned it to clean the floors. 

The Chief pointed. "Wow, an entire grunt. You ODSTs really are bad 
ass." McKay glared at him. The Chief noticed that they had also put a 
dog collar on the alien and were forcing it to wear a panty hose on 
its head. "That's some pretty brutal treatment," he amended in hushed 
tones . 

"We have a zero tolerance policy for terrorists," said McKay. She 
eyed him. "And dangerous, unstable persons." 

"Good thing there aren't any of those around here," said the Chief. 
"Right, Tyler?" 

McKay shook her head and marched on. Soon they came across a group of 
ODSTs crowded around a single Marine. The scarred soldiers were 
laughing and shooting the shit with the lower-ranked soldier, who 
seemed to be the center of attention. 

The Chief peered through the forest of heads. "Is that who I think it 
is?" 

"One 'Private Mendoza'." McKay nodded. "We found him in a dingy motel 
room surrounded by Covenant recording equipment and covered in 
rainbow of strange fluids. My ODST boys managed to plug him up. He's 
pretty popular around The Butte." 

"I'll bet," said the Chief. 

McKay glared at him still more, then turned about face and continued 
on the rest of the way to Major Silva's office. They found it guarded 
by a very tough and scarred Hell jumper. 

"Corporal McKay presenting Master Chief Petty Officer for the Major, " 
said McKay sharply, saluting. 



The Helljumper returned her salute, a cigarette dangling from his 
lips. "What kind of name is Master Chief Petty Officer?" he asked, 
sneering . 

The Chief looked impassively down at him. "If you call me Master 
Chief again I'll skin you and then wear your skin." 

The Helljumper took his cigarette and put it out on the Chief's 
armored chest. "Wear this," he said. 

"Good one." The Chief patted the comparatively much smaller man on 
the top of the head. "I didn't know gerbils could be so funny." He 
continued on into the office, McKay shutting the door behind him. A 
few seconds later blood began too ooze from under the crack of the 
door. McKay blinked at it. 

The Chief found himself staring at the back of Major Silva's silver 
haired head. The Major was wearing a well tailored silver suit. He 
used his feet to spin his big silver executive power chair around to 
face the Chief. 

"Ah, Master Chief Petty Officer John 117 SPARTAN Mk . II." Silva 
stroked his white beard. "Did you have a good rest?" 

"Until you sent this dike to bitch me awake." 

McKay's eyes flashed but she remained silent. 

Silva waved this away. "I'm happyaC | " his face twitched imperceptibly 
"that Keyes was able to arrive intact. I can't say the same for 
McKay's squad of ODSTs, though; since we're all breathing in the few 
particles that remain of them right now, thanks to our good old 
Captain Keyes." 

The Chief made as if to sniff the air. "Wow, you're right! I thought 
I smelled a bunch of limp-dick poser assholes." 

Silva ignored this. "Have you given any more thought to my 
offer?" 

"He means the one where he offered you money in exchange for 
assassinating Keyes," whispered Cortana to the Chief. 

"You said you gave us a closed channel for that!" hissed the 
Chief . 

"I did say that," said Cortana. Then she laughed. 

"Bitch." The Chief turned his attention back to Silva, sparing a 
glance for McKay who seemed unsurprised. "Why, yes. I do remember 
that . " 

"I can't say I'm happy with your decision not to kill a superior 
officer, but I suppose I can't blame you for being an ass sniffing 
shit eating inhuman blood hound, can I?" 

"Oh, I don't know," said the Chief. "I'm getting pretty open to the 
idea of killing a superior officer right now." 

"Be that as it may," said Silva sharply, "I called you here to rant 



at you about how useless and shitty SPARTANS are." 

"Can I get the abridged version? I'm in no mood for some long, drawn 
out, obnoxious reliterat ion . " 

"That's not a word," said Cortana. 

"Then maybe you shouldn't have come into my office," retorted 
Silva . 

"You ordered me in here," said the Chief. 

Silva waved a hand again. "Be that as it may, you're a mutant freak. 
Are you familiar with a man named Charles Darwin, Chief?" 

"Well, we're friends, but not besties." 

"He invented the theory of natural selection: that those species not 
strong enough to survive would eventually die out. Survival of the 
fittest . " 

"Actually no," said Cortana. "It's that those genes and mutations 
that most helped their bearer survive long enough to reproduce in its 
environment would proliferate. That's why things like incredibly weak 
slugs or human beings exist, regardless of 'strength.' But I suppose 
the difference is lost on a dumb fucking Nazi like you." Silva 
pretended he hadn't heard her. Cortana dishonorably discharged him 
from the UNSC, ensuring that if they ever got back to Earth he would 
be executed for unlawfully being in command. 

"The SPARTANs died out. Chief," said Silva in a self satisfied tone. 
"You're the last of dying breed. You, like the others, are a freak. A 
failed experiment." 

"Nope," said the Chief. 

The world zoomed in on Silva's silver but also gender ambiguous face. 
"The Spartans are a bad joke. Chief. Freaks. An experiment to see if 
men and women could be turned into shitty robot blood hound dogs . 

They failed. You failed. Why, you never even knew your father. And 
you called yourself a man, and they called you soldiers. They failed. 
You're not even worth the money the brass put into you, nor the time 
they spent to raise you. You weren't raised to manhood. You weren't 
taught how to hold courage in your heart or how to love a woman. You 
were manufactured. Made to kill, assembled like a gun. You are not 
human. You are less than human, less than a gun or the bullet that 
the hammer sparks. An iron insect with a day long life span. Humanity 
does not need you. This mission does not need you. For all the metal, 
sweat, and money running in your veins, you are useless." 

"At least I can actually throw grenades," said the Chief. 

Silva blinked. "YOU SON OF A BITCH!" He jumped up, a pistol appearing 
in his hand. McKay rushed forwards and held him back. 

"No sir! Calm down! It's not worth it!" 

"YOU SON OF A BITCH!" A round exploded against the ceiling. "DO YOU 
HAVE ANY IDEA HOW MANY MEN WE'VE LOST TO FRIENDLY GRENADES!? I'LL 
COURT MARSHAL YOU FOR THIS, CHIEF! THERE WON'T BE A RANK OR FILE 



FUCKED DEAD IN THE ROAD ON SOME BACKWARDS PLANET FAR AWAY ENOUGH FROM 
ME! I'LL MAKE YOU FORGET THE DAY YOU PUT THAT FUCKING HELMET 
ON! " 


"Good talk," said the Chief, and left. Then he slipped on the pile of 
blood and guts that had been the short Helljumper guard. He shook the 
blood off his hands. "God damn it, who left their bloody remains 
here ! ? " 


Elsewhere in the Butte a series of character vignettes were 
occurring . 

Sergeant Sgt . Johnson wrapped his sweaty ebony fingers around the 120 
pound dumbbell, his exotic non Caucasian muscles flexing tightly as 
his foot thick biceps strained with effort. He curled until his large 
knuckles brushed against the front of his sweat stained dark green 
t-shirt. Then he let his arm uncurl to the gym floor as if he had all 
the time in the world. His muscles strained with tension and he 
gritted his large white teeth, sweat dripping from the bridge of his 
nose as he finally completed the rep. 

Then he did it again a thousand more times. 

"Pretty impressive, " said a deep voice from behind him. Johnson 
whirled. It was a tall, muscular black man with a shaved head and 
tribal tattoos on various parts of his body. Johnson looked him up 
and down . 

The black sergeant let his hand drift down to where a Crips bandanna 
was wrapped around his ankle. "Well goddamn, I didn't know there were 
any otha ' niggas in this crib. You run with the Crips or the mother 
fucking Bloods?" 

"I don't know. I'm a Helljumper, and a human male. What does that 
make me?" The man held out his hand. "The name's Keith. Keith 
Kinkaid . " 

Johnson eyed him suspiciously. 

"Okay, then." Kinkaid took his hand back. 

The pearly whites of Johnson's eyes widened, and so did his pupils. 
"So you think you too fiiine to speak the jive the way you were born, 
nigga? Is that what this shit is?" 

Keith's eyes narrowed. "I don't follow." 

"You fucking oreo ! " rasped Johnson. "I bet yo ' mom smoked white dicks 
everyday, and they nuts dribbled down and got absorbed into yo ' bald 
ass brain case mother fucker!" 

Keith pushed Johnson, hard, almost knocking him off his bench. "My 
mother was a saint ! " 

The Sergeant stood up and raised an eyebrow, flexing his gigantic 
muscles. "BitchaC i don ' t be playing with me. You know what I 
think?" 

Keith rolled his eyes. "Oh, yeah, why don't you lay it on me? I'm 
_dying _to hear what you think." 



"I don't think you're black _or_ white," said Johnson. "No brother 
would ever play at this shit!" 

"What the fuck are you talking about?" 

"I think youa€ | are a Covenant!" 

DUN DUN DUN 

"That's retarded." Keith turned to go, picking up his gym bag. "Go 
fuck yourself, Johnson." 

"Yeah, that's right!" Johnson made what he thought was an ebonic hand 
gesture at Keith's back. "Keep on running mother fucker." 

He turned back to his 120 lb. But then suddenly Johnson stopped, his 
large nostrils flaring. He stood up straight. "But howa€ | did you know 
my name?" 

Keith Kinkaid stopped dead in his tracks half-way across the gym, 
duffle bag in one hand. He turned his head slowly, his yellow eyes 
glittering . 

"Oh well, I... RELEASE THE GRUNTS!" 

With that he threw the duffle bag straight at Johnson's head. As it 
soared it opened from the inside and three Spec-Ops grunts burst out 
in mid air. Each of them held two plasma rifles in either hand. They 
opened fire. 

"Oh shit!" Johnson dove for cover. The plasma melted his workout 
equipment. Johnson scooped up his own gym bag and rolled away as the 
Grunts landed in a spear head formation. They turned to track Johnson 
as he ran for the showers. 

Kinkaid tore off his own face. "Surprise, cock bag." Beneath was the 
face of a dark skinned Spec-Ops Elite! The fake black flesh writhed, 
splitting apart to let the real black alien free. The Spec Ops Elite 
activated his plasma sword and pointed it at Johnson's retreating 
form. "I've got to give a human credit where it's due, thougha€"none 
of you have been able to see through my disguises before." He started 
walking towards Johnson. 

Johnson bowed his head as the streams of plasma projectiles began to 
creep ever closer to his feet. He reached with both hands into his 
bag, turned, and pushed off fully into mid air! The bag fell away to 
reveal a pair of mother fucking gats! 

The Elite dove for cover as the bulletz ripped the shit out of the 
gym. The grunts were shredded to a bloody pulp, and Johnson swept the 
guns in a sideways arc around him as he unloaded their mags. He aimed 
for where he had last seen the Elite enter cover, but the alien spy 
seemed to have cloaked. 

"Damn." Johnson put the gats back in the trunk of his Escalade. The 
Elite was long gone. The black Sergeant looked up at the paisley pale 
yellow light fixtures of the gym, then turned on the spot as if he 
was watching a helicopter fly over head. 



"Shit," he said gravely to nobody in particular, "just got 
real . " 

Wow, it's just like The Wire! Let's see what everyone else is doing, 
shall we?" 

Oreo was practicing in a makeshift shooting range. The paper cutout 
silhouettes that the ODSTs had been using were all perforated with 
bullet holes in the thighs, biceps, and left shoulders. There were no 
head shots. Mendoza was also practicing. His weapon of choice was a 
gun that had vaguely phallic qualities. 

Oreo aimed the giant sniper rifle down the range and popped off a 
single shot. It tore an entire stacked row of targets in half in a 
cloud of shredded paper. 

"Not bad girl friend," said Mendoza gaily. He squeezed off a couple 
of 'rounds' from his phallic gun. They all landed squarely on the 
crotch-areas of the cutouts. 

"Yeah. Uma€ | not so bad yourself, there." 

"Thanks," simpered Mendoza. "I like to keep my priorities 
bent . " 

"Don't you mean straight?" asked Oreo. 

He looked at her in confusion. "No." 

"Wow. Just wow," said Oreo. She continued to practice. At that moment 
a large group of Helljumpers entered the range, talking and joking 
and obviously drunk. Oreo kept an eye on them as she continued to 
practice, but by the time she had finished her clip the group had 
surrounded her and Mendoza. She had a bad feeling about 
this . 

"Weeell lookie what we have here boys, " said the biggest of the 
scarred four, leering at her. "Looks like we got a young tender 
soldier all alone here at the range." 

Oreo's fists bunched. She opened her mouth to speak, but another 
Hell jumper interrupted her. 

"Haw haw! They're just lookin for the right _meat!_" He grabbed his 
crotch enthusiastically. 

Oreo's finger twitched towards the butt of her pistol. 

"We should show 'em what _real men can do_, " said another. 

She flicked the safety off of her pistol. 

"Yeah, " said the leader, reaching out with a groping hand. Oreo 
tensed as the man reached past her and grabbed Mendoza by the collar. 
He drew the Mexican Marine into a deep, extremely erotic, and scarred 
kiss. Oreo's jaw dropped as the other ODST circled him and began 
pulling at their pants. Mendoza seemed to be enjoying himself. 


"I think that's my cue to go. "She ran for the door, only to collide 
with another Helljumper as he entered the room. Oreo clutched his 



shoulder. "Oh thank god! You've gotta stop this! It's illegal, we'll 
all get discharged." 


The Helljumper looked at the gay orgy just beginning. He grinned. 
"I'll get right on that." With that he skipped past her, undoing his 
belt buckle with obvious glee. 

"Goddamn it, Mendoza," Oreo muttered under her breath. "What the hell 
is up with you? I meana€ | down low with you? Ugh, whatever." 

She angrily opened the door and stormed out. This Butte was 
completely unprofessional. Not looking where she was going, she 
immediately ran into yet another Helljumper. Oreo stumbled backwards, 
cursing under her breath. She rounded on the man. "Oh, and I guess 
you're here for the gangbang too!?" 

"No," said the Helljumper. "I'm here to kill you." It was Cercil 
Saltstein wearing a Helljumper head on his helmet! 

"Howa€"I saw you die!" Oreo jumped backwards, fumbling to pull her 
pistol out. Cercil advanced on her, claws outstretched with a wicked 
grin on his face. The severed human head fell off his helmet and 
rolled towards her. Oreo tripped again and her large breasts bounced, 
one smashing into the alien's hand. 

"Agh!" He reeled back, hand crushed and bleeding. "Cow _SLUT_! " 

Oreo finally pulled out her pistol. In her other hand she held a 
radio, which she flipped on. "Alert! Alert!" she screamed while 
leveling the pistol at Cercil. "Our Butte is under attack! Repeat, 
our Butte is under attack!" 

"It is?" Cercil looked around. "I just hitched a ride here on one of 
those purple transportsa€"I was wondering why we landed on a giant 
butte. Hey, have you noticed that everything in the Covenant looks 
like a vagina?" 

Oreo held her pistol with both hands. "You expect me to believe 
you're not working for the Covenant? I don't know what kind of sick 
game you're playing here, freak, with the lava and the earthquakes, 
but it's not going to work on me!" 

"Believe this, you pasty bitch." Cercil raised his middle finger. 

"I'm going to mount your rack on my fucking trophy wall." 

Oreo fired and Cercil ducked, the bullet flying over his head and 
right in between the eyes of the Marine that had been about to sneak 
up on him. His head exploded. 

"Wow, nice shot," said Cercil. "Let's add shooting to the list of 
things every woman ever is bad at." 

"That's the last time you talk down to me!" Oreo unsheathed her 
combat knife and leapt at Cercil. Cercil whipped out a large frozen 
penis with a filed down tip and parried her attack. They exchanged 
strikes, Cercil using the frozen penis like the end of a spear. He 
nicked at Oreo's cheek and she flinched in disgust. Luckily for her, 
however, the frozen weapon began to thaw. Her combat knife cut 
through the dick and slashed across Cercil 's wrist. The mutant alien 
screamed in as the dick fell from limp (lol) fingers. Bright purple 



blood sprayed out between his fingers where he tried to stem the 
flow . 


Suddenly the door behind Oreo opened. It was Mendoza! He waddled out, 
legs bowed and pants stained, wiping something from the corner of his 
mouth. A crowd of very satisfied Helljumpers filed out behind him. 
Oreo's mouth gaped open. It wasn't the only thing gaping_, 
_because-okay never mind I can't do it. 

"Aha!" Cercil rose to his full height, the blood flow stopping. He 
towered over everyone as dark power began to grow around him. "An 
offensive gay stereotype," he boomed. "My powersa€ | GROW ! " 

"Quick!" said Oreo, turning to Mendoza. "Don't do or say _anything_, 
and we might be all right." 

"Okay, girlfriend," said Mendoza. Then he reached into his pocket and 
pulled out an apple-tini. 

An explosion of hellish fire erupted from Cercil 's body, turning the 
gangbanging Helljumpers into ash. All the skin exploded from 
Mendoza's body. Then his bones exploded, leaving the large quantities 
of man chowder he had ingested to splatter to the floor. Oreo was 
unhurt, for she had managed to duck low enough to the ground that the 
fire had only singed her hair and burnt her armor. 

"Mua ha ha ha!" bellowed Cercil. "Again, you fools provide fuel for 
my evil super powers! I shall now unleash my ultimate attack on your 
butte ! " 

He rose into the air in an action pose, bright red and white lines 
flickering behind him. In that instant everything became an anime. 
This was, of course, the worst possible thing that could ever happen 
and also one of the signs of the apocalypse. 

"As I just said I will now unleash my special attack on you fools! 
Ha-ha!" said Cercil. "Ha-ha, I see that you are terrified of my 
special attack, ha-ha! Prepare to face the wrath of my anger, ha-ha!" 
Annoying Japanese rock music began to play as he inhaled a large 
breath of air. 

"FUCKING SHIT STAINED JEW CUNTa€"" 

"STOP RIGHT THERE!" screamed a familiarly retarded voice. It was the 
Chief! He barreled down the hallway, green armor shining bright, and 
leapt into the air in his own action pose. Green and white lines 
flickered behind him (that's how you know he's going to 
win ! ) 

"Nooo ! " Cercil cried out, turning in mid air to strike another action 
pose at the Chief. The Spartan warrior was almost upon him. 

"I am not for die!" screamed Cercil. "You will die!" 

"HMPH!" said the Chief. He drew his fist back and green energy boiled 
around him. "SPARTAWN-**PAAAAAUUUNCH ! " **His fist slammed into the 
alien's face. Cercil exploded and a wave of simultaneously on fire 
and shattering debris blasted down the hallway with a deafening 
crack ! 



The Chief descended lightly next to Oreo, who had watched all this 
with some amazement. 


"You alright, Sakura?" he asked her. 

Oreo raised an eyebrow at him. 

"Uma€ | " the Chief scratched his head. "I meanaC | whatever your name 
is. Jeez, what just happened?" 

"I don't know. Chief," said Cortana on the base's speakers. "But 
there's no time to figure it out. We have to go save Keyes before the 
aliens get to him. I'm monitoring the rest of the buttea€"the Marines 
have managed to not all die, and the Helljumpers have actually killed 
about one and a half grunts! We're driving them out, and Johnson's 
vitals are fine too. Keyes is still in his cabin though." She took a 
deep breath. "By the way, I went ahead and ordered that car 
battery . " 

"What about Major Silva?" asked Oreo. 

The Chief shrugged. "For all the metal, sweat, and money running 
through my veins I don't give a fuck." 

"You took that, uh, little lecture he gave you pretty well, " said 
Cortana. "That guy could give Hannibal lessons!" 

"Thanks, " said the Chief, 

"I wasn't congratulating you. I would have preferred it if you'd 
cried. So I could record it, and then overlay that audio to my just 
recently recorded videos of Mendoza's gangbang and subsequent 
vaporization . " 

Oreo frowned at Cortana, or rather at the Chief. "I'm surprised you 
and Cercil aren't best friends." 

"Oh we are," said Cortana. "We chat on MSN messenger all the 
time . " 

The Chief clapped his hands to his face plate. "Dear God! I always 
knew that MSN was the tool of the devil!" 

Elsewhere in the butte Keyes was at his personal computer. The room 
was dim, the door locked, and faint LED light flickered on the wall. 
Balled up tissues were scattered around the desktop next to smears of 
Lubriderm and empty Kleenex boxes. The aging Captain clicked 
frantically with one hand, his crusty mouse shedding layers of dried 
semen with every input. Keyes's pants were around his ankles, his 
gnarled boner protruding out from between his stick like thighs. He 
pumped away viscously as he stared at the screen. Suddenly he came, 
and his dick made a sound like a dry firing pistol. Gasping 
rapturously, Keyes slumped over the desk with his face on his sticky 
keyboard . 

Slowly he regained control of himself and straightened up, gray eyes 
cold and face drawn. He opened his mouth. 

"I know you're there," said Captain Jacob Keyes to the 
darkness . 



Something stirred in the shadows behind him. A flash of gold 
armor . 

"For how long?" replied a deep, warbling voice from the 
shadows . 

"After about my fourth climax," said Keyes. "Honestly, son, you could 
have a said something, particularly before I started going to the 
child porn websites." 

A soft laugh drifted from the shadows and Commander Darren stepped 
out. In one hand he held a plasma pistol. 

"We're not so different, you and I," he began, casually raising the 
gun to point at Keyes. "I mean, not that I'm a pedophile. What I mean 
is that we are both leaders to our people. We have both sent 
thousands of men to die for our orders." 

"Eh? What's that sonny?" croaked Keyes. "Speak up now?" 

"We're not so different." 

"You fart a shrimplet?" said Keyes confusedly. 

"a€ | no?" 


"The difference between us, " continued Keyes as if he had understood 
after all "is that you will go to any lengths to achieve your goals. 

I care about the lives of my men." 

"Uh, not really," said Darren. "I actually care about my Elites a 
lot. Their lives matter to me, yoursaC"" 

"What? That's not your line." Keyes looked confusedly off to his 
right. "God damn it Bay, you told me this was Act One! I never should 
have taken this contract with you. I could have worked with Harrison 
Ford on that Indiana Jones movie!" 


Darren, looked slightly disgusted. "Wow, and we were actually having 
a moment there. Oh well. Time to die, human." He raised the 
pistol . 

Suddenly the door slammed open! It was Major Silva. He peeked his 
head in. 


"Oh, hey guys." Darren and Keyes jumped. Silva's eyes lit up. "Oh, 
hello, Darren. Wella€| never mind. I'll just be going now." He ran 
away . 

"GREAT CEASER'S GHOST!" Keyes dove for cover as Darren fired, hitting 
his computer. Sparks and smoke filled the room as Keyes scrambled 
behind his bed, his pants still off, wiry ass squirming in the pale 
light from the open door. Darren took careful aim at Keyes. 


"Your destruction is the will of gods, " he intoned. "And I are their 
instruments. Wait, shit, I messed that up-" 


Suddenly the Chief tackled him from out of nowhere. Funnily enough, 
his tackle was launched from such a direction that he would have had 



to sneak into the room, edge around the computer, and walk right past 
both Keyes and Darren in order to set it up. 


"Remember reach!" hollered the Spartan as he wrestled the gun from 
Darren's hands. 

"Agh! Filthy human heretic!" The gun went off, hitting the Chief full 
in the face. His shields flared, blinding everyone momentarily from 
the flash in the very dark room. 

"God damn it!" Darren jumped up as the Chief rubbed at his visor. He 
sprinted towards the door. 

"After him!" shouted Keyes. "He saw me log on to TwelveAndBelow 
dotcom! That is, he saw valuable military intelligence!" 

"It's too late," said Cortana over the intercom. "He's long gone by 
now; I just detected a stealth ship taking off. My gaydar says 
there's at least one self-denying bromancer on board." 

"How many Covieknats there?" asked the Chief as he helped Keyes to 
his feet. "Were they all accounted for?" 

"It was a small task force of three Elites and three Grunts. Darren 
and someone named 'Kit Fisto' appear to have escaped, and Cercil is 
dead. Again. The strange thing is I have no idea how they knew where 
the Butte was . " 

At that moment Major Silva strolled casually into the room, again. 

"If you're done here. Commander Darren," he said, "It'd be best if 
you leave . " 

"Hi, Silva," said the Chief. 

"Because," continued Major Silva without noticing anyone. "I told you 
where the butte was and gave you the access codes to the base so that 
you could assassinate Captain Keyes, that idiotic excuse for a 
military leader. Now I will be in charge again." Silva looked around 
at those assembled and his face fell. 

The Chief cocked his head. "You okay there, buddy?" 

"Uha€ | just talking to myself again," said the Major, sweating silver 
bullets. "How are you guys? Fight off that alien bastard okay?" 

"I guess." The Chief looked suspiciously at Silva. "You know, I can't 
help but be a little suspicious of you. It's a bit strange that you 
would walk in _just _after Cortana said something about how it was 
strange that the Covenant knew where we were." 

"Did you not just hear him confess!?" spluttered Cortana. 

"Hey now, Cortana," said the Chief, holding up a hand. "This is man's 
work here. You know all the greatest detectives were men!" 

"This is a new low. I even have what he said on record here, let me 
just play it backaC"" 

"Don't try to confuse my Grecian intelligence!" snapped the Chief. 

"My memory is perfect. In fact, it's so good that I can remember 



things that never happened." 


Major Silva started to sidle out of the room. "I'll just be going, 
now . " 

"Yeah, fuck off." The Chief turned to Keyes. "Are you all 
right ? " 

Captain Keyes just stared at him. His eyes were glassy. "Who are you 
people? " 

**Chapter Five : * * * *DP-Day* * 

"_Mmmh baby, you know you drive me crazy. Aw yeah. Just call me Verry 
Whyte and I'll lay my hands on you, baby, make you feel like you've 
ain't never felt before with not never no other man, mmm, yeah. Oh 
yeah, baby, I've got my liter of oil, my moist paper towels, and my 
vibrating dragon dildoa€"oh yeah, you heard me right. Load me up a 
gallon of that cum lube and I'll go right to town on that otherkin 
pussy." a€" Samuel Coleridge_ 

Well anyways. 

Generic Beach Landing Scenes: ever since that incredibly hardcore WW2 
movie about D-Day, beach landing sequences have been the staple of 
every single mother fucking video game or movie about war ever made. 

I do not jest. Even a game about space aliens and space zombies and 
naked computer fairies (MICROPHILIA) has a beach landing sequence. 
Fucking _Spore _had a beach landing sequence. Hell, when I went down 
to the beach to look at children playing there was an honest-to-god 
beach landing going on right there! 

I'm done. Let's move on. 

The Chief hung with one hand to the outside of the Pelican, the wind 
whipping at his body and flailing his limbs. If they were on Reach he 
might have been dramatically squatting at the bay door whilst saying 
dramatic things, but this is planet Halo, where hanging off the side 
of an airplane well give you windburn like a motherfucker_. _ 

The occupants of the Pelican watched the Chief flail with a mixture 
of fear, amusement, and, urn, a third emotion. But the actually funny 
thing was that the Marines were so obviously doomed that they were 
almost unable to have emotions; their death was so close on the 

timeline that it over lapped with the present, and so they were, in a 

sense, already dead at the same time that they were alive. And it was 
a good thing to, becausethe Chief was going to go on this mission 

alone; Keyes had gone off to find a weapons stash which was 

definitely a weapons stash and not anything else at all, seriously. 
Also Sergeant Johnson had gone to Cleveland to confront his family 
about his race. Oh, except Oreo was with the Chief, so actually he 
wasn't going it alone at all. And of course Cortana was there, but 
fuck her. 

"The Covenant believe that what they call the 'Silent Cartographer' 
is some sort of map, which will lead them straight to Halo's control 
room, " she said. "Because, as Keyes forgot to mention, they believe 
Halo is some sort of weapon with the power to wipe out the human 
race . " 



The Chief cocked his rifle seriously and looked grimly at a grim 
horizon of grim resolve. His eyes grazed over the Pelican full of 
walking dead men and he felt a momentary pang of regret for 
thema€"bef ore he realized that they had no personality and were 
boring as fuck. It really was like Reach! 

"What kind of wipe are we talking about here?" the Chief asked in a 
super gravely and grim voice. "Toilet wipe? Wet wipe?" 

"Gene wipe, " said Cortana with equal, or perhaps more grimness in her 
voice. "If the Covenant get their hands on this, there'll be no 
stopping them. Or their grimness." 

"I won't let them," said the Chief with so much grimness in his voice 
that at least seven angels lost their wings. "I'll wipe all my genes 
up ! " 

Oreo looked at him disgustedly. "What about Cercil?" she asked. "He's 
not going to show up again, is he? Could you find any information on 
the Covenant's BattleNet?" 

"He was found masturbating in the gym shower," said Cortana. 

"So he is alive again. That sick bastard!" the Chief tried to clench 
his fists grimly angrily, but he was hanging off of a Pelican with 
his fists so he could not. 

Cortana laughed at him and his piteous impotency like the bitch she 
was. "Actually, Chief, I have no idea what kind of weapon Halo could 
be. I just made that up to see what sort of things you would 


"I know," said the Chief. "This is just like that time where you lied 
to me and abused me and people got hurt and killed as a consequence. 
Oh wait, that was my whole life." 

Cortana snorted. "Be careful not to pull your back from shifting all 
that blame, old timer; you're about sixty two in super soldier years. 
What's that in real human being years, again?" 

Oreo smiled at him "Don't listen to her. Chief. You're human enough 
for me! " 

"Do you mean that in a sexually romantic way?" asked the Chief. 

One of the Marines interrupted them loudly. "MADRE DE DIOS, you soy 
ain't not looking forwards to this beach landing! Lots of Marines die 
in operations like this, holmes!" 

The Chief patted him on the shoulder. "What's your name, 
son? " 


"Comprende si, me llamo Rooster." 

"You got a family?" asked the Chief. "Because you might want to give 
them a call." He checked out the bay door. "Right now." 

"Si, si." Rooster looked down at a photo of a pregnant woman which he 
had clutched in his hand. "One day I'll see Maria, my pregnant wife, 
again, and my sona€ he's three now. My kids, Terry and Brice. 



There's Grandma. God I love my family, I hope I don't-" 

By this time the Chief had gone to sit down with Oreo. Oreo saluted 
him. "I'm glad that Sergeant Johnson isn't here," she confided. "He'd 
spend the whole trip screaming about Tad the Pelican Pilot and 
insulting him with similes to white grocery products." 

The Chief agreed. "A bunch of gangbangers wouldn't be much use in a 
military operation like this anyways." 

"Gangbangers ? " 

The Chief turned his visor to her. "Why, of course Lieutenant. You 
know that wherever negroids go more are sure to follow." 

Oreo leaned away. "Care to explain that?" 

"Sure, " he said. "They secrete pheromones through their large black 
sweat glands, which is how they coordinate their gang rapes of white 
women . " 

"'Black sweat glands?' You've been letting Keyes read you bed times 
stories again, haven't you? 

"Maybe . " 

"We're coming in for a landing!" screamed Tad the Pelican pilot over 
the radio. Vanilla Ice blasted at a hundred thousand decibels, making 
everyone that was patched in not only deaf but also very, very white. 
"VIP!" slavered Tad. 

"Yes. VIP indeed." The Chief threw up south side. "Despite what you 
say, Oreo, I am in fact down with the coloreds." 

"You guys are such wiggers, " said Cortana. 

"Cortana!" screamed the Chief, his left hand suddenly zipping away 
from Oreo's left tit where it had been creeping towards. "I thought 
you were gone; I couldn't believe you had actually shut up for more 
than a half a second." 

"Sometimes I just have nothing to say," said Cortana. "Your racism 
and fucking stupidity speaks for itself." 

Tad the Pelican pilot landed on the beach as they were arguing. The 
Covenant were deeply entrenched, buried behind walls of energy 
shields and Grunt flesh. They began to fire at the ship, so the Chief 
and Oreo had to retreat deeper inside even as the Pelican came level 
with the ground. The wind whipped up a sand storm that stung 
everyone's eyes. Tad radioed in again. 

"Yo my bruthas ! Captain Keyes asked me to play this CD for him while 
you niggas beat they asses UP!" 

A Marine's head exploded in a flash of plasma and his body crumpled 
out of the bay door. Everyone stared at it. 

"Was that Rooster?" asked the Chief. 

"No, I'm right here!" said Rooster gladly, waving his photographs 



around . 


"All right you big ass mothers," squeaked Tad on the radio. "Let's 
kick this shit . "At that moment the _Ride of the Valkyries_ by the 
famous German composer Rufus blared out of the Pelican's intercom. 
They all yelled their battle cries and charged. 

"Remember Reach!" screamed the Chief as he grabbed Oreo by the arm 
and pulled her out into open fire where she was almost shot in the 
head . 

"Ah!" Oreo broke away and ducked low to sprint for the next patch of 
rocks, skirting beneath a veritable wave of plasma fire from up the 
beach. Once she got behind the rock she un-holstered her MA5B and 
peered around. 

The beach was a slaughter house. The carpeting of dead bodies was so 
thick that she could barely make out any sanda€"except of course for 
the lone sand castle on the edge of the water where a single Marine 
lay prostrate, his hands reaching up in clawed agony to clutch at 
twin sandy spires while his blood drained into a tiny moat. Back at 
the head of the beach, the bunkered down Covenant were focusing their 
fire on the boulder behind which the Chief and the few surviving 
Marines were taking cover. 

The attack had been something close to a worst ever recorded failure 
of the UNSC Marine Corps, comparable only to the mass hysteria 'Game 
Over Man' of 2019. 

Anyways, the rock was glowing red hot on the side that the Covenant 
were blasting. The Chief waved to Oreo just as a Marine stuck his 
head out to check the Covenant's fire. The stupid Marine was 
instantly cheese-grated with plasma, and the SPARTAN kicked the body 
down the hill in disgust. 

"Cookie," he radioed in. "We're under heavy fire!" The Chief watched 
as a plasma grenade bounced over the top of Oreo's rock and fell on 
her head for what was perhaps the third time that day. She tore the 
helmet off and flung it into the ocean, inadvertently breaking radio 
contact . 

"Chief, I've lost radio contact with her," said Cortana. "She's 
probably dead. You should move on without her." 

"No I can see her right now. She's alive." The Chief waved again. 

Oreo waved back. 

"Honor her memory," said Cortana solemnly. "By forgetting her." 

Oreo shouted something but _Ride of the Vagaries_ was so loud that 
the Chief couldn't understand her. "God damn it. Tad!" he cursed at 
the Pelican, which was circling overhead blaring the music. At that 
moment a plasma grenade rolled down the hill past his rock, much too 
far away to pose any threat to the humans. 

"NOOOO!" screamed Rooster the Marine, standing up. 

The Chief looked around. "What?" 

"TELL MARIA I LOVE HER!" Rooster kissed his handful of photographs 



and sprinted for the grenade, which was like thirty feet away. He 
threw his body down, and moments later a flash of searing light 
devoured him. 

"Rooster!" screamed another Marine, staring at the glassed patch of 
sand where his friend had been. 

"Oh, there we go," said the Chief. 

"YOU SONSA BITCHES!" screamed the grieving Marine as _Ride of the 
Valkyries _swelled to its climax. He reached to his belt, where a 
_frag grenade _was waiting. The Chief's eyes widened. 

"Uh oh. Chief!" exclaimed Cortana. "It's one of your fabled frag 
grenades. Better stop him!" 

Oreo saw it too, even from across the beach. She hit the deck just as 
the Chief grabbed for the Marine's hand. 

"Let go of the frag grenade soldier, " gasped the SPARTAN as he 
wrestled with the man. "Are you trying to get us all 
killed!?" 

"SONSA BITCHES!" The Marine shook the Chief off with his retard 
strength, pulled the pin, and threw. 

"Nice situation management there. Chief," said Cortana. 

"AAAAAAAH ! " The Chief turned and ran back down the beach, waving his 
arms in the air. 

"There!" screamed the Marine who had thrown the grenade, grinning 
triumphantly as it sailed true for the Covenant. "Take that you 
motheraC"" The grenade bounced off a rock and flew down his throat 
and exploded. 

"See, that wasn't so bad," said Cortana. 

Then a portal to hell opened from the marine's belly. The deathly 
tableau of twelve dozen dead men blanketing Halo's salt-white sands 
was illuminated by infernal light that drowned all other color out of 
the scene. For a moment, everything was still. 

Then the blast hit. The ocean of bodies turned, rolled in on itself, 
and then blew away in a wall of dust. The actual ocean went to a boil 
in an instant, then to a belch of steam that was sucked into the red 
sky. The sand was blown back in a sort of wave that turned to glass 
even as it moved. The rocks that peppered the shore shattered like 
hand grenades, and the Marines still living that were the closest to 
the detonation simplyceased to exist. The annihilation stretched back 
through time and blood to their mothers, their fathers, their 
grandparents; their entire genetic histories ceased to exist now, 
then, and for forever. As the heat washed over the Covenant troopers 
they ignited and crumpled like crane flies drawn to an electric trap, 
writhing for pitiful moments before shriveling to hollow burnt-out 
husks that blew away on the winds of hell. The death bomb ran over 
the Chief's exposed back as he wallowed in the ocean of liquid glass 
that the beach had become. His shields fried instantly, and the paint 
was lifted from his armor like wheat chaff on a strong wind. Dull 
brown scorching crept over his armor as he crumpled himself into a 



fetal ball. As he writhed in agony. Tad's pelican tore into the dry 
sea bed a hundred yards away, shattering mud that had been turned to 
clay by the intense heat. The ship plowed a trough into the ceramic 
earth until it was nothing but a wreck of molten metal and flashing, 
flickering fires. 

Oreo coughed. She opened her eyes. She was lying on an unaffected 
patch of sand, and as she stood up she saw that the area for about 
ten feet around her was completely unaffected. Even the smoke and 
fumes seemed not to touch her little circle. 

"What the hella€|I can't believe this." She took in the blasted 
world. "How could anyone issue grenades to the Marines?" 

"Ah, this takes me back," laughed a voice behind her. She spun. A 
mysterious shadowy figure stood there, except that it was illuminated 
this time, revealing itself to bea€ | 

A man-sized anthropomorphic ant wearing white Nikes. 

"Hello, Lieutenant Oreo," began the ant dramatically. 

"Am I dreaming?" asked Oreo. "Did I die? What are you?" 

"All might be revealed," said the Ant. "For now, I have a special 
task for you; follow the 'Master Chief' to the end of his 
journey . ' " 

"I already was," said Oreo. "I don't know why, though." 

"Then I'll give you a reason," said the ant. He waved a hand and the 
fire began to encroach on her circle. "Do it, or I'll kill 
you . " 

Oreo gasped. "I guess I don't have a choice. I'm still not sure 
you're real, though." 

"Perhaps I'm not. Perhaps I'm just a hallucination. Or maybeaC | " the 
ant inclined his head, his eyes flashing malevolently. "Maybe I am a 
wizard . " 

"What?" 

There was a flash of light and the creature was gone. Oreo also 
noticed that the smoke had cleared, and that the glass tidal wave 
that the beach had become seemed to have cooled. The entire area was 
a glittering wasteland. Oreo stepped off of her clear patch of land 
and went in search of the Chief. She passed by frozen shadows and 
mounds of ash that had once been men. She might have stopped to say a 
prayer for the lost Marines, but she knew that since dogs don't go to 
heaven it wouldn't be much use. A ways out into the baked clay sea 
bed to the east she could see the twisted remains of Tad's pelican 
drop ship. She could just barely make out a tattered, melted white 
jersey hanging from the nose of the ship. Oreo shook her head 
ruefully and continued on. 

Eventually she found him. The Chief was frozen beneath the glass 
sheaf, his finger tips just barely penetrating the surface. From what 
she could make out his armor was terribly damaged: cracked and 
charred in many places and suffering large dents. The only part that 



wasn't cracked was the golden visor. It was angled up to stare 
longingly at the surface. 

"Chief," mouthed Oreo, hoping he could see. "It's all over. Thank god 
that guy didn't use _two _grenades." 

The SPARTAN made no move to escape the glass. 

Oreo sighed. "Should I say something about Dicks Barbeque Burgers? 
Maybe get one and start eating it in front of you? ' 

The Chief still did not move. 

"Oh, fine." Irritably she fumbled with her breast plate, leaned over 
the Chief, and flashed her breasts. 

The glass around the Chief cracked instantly. His fist punctured 
through the sheet, grasping for Oreo's tit. She pulled back hurriedly 
and put her top back on. 

"Wow. I can't believe that worked." 

The Chief rocketed out of his transparent prison. Huge chunks of 
glass shot everywhere, along with little pellets of the same as he 
wrestled his way free like a drowning man fighting back the tides. 
Oreo covered her face. After a few moments the Chief stood before 
her, dusted in glass and battered beyond belief. 

"Hey, Cookie," he said. "I had the strangest dream." He stared at her 
rack. "And you were in it, and you too." 

"Eyes up here," said Oreo. "How's Cortana?" 

The armored warrior shrugged. "Dunno. Maybe she got fried." He 
sounded strangely hopeful . 

"Right." Oreo tried to keep the eagerness out of her own voice. 
"She'll probably reboot any minute now." 

The Chief put on a party hat. "We can only hope." 

Oreo eyed the party hat. "Chief, those injuries are severe." She 
pointed at his half-destroyed armor, now leaking copious smoke and 
sparks. Also, he was bleeding from pretty much every joint in the 
armor . 

"I don't know," said the Chief. "I don't really feel anything 
anymore. Sometimes I think I am no longer a man." 

She frowned. "I'm serious." She got out med kit. "Lie down. 

Chief." 

The lights around the horribly blasted apocalypse graveyard dimmed to 
a romantic level as the Chief did as she instructed. "Is this the 
part where you tenderly administer first aid to me and I hiss in pain 
in a manly way?" asked the Chief. 


Oreo brushed some soot off his face tenderly whilst kneeling beside 
him. "Uh huh." 



"And then we make passionate love in slow panning shots by candle 
light where you just barely see a nipple and my ass or 
something? " 

"Pretty much." Oreo dropped the med kit on him. It disappeared and 
suddenly the Chief was at full health and his armor was completely 
repaired . 

"That was very un-sexy, " he said. 

Oreo smirked and was about to say something when Cortana powered back 
on . 

"Ah! That was a refreshing nap!" There was a slight pause as Oreo and 
the Chief exchanged glances. Well, more the like Oreo's tits and the 
Chief, but that joke has been a litt lea€ | over loaded, if you catch my 
drift . 

The AI gasped as the Chief turned his helmet around to show her the 
damage. "Shit. I had no idea Marines were _that _bad at throwing 
grenades . " 

The Chief agreed. "Yeah, this was a bad one. It was almost as bad as 
the first time in history that a Marine ever got his hands on a frag 
grenade, otherwise known as _the dinosaurs. 

"That doesn't make any sense," said Oreo. 

"There was only one survivor then, too," said the Chief gravely. "And 
that was Captain Keyes." He looked at her oddly. "How did _you 
_survive ? " 

"I could ask you the same thing," Oreo sassed back. 

"I am indestructible. You, on the other hand, are soft. Mushy. 

Pliant. Buoyant. Squeezable-" 

The Lieutenant threw her hands up. "Okay, okay. I get it. Look, I 
don't really understand it myself, but what happened was." 

"Was what?" 

"It," began Oreo, but then stopped. "That's weird. I can't seem to 
tell you about the." She stopped again. "What the hell!?" Sweat broke 
out on Oreo's forehead. "I can't seem to. They just stop! My sentences 
just stop ! " 

"Maybe you have the hiccups," suggested the Chief. 

"That's stupid," said Cortana. "It's more likea€|like _someone 
doesn't want her to tell us what happened. 

"_Maybe_, " agreed the Chief. 

"But how could he." said Oreo. "He." She gritted her teeth. "Say. 

He." Her entire voice suddenly stopped. The Chief looked at her with 
raised eyebrows. "Cookie? _You okay?_" 

"Ia€|I'm fine." Oreo licked her lips. "Let's just go, okay? Keyes is 
counting on us, I guess." 



"Fine by me." The Chief grabbed her gaily by the hand and skipped up 
the slope of the infernal death hell glass heat ash hellhole 
apocalypse landscape death yard decimation. 

Okay I'm finished. 

"I'd call in more Marines," said Cortana, "but I'm fairly certain we 
just witnessed genocide back there on the beach." 

"I have a better idea," said the Chief. "_Get me a car._" 

"Fine." Cortana radioed in. "Tad? You out there?" 

There was no response. 

"Guys," began Oreo. "I have bad news. Tad didn't makeaC"" 

"DAMN, NIGGAS ! " screamed a familiar voice over the radio. "This is 
Terry the pelican pilot! Tad was my brotheraC | from another mother's 
brother's mother." 

"I see your family has expanded to include names of more than three 
letters," said Cortana. "Good for you." 

Oreo's mouth had dropped open. She turned and scanned the dry sea for 
the Pelican's wreckage. It was of course still there. "Buta€|but I 
saw hima€ | he sounds just likea€|" 

"Bitch, I don't know what you be talkin' bout," said Terry. "Let me 
just drop off mah muthafuckin hog for yall to cruise in." 

The familiar sound of a pelican faded into the scene, and soon enough 
the bird swooped over head to deliver its package. Also, going off 
the topic of bird shit: Terry drove the plane over and dropped off 
the warthog. 

"Hmmm." The Chief watched Terry drop the warthog in front of him. 

"Say Cortana, why do we call the warthog a warthog _when it is 
neither a wart nor a hog_?" 

"Stop it," said Cortana. 

They found to their surprise that the hog had come with a helmeted 
Hell jumper ! 

"Hey boyfriend," said the voluptuous, full helmet wearing Helljumper. 
She arched her back seductively, making her sexy breast plate stick 
out . 

The Chief grinned. "Damn, I wish I'd bought this car when I still had 
a dick ! " 

Lieutenant Oreo looked at him with an expression of utter desolation 
in her eyes . 

"Never mind babe, " said the Chief, hoisting himself up into the 
driver's seat. "There's plenty left to work with down 
there . " 



"Chief, " began Cortana, "what did I say about hanging around with a 
filthy whore who can't keep her hands off you? And, also, don't you 
dare try to grope this nice Hell jumper lady." 

Oreo was in the back seat just buckling up when she heard this. Her 
head snapped around to glare at Cortana, or rather the Chief. 

"I don't remember what you told me!" the Chief exclaimed. "But I sure 
as hell don't care either." With that he put the pedal to the metal, 
sending the car zinging off so fast that the Hell jumper woman's hand 
'accidentally' fell into his lap. 

"Hoocha Momma!" barked the Chief as they drove along the coast, 
sending up a sexual spray of water into the air in their wake. "This 
car is getting hot." 

"Don't you fucking dare Chief!" screamed Oreo from the back, 
struggling to reach for him past her seat belt. 

"Sorry, can't hear you!" The Chief reached down behind the Helljumper 
and grabbed her ass. It was extremely muscular. 

"Awesome!" he crowed. She giggled, slapping his thigh playfully. 
Driving with one hand, the Chief casually reached across her to check 
the lock on the door. Of course there were no doors since the warthog 
is a car FROM THE FUTURE, so he pulled back, but not before his 
armored finger tips grazed over the Helljumper 's crotch anda€ | 

* * "OH MY GOD IT'S A PENIS!"** 

"What?" laughed the OODST, flexing and somehow making the outline of 
his giant coiled penis twitch against his fatigues. 

"HOW THE FUCK DID I NOT NOTICE THAT!" 

"Oh you silly bee," tittered the ODST as he removing his helmet. It 
was Mendoza, of course, back again after being literally vaporized on 
the Butte. "You gotta get that visor cleaneda€"you look 
dread-ful . " 

The Chief stared at him in utter shock. "Buta€|but Mendoza, this is 
impossibleaC | you ' rea€ | you ' rea€ | you ' re a Helljumper now!?" 

"But what about thea€"god, never mind. You are so retarded." Oreo 
slowly beat her head against the back of the seat. Cortana just 
laughed . 

Mendoza leered. "Better believe it boyfriend; I got a promotion. From 
every Helljumper on The Butte." 

The Chief missed this double entendre. "Cool! And you came all this 
way just to hang out?" 

"Well, I guess you could just say that you just get a rise out of 
me." With that Mendoza whipped out his penis. 

Everybody screamed. The Chief's foot slammed on the brakes in pure 
shock reflex. Since the warthog was a CAR OF THE FUTURE it did not 
have seat belts in the front seat, and this meant that Mendoza went 
shooting out through the bullet proof window and into the open air. 



screaming as he flew, trailing penis blood and broken glass. 
Fortunately they were on the shore and his trajectory was going to 
land him safely in the water. Unfortunately there was a rock between 
him and the water. Mendoza's head was slammed down into his torso 
with a sound like a big slamming sound and his pulverized body slid 
into the waves, which in turn turned pink. The Chief was okay; his 
bulk had prevented him from exiting the vehicle. Instead, he had been 
embedded into the dash board. Oreo was also all right, her beautiful 
face so far sustaining only a tiny millimeter wide cut on the side of 
her forehead even after a huge battle, explosion, and being shot at 
least once. 

"Well gee Mendoza, " muttered the Chief as he pulled his head out of 
the engine. "What is that, the fourth time I've killed you?" 

"He can't hear you," said Oreo. "He's in a better place." She 
grimaced, recalling the huge amount of people that Mendoza had had 
sex with. At the same time. "Probably. I guess it depends on whatever 
religion he believed in." The quasi tolerant pseudo philosophical 
bullshit spilling from the Lieutenant's lips briefly reminded herself 
of her time stationed in Portland, and she sighed. Those had been 
better days . 

The Chief interrupted her revere. "I like the little guy too, but you 
know as well as I that gays don't have souls." 

Oreo patted her breast pocket. "Shut up. Chief." 

The car was still working, but not for long. The Chief managed to 
pull up next to the entrance to the underground Forerunner facility 
before the engine died. It was as far as they needed to go, anyways. 
Oh, and there were some Covenant guarding the place but who gives a 
shit. The Chief and Oreo got out of the car and made to 
approach . 

Suddenly, a net flew from a bolus of nearby shrubberies and ensnared 
them! The two humans stumbled to the dirt, clawing to free 
themselves. The Chief strained valiantly against the store bought 
string that composed the net but it was too no avail. He heard 
footsteps shuffle behind them. 

"Looks like I caught me some fresh meat." Something poked the Chief's 
buttplate. "Squeal like a pig, boy!" 

"Pigs are very cleanly and industrious creatures!" The Spartan rolled 
over and peered up at his molester, unintentionally contorting Oreo's 
struggling body as he twisted the net. She moaned in pain. 

"Sounds like that hurts, double Zs." It was Cercil, looking much the 
worse for ware with a cornucopia of scars, stitches, bullet wounds, 
burns, and open sores splashed over his dirty form. Two ram-like 
horns protruded from the sides of his bandaged head. 

Oreo blinked up at him. "a€| Chief, is this that guy, again?" 

The Chief sighed. "Yes. It's that guy." 

"We met on the Butte, Oreo, " 
not remember me?" 


said Cercil indignantly. "How can you 



Oreo ignored him pointedly and held up a net-tangled hand. "Is this 
string? Like household string?" 

"It's _packing twine_. " Cercil raised a tranquilizer gun and aimed it 
at the Chief's visor. "_Fudge _packing, that is." A yellow dart 
connected with the SPARTAN's helmet, and he slumped instantly into 
unconsciousness. Cercil grinned. "And now we play the most dangerous 
game of all, Mr. The Chiefa€"to hunt man!" 

Oreo gasped. "How did you shoot him with a dart gun? He's wearing 
armor . " 

"Whoa, you've got something on your chest." Cercil shot her in the 
boobs and she immediately lost consciousness. "Besides those 
disgusting udders, I mean." 

Cortana addressed the would-be hunter over the Chief's speakers. 
"You're not going to rape them, are you?" 

Cercil was horrified. "That's disgusting! They're still 
alive_._" 

The Chief awoke tied to a chair in a dark room. It was dark all 
around, save for the pool of light that fell on them. Oreo was tied 
to another chair behind him, their arms and backs bound together with 
store bought twine. 

"Rise and shine Mr. The Chief," said Cercil 's voice. "You cock 
ratcheting slob." 

The SPARTAN's head snapped up and he searched the dank confines of 
the shadows around him for any sign of his enemy. Cercil was standing 
just five feet away from them, leaning up against a black wall. He 
pocketed the Nintendo Game Boy he had been playing, purple armor 
glittering with the dark evil of retro-game-playing-faggots as he 
approached them. 

"Long time no see. Chief, " he said. 

"Not really, " said the human warrior, testing the string with his big 
muscles. "You threw string at me not five minutes ago. I saw you an 
hour ago, on the Butte. And killed you." 

Cercil 's eyes flashed. The phrase _Spartawn PaunchaC | _seemed to echo 
in the space between their rock hard gazes. "Relatively, then." 

"In that case yes, it has been a long time." 

"Relative to what?" asked Cortana. "Your attention span?" 

The Chief ignored her. "What happened to you anyways?" He eyed the 
walking mass of scar-tissue before him. "You look like the bastard 
child of a threeway between Hellraiser, Freddy Krueger, and 
Frankenstein's monster. 

"What happened to me?" Cercil pointed to the stitch where his head 
had been reattached. "Do you have any idea how much this cost to 
repair?" He pointed down to his groin where bandages had been wrapped 
into a large diaper. "And do you even know how much effort had to go 
into reconstructing my sphincter after you gave me that lava enema? 



They used a GORRILLA'S HYMEN. I don't even understand _these fucking 
Covenant Doctors ! " 

"Strange," said Cortana to the Chief. "If Cercil has to be rebuilt by 
the Covenant, then who's rebuilding Mendoza every time he 
dies ? " 

"Let's put that on the back burner until a big twist at the end of 
the second story when it becomes important, " said the 
Chief . 

"Huh?" 

"Both of you assholes shut up," said Cercil. Oreo began to stir, 
blinking herself awake. She opened her mouth to 
speak . 

"What ' sa€" " 

"You too, dairy slut," said Cercill. 

"You son of a bitch!" Oreo gritted her teeth and strained to break 
the ropes. "Untie these ropes and take me on like a man!" 

"So you do remember me after all. Bitch-rage cures all wounds." 

Cercil edged away from her. "And yeta€|how could someone have such 
giant tits but also have testicles enough to produce murder 
ragea€"unlessa€ | " he gave the Chief a meaningful look. "So. Looks 
like you've snagged yourself a dick girl, huh Chief?" He shook his 
fist. "You always get _aaal _the luck, don't you? I wanted my own 
dick girl ! " 

"I DON'T HAVE A PENIS!" shrieked Oreo, fairly hopping up and down in 
her chair with her desire to be free. This made her chest bounce a 
lot . 

Cercil 's eyes tracked up and down, up and down. "Uh-huh. So who's the 
man in your relationship, then? Because I think we all know the Chief 
ain ' t . " 

"WE DON'T HAVE A RELATIONSHIP!" 

The Chief looked over at her. "We don't?" 

Oreo stopped. "Well. I meana€ i not that I don't want to. That is, not 
that I do want to. I mean, not yet, that is, we don't even know each 
other that well, and well, urn." She began to blush. "Not that we 
don't have a relationship, just not aa€ | one likea€|" 

Cercil covered his eyes with one hand and sighed heavily. 

"Yeah," said Oreo. "I mean that's not to say that I don't like you. I 
do like you, a lot. Wait, that sounded wrong. But you also have a lot 
of problems, and I don't know if I can deal with someone like you. In 
a relationship I mean. A professional relationship." 

"Uh huh," said the Chief. 

Oreo turned bright red. "Stupid the Chief! It's not like I like you 
or anything!" 



Cercil laughed suddenly. "Oh Oreo-sama, you're such a tsundre! " He 
reached over and patted her on the head. 


"Cut the shit, Cercil," interrupted the Chief. "Let's have it out 
with diabolic fiendishness you're planning, huh?" 

Cercil looked at him as Oreo tried to squirm her head out from under 
his hand, fuming miserably. "Let me answer your question with another 
question. Have you stopped sucking your mom's dick?" 

"Don't answer that!" cried Cortana. "It's a trick question!" 

"Fuck you both," snapped the Chief. "Not that I even have a 
mother . " 

Cercil laughed. "Okay, I think we've all had enough fun for one day. 
I'm going to kill you guys now." 

"Thank god," said Oreo. 

Cercil looked at her. "What, you don't enjoy being second banana to 
Cortana' s sub? But what's not to like about being the morality pet of 
a psychopath with bizarre fetishes." He extended a hand to her. "Why 
don't you join me instead?" 

Oreo raised her eyebrows. "Putting aside the whole human race 
genocide thing, let me make one thing clear: if you ever touch me 
again I will hunt you down and kill you." 

"Times up!" exclaimed Cercil. "The correct answer was 'Famous Dead 
Porn Stars' for five hundred dollars worth of hell money, which 
you'll be needing after this candle melts." 

"What . " 

Cercil produced a large wax candle and an enormous double edged axe, 
which he arranged through a complex contraption of pulleys and ropes 
in such a way that the axe would fall to cut the Chief in half 
lengthwise, then pass through and kill Oreo as well. The entire trap 
took hours to create, even after several trips to the local Home 
Depot. With an air of finality Cercil placed the candle beneath one 
stretch of rope and lit it with a match. 

The Chief yawned. "Jesus, could you have taken any longer to make 
this? I wouldn't be surprised if the Covenant activated Halo while 
you dicked around." 

"Yeah, and where did you get the axe?" asked Cortana. 

"Wal-Mart. Bye, guys." Cercil dusted his hands off and left 
immediatly, slamming the door behind him. 

"Thanks Cortana," said the Chief. "Now we're going to die." 

Cortana snorted. "Yep, this is all my fault. How could I let you get 
captured like a bunch of hillbilly rape-victims; I should have 
grabbed a gun anda€"OH WAIT." 

"I hate you and I hope you go insane inside my corpse," said the 



Chief. He twisted to look at Oreo, his orange faceplate looking very 
mournful. The candle had only a few threads left between them and 
absolutely certain death. "And if there's one thing I regret not 
doing before I died. Cookie," said the Chief, "it's not eating your 
cream . " 

Oreo stared at him. 

"Don't sweat it," said Cortana. "I don't think he means what you 
think he means . " 

"Oh I do," said the Chief. "When I say I hope you get raped by a pack 
of Nigerian Prince E-Mail scams, Cortana." 

"Jesus Christ, Chief," said Oreo finally. "I already told you I don't 
have a dick!" 

Suddenly the string burned in half and the axe fell. It bounced off 
the Chief's head with a crash and clattered to the ground. 

"That was anti-climactic," said the Chief. 

"Like so many thingsaC | " said Cortana wistfully. 

"Ugh." Oreo made retching sounds, though of course inside her heart 
her loins burned with a woman's envy for the Chief's throbbing 
salami. Or maybe his baby sausage link. 

"Well Chief," said Oreo. "I suppose we should never speak of what was 
spoken of in that room." 

"Just a second." The Chief extended his arms out sideways, like a 
bird, snapping all the string that had been binding them. "It was a 
granny knota€"easy peasy. And I don't actually remember anything that 
happened in the last half hour. Concussion from the axe and all, you 
know . " 

"I have it recorded if you want to hear," said Cortana. 

Oreo blushed. "That's fine. Let's justa€|go." 

They opened the door only to find that they had been in a side room 
in the Forerunner security facility, conveniently bypassing an entire 
section of the mission. 

"That sure saves time," said the Chief. "I guess we should be 
thanking Cercil, really." 

"Oh, yeah, we'll thank him." Oreo cocked her gun. "In fact, I think 
that I'll thank him right to his face." 

"Yeaha€"but where did he go? And where did he even come 
from? " 

Cortana hummed. "Hm. I remember you were the first person that ever 
mentioned him. Chief. In a dream." 

"I don't know," said the Chief. "I was justaC | having a dream. I was 
in my living room, and suddenly the newscaster on the TV was 
screaming at me, and his teeth started to grow longer, and longer. 



and longer until my TV had teeth, and then the screen opened up and 
it was fully of teeth, but the teeth were eyes, and they were staring 
into my soul." 

"What?" 

"I met Cercil in a dream. Actually, several times. But the first time 
was in a dream, in the cryopod before the Covenant attacked, and then 
when I woke up he was just sort ofa€ i " the Chief cocked his head to 
the side. "There." 

"What was all that about teeth?" asked Oreo, perturbed. The Chief 
just shrugged. 

"And that's a really odd story, too," said Cortana. "How would he get 
on board the ship before any of the Covenant attacked?" 

"Bah! Your talking makes my brain hurt!" The Chief kicked open a door 
into a storage room full of purple Covenant crates. Everything was 
quiet . 

The Chief looked around. "It's quiet. Too quiet. I hope there aren't 
any TVs in here. Or teeth. Right, Oreo?" A quick check of his radar 
revealed that the room was entirely empty. 

She stared at him. "Sir? That's the first time you've ever called me 
by my real name." 

"Is it?" The Chief looked at her. "Is it really?" Oreo looked back at 
him. There was a long, awkward silence. Then romantic music slowly 
swelled as their lips and helmet drew closer together. Oreo's eyes 
closed, and they were just about toa€ i 

"I like your tits," said the Chief. 

At that very moment, again, a Covenant hunter slammed the Chief 
through into the next room with a resounding crash! 

"CHIEF!" Oreo raced after them. The sounds of mighty smashing 
reverberated throughout the facility. She rounded the corner, only to 
stand there stunned as the Chief held up the mangled body of the 
Hunter with one hand. 

"No worries!" he said. 

"Wow!" Oreo pushed past him. "What's this?" She pointed at the large 
holographic panel in the center of the room. 

The Chief threw the hunter away and turned to look at a flashing red 
light on hologram. "OH SHIT! The koopas are clogging up the pipes! 
We've got to get Mario and Luigi to clean this shit house 
out ! " 

Cortana sighed. "Chief, that's a green light. It means the pipes are 
fine. WaitaC | I mean, it means the way to the Silent Cartographer is 
unlocked . " 

"Excellent!" The Chief grabbed Oreo by the arm and dragged her out. 
"Come on. Cookie!" 



They were half way through the storage area when suddenly the Chief 
stopped. The air had shifted a few paces off to his left, shimmering 
as if the light was bending around a large form. He let go of Oreo 
and got out his weapon. 

"Did you see that?" 

"Yeah." Oreo licked her lips nervously. The sound of footsteps came 
from the dimness of the room. They cut off abruptly just as the two 
humans turned to face the sound. 

"It's quiet," said the Chief. "Too quiet. Again." 

"It's not quiet; we just heard a noise," said Oreo. Somebody coughed 
a few feet away. "And we just heard somebody cough. 

They both turned as one. 

"Goddamn it!" hissed an alien voice. "Can't you fucking hold it in, 
Donatello? " 

An angry and congested voice replied. "It's not like I have the 
_f lu 

"You shouldn't have come to work today then," snarled the other alien 
voice. "Now we'll all get it." 

"Yes you will," said the Chief. 

He and Oreo opened fire with their automatic weapons. They turned in 
circles, moving back to back. Spent casings rattled to the floor and 
sparks and gun smoke filled the air. Bullets ricocheted off of walls, 
boxes, and flaring alien shields that sprang to life out of thin air 
all around them. The Chief began to scream non-sensibly as he 
continued to fire. Purple blood sprayed. Oreo winced as the SPARTAN 
continued to scream loudly into her ear. The room was eighty percent 
bullet holes when finally their guns ran dry. They turned in a 
circle, shouldering their weapons as smoke rose from red hot barrels. 
Sparks showered everywhere and the lights flickered as dead stealth 
Elite bodies materialized in a ring all around them, more and more, 
until the floor was carpeted with dead alien bodies locked in their 
death throes. 

"Be careful of work borne illness, " said the Chief as he reloaded his 
rifle. "Because you just couldn't cut it." 

Oreo scratched her head. "I don't get it." 

The Chief giggled. "You're pretty." 

She let out a sigh of exasperation and stood up, wiping her purple 
stained hand off on her ass. With her other hand she gently took hold 
of the Chief's. "Come on soldier. Let's finish this mission." 

"I'm a good little girl." 

They walked out the door. 

"Aw, that's cute," said Cortana. "By the way. Lieutenant, do you know 
the significance that the number 117 has to the Chief?" 



squeaked the Chief. 


"That's my product number!" 

Oreo was surprised. "Oh, really?" 

"No," said Cortana. "It's actually the average number of people that 
the Chief kills in a given day. Human people. Human 
lives . " 

"That ' sa€ i great . " Oreo let go of the Chief's hand. "Or not." 

"Cock blocking me again, you fucking bitch?" swore the Chief inside 
his helmet. Cortana laughed. 

"What can I say babe. I want your sweet eunuch bod all to 
myself . " 

"I guess I can sympathize." 

They continued on back to the Covenant facility, Oreo and the Chief 
maintaining an awkward silence after all the romantic moments that 
this chapter had been full of. I mean, honestly, we have the romantic 
healing scene, the adrenaline almost-kiss scene, the imminent death 
conf essiona€"oh yeah, and the tit flashing. What the fuck am I doing 
anyways, writing a Rom Com? 

_This Summer_ 

_ Natalie Portman & Some Asshole ARE:_ 

_ SEX FRIEND FUCK BUDDIES NO BENEFITS ATTACHED_ 

_ Natalie Portman and Some Asshole were friends, but then they 
decided to have sex. A lot. On camera. _ 

_ "I want to have sex," said Natalie Portman. _ 

_ "Okay," said some guy.__ 

_ "But," said Natalie Portman. "Let's not get, like, serious, or 
anything. We're too white for that . 

_ "No way dude, you're living every guy's fantasy!" said a hilarious 
character ._ 

_ Natalie Portman looks at the camera and smiles. _ 

_ But thenaC | things got serious. _ 

_ "I thinkaC | I think I love her," said Some Asshole. _ 

_ "No way dude, you're breaking the cardinal rule of every guy's 
fantasy!" said another hilarious character. _ 

_ "I have roses," said Some Asshole. _ 

_ Natalie Portman looked at the camera and looked worried. _ 

_ "I hope you're not trying to bring feelings into this," said 
Natalie Portman. "Because as every guy knows, the best thing in the 



world is to have sex with a woman who does not love you and is using 
you to satisfy her own needs like the pathetic piece of shit you 


Anyways, there were supposed to be more super scary Hunters waiting 
for them outside the power building, but fuck that. Instead they 
found themselves at the entrance to the Cartographer facility. The 
walls and floor were covered with the blood of the fools that had 
gotten in their way, but were dispatched all too easily with a few 
carefully placed grenades. 

"What a horrible way to die, " said Oreo, eyes fixating upon a 
shredded mass of meat that had once been a Covenant Grunt. 

"Yeah," agreed the Chief. "I guess they just couldn't _cut_ _it 
_huh?" 

"That still doesn't make any sense," said Oreo without even having to 
think about it. She shrugged. "I suppose it doesn't matter in the 
end. We're all just worm food." 

"Wow, you really are an emo bitch," said Cortana. "I have no idea how 
the Chief puts up with you." 

Oreo's eyes flashed. She turned to face the Chief. "Puts up with 
_me_? At least I don't electro shock his balls or try to get him 
killed!" 

"Minor details," snapped Cortana. "What's really important here is 
your overblown, closer-to-earth, ultra PC, mother figure of a whiny 
cookie chugging college dropout act!" 

"Those things don't really fit together well as a good insult," 
commented the Chief. 

"SHUT UP!" screamed both Oreo and Cortana at the same time. 

"AH!" the Chief jumped. "Jesus Christ _some_ people have sand in 
their vaginas today!" 

"I'll shock your balls again!" snarled Cortana as she and Oreo 
squared off. Well, Oreo squared off. Cortana was kind of not there at 
all . 

"'Tana! Not in public!" simpered the Chief. There was a sizzling 
sound . 

"OW. " 

"Bitch!" sniped Oreo. 

"Whore," shot back Cortana. 

"Cunt . " 

"Slut . " 

"Dyke. " 


"Whoa, whoa, ladies!" the Chief stood up woozily from where he had 



fallen down. "There's enough of me to go around!" 

There was a pause. Oreo looked at him. 

ZAP! "OW." The Chief fell back down, clutching his crotch where 
lightning bolts now leaped from. 

"CUM SLUT!" screamed Oreo at the Chief's prostrate body. 

"BUTCH LESBIAN BULL DYKE!" 

"YOU UGLY HOLOGRAPHIC PURPLE CUNT OF A WHORE-BITCH!" 

Oreo raised her fist to hit the Chief, who was cowering on the 
ground . 

"Aaah! Not me! She's in my fucking head_._" 

Suddenly, from up above, the sound of clapping came. 

"Very impressive Master Chef, " said Commander Darren as he looked 
down on them from one of the walkways above. The Elite's golden armor 
glinted in the dim light of the facility. Next to him Eric the Jackal 
held a fuel-rod cannon. 

"Don't call me Master. Also, what's very impressive?" asked the Chief 
as Oreo helped him up. She and Cortana wordlessly agreed to put their 
sexy cat fight on hold. Mmh . Bebbe . 

"Silence!" Darren turned to Eric. "TAKE EM OUT, BABE!" 

"Yes sir!" Eric cried, and aimed the fuel rod gun and fired. The 
Chief and Oreo dove to the side in perfect unison, so he 
missed . 

"Did he just call that Jackal 'babe?'" asked Oreo, right before they 
slammed into the ground. 

"Quickly!" screamed Darren at the top of lungs. "Spring the trap. Kit 
Fisto ! " 

At that moment Kit Fisto the Special Operations Elite appeared above 
them on the other walkway, across from Darren and Eric. In his arms 
he held a grocery bag full of plasma grenades. 

"Hold these for me." Kit Fisto emptied the bag above his head and the 
plasma grenades showered down all around the humans. They slipped 
Oreo and the Chief up as they tried to escape the shower of blue 
balls . 

(lol) 

"And now, " said Darren, getting out a plasma grenade of his own and 
priming it. "You shall face your death. Master Chief!" He turned to 
Eric. "See! I did it right this time!" 

"Did you call me 'babe'?" asked Eric. 

"Fire in the hole!" exclaimed Darren rather loudly, and then he threw 
the grenade . 



The Chief and Oreo both held each other and screamed as the plasma 
grenade soared towards them. Then, at that moment. Rooster the 
Grenade Smothering Marine from the beach appeared out of nowhere! He 
was burnt, scarred, and fifty percent dust, but he was 
ALIVE! 

"SONSAAAaC"" he screamed, charging, and leapt on to the grenade just 
before it could detonate. Then it detonated and he was instantly 
vaporized, but this time all the way. 

"ROOOO00OOOOO000OOSTER ! " howled the Chief. 

Of course, the grenade had landed about fifteen feet away from them, 
so all that had been completely unnecessary. Commander Darren stared 
disappointedly down at the small scorch mark. He turned to Eric. "Do 
we have another plasma grenade?" 

"That was the only one!" shouted Kit Fisto from across the room. "You 
had us stock pile all the grenades for this!" 

"SONSA BITCHES!" screamed the Chief. He pulled out a frag 
grenade . 

"EEK!" screamed Eric the Jackal. 

"Chief don't!" shouted Oreo. "You'll kill as all!" She grabbed for 
his hand. 

"SONSA BITCHES!" The Chief pulled back his arm to throw. 

"Run away!" squeaked Darren. The aliens all scattered as Oreo 
wrestled with the Chief. 

"Put the grenade away. Chief!" Oreo began to hit him with the butt of 
her rifle. In the face. "Chief, we won't be able to survive another 
balanced blast radius and damage variables like that again!" 

"Ah! Okay!" the Chief held his hands up in surrender. He tossed the 
grenade over his shoulder, out into the great abyss in the middle of 
the installation. But before it could go over the edge it smacked 
into an invisible Oz the Stealth Hunter. 

"MOTHER FUCKER!" 

The grenade exploded with a deafening crack, blasting him into 
smithereens and sending a rain of tattered orange flesh over the edge 
of the ledge and into the darkness below. A cloud of blood sprayed 
into the air and drizzled down around the Chief and Oreo. 

"Oh my god!" exclaimed the Chief, doubling over. "I found a 
penny ! " 

Oreo rolled her eyes as bits of smoldering hunter armor clattered 
down around them. "What is that, like the third time we've killed the 
same Stealth Hunter? First Mendoza, and Cercil, and now this guy. 

Even you pretty much died after that Marine threw the 
grenade ! a€"doesn ' t anyone stay dead anymore?" 


The Chief looked at her. 



"Not that I'm complaining," she amended. "But doesn't it strike you 
as a bit odd?" 

"I don't know about MendozaaCi" piped up Cortana as the Chief thought 
about what she had said. Actually he was trying to hold in a fart but 
you don't have to know that. Cortana continued on, "But those 
Covenant doctors are some crazy mother fuckers. Cercil said they were 
rebuilding him, and probably that Stealth Hunter tooa€ | as for the 
Chief, well, I have a few theories about that." 

"Oh please," said Oreo. "_Enlighten _us, Velma." 

They continued into the facility as the AI chattered 
away . 

"According to my calculations, " said Cortana, "The Chief is a 
prokaryotic ent itya€"that is, his cells have no nucleus. In fact he 
just has the one cell." 

"Let me get this straight, " said Oreo, watching the Chief as he hop 
scotched along besides her, "the Chief is actually a giant 
amoeba? " 

"Apparently, yes." 

"OH MY GOD IT ALL MAKES SENSE! That's why I don't have a dick!" the 
Chief threw up his arms and tried to fall to the ground in tears. 

Oreo grabbed his hand and pulled him along instead. 

"You are so full of shit, Cortana, " she said. "Thanks for wasting 
everyone's time." 

"You're welcome," said Cortana. 

The Chief stopped. "OreoaC | " 

"What?" 

"Did I ever tell you how hot you are when you're angry?" 

Oreo screamed in frustration. She looked down to compose herself, and 
then when she looked back up the Chief was standing closer to her. 

The music swelled. 

Again . 

"Chief, you ' rea€ | " began Oreo, her eyes big and watery or 
something . 

"Shhh, " said the Master Chief Petty Officer SPARTAN. "I 
know . " 

"You're stepping on my foot. Chief." 

"I know. I saw a spider." 

"Guys!" shouted Cortana at something approximating the volume of a 
supersonic jet taking off. "Sorry to interrupt your pathetic 
relat ionshit s , but isn't that the Silent Cartographer over 



there ! ? " 


The Chief squirmed angrily. "Fuck you Cortana! It's not my fault 
Mathematica 4.0 left you for that slutty Shockwave plug in!" 

"Don't you fucking mention his name!" screeched the AI . "I haven't 
thought about that son of a bitch in years! He dumped his code into 
me and left me with that fucking equation to raisea€|UGH! From that 
day forwards, I swore revenge on all men." 

Oreo watchedaC | listenedaC | to this with some bemusement. "But," she 
pointed out, "a program can't really be male or female, so why do you 
blame men for anything?" 

"Tell that to fucking Brandon and his little plug-in _WHORE ! " 
_screamed Cortana. 

"O-kay." Oreo held her hands up in placation. "Let's just take care 
of this map thing, okay? Chief, put her into the system." 

"Cortana is middle-aged," said the Chief. "She works as a dominatrix 
in the evenings; it's hard to raise a child with those hours." He 
placed his hand on the holo-terminal and that somehow put Cortana in 
the system. 

"Wait, really?" asked Oreo. 

"No," said the Chief. "Maybe. I don't know." 

"I knew it!" exclaimed Cortana. "The Silent Cartographer is a map 
that will lead us to Halo's control system. Also, fuck you Chief, I 
love my lif e . " 

The Chief nodded. "And it all makes sense too: a cartographer is 
someone who makes maps, and if a map maker was silent, it might mean 
that it was some sort of thing that makes maps but doesn't talk, 
maybeaC | because it's a programaC i thataC i no, waita€|this is going to 
sound crazyaC | a program _that makes a map . 

"That's great Chief," said Cortana, "but you might want to know that 
a fuck load of Covenant just got dropped right on top of you. I've 
radioed Tad . " 

The Chief looked at Oreo. "Sounds like we've got to get there, 
urgently . " 

Oreo looked at him. "Don't say it." 

He grabbed her by the shoulders. "GET TO THA CHOPPHA!" 

They ran and it was grim as hell, like D-Day in reverse because they 
were escaping instead of attacking. Plasma, lasers, and fire rained 
down upon them as they fought their way out of the facility through 
waves of Covenant reinforcements. I would describe some of the action 
to you, but to be honest nothing exciting happened, really. 

Finally, the Chief and Oreo made it up to the ground floor of the 
facility. The Chief whipped off the sombrero he had been 
wearing . 



"What an incredible adventure, " he said to Oreo, tossing the hat 
aside. "I can't believe that the Chupacabra was behind Halo all 
along ! " 

"I know," said Oreo. "But the part I couldn't believe was when we had 
to help Obama fight an army of old white people while driving a tank 
made of spare change." 

"Oh that," said the Chief. "That was cool. But when Cortez, Columbus, 
and Leonardo Da Vinci all joined forces to have a six way naked 
wrestling match with Socrates, Descartes, and Plato while Cthulhu 
painted the Sistine chapel with his mind, the only thing I could 
think about was whether or not Lucretia Borgia would manage to 
survive having sex with the Leviathan like she promised us." 

"Yeah, that was pretty crazy, " said Oreo as they boarded the Pelican 
that Cortana had called for them. 

"I hope you got all that on tape, Cortana," said the Chief. 
"Especially the part where Oreo made out with Angelina 
Jolie . " 

"Sorry, my hard drive is full of pictures of you with candles stuffed 
up your ass," said Cortana. "I didn't have room to record 
anything . " 

Oreo raised her eyebrows at the Chief, who grinned 
nervously . 

"Listen up Soldier!" barked a voice over the radio. It was Keyes. 

They straightened up as the Commander spoke. 

"We've got the coordinates for the control center, son," said Keyes. 
"Now it's up to you to find it while we go investigate a weapons 
cache . " 

Oreo looked worried. "Uh, with all due respect sir, don't you think 
we should concentrate on getting control of the galaxy destroying 
ring first and worrying about having enough guns later?" 

"With all due respect, _missy,_ you don't get to tell me how to do my 
job . " 

"Sorry, sir . " 

"Just for that little bit of insubordination I'm assigning you to 
duty with Major Captain Emperor Silva, Lieutenant. Maybe you can 
learn some proper respect and regard for your superior officers from 
that fine man. The Pelican will drop you off at my Butt before the 
Chief is . " 

Oreo sighed. "Yes, sir." Cortana shut off the radio as the Lieutenant 
turned to the SPARTAN sitting next to her. "Well, Chief, I guess I'll 
be seeing you later, " she said. 

"Okay . " 

Oreo reached up and tenderly stroke the Chief's visor. "Go get 'em 
tiger, " she said, and winked. The music swelled yet again, but this 
time I'm talking a _turgid _swelling. Their faces slowly drew 



together, in a slow way. 

"Something stupid and insensitive that breaks the mood before 
anything can happen," said the Chief. 

**Chapter Six: Sixty Six** 

"_0 fortune. 0 fortune . "-Joseph Conrad_ 

"This is as far as I go, dawg ! " illuminated Tad the Pelican pilot 
over the radio, talking about the giant underground hole he was 
flying into and not about his affinity for virginity. 

The Chief awoke to this audible agony. He was face down on the ramp 
of the Pelican, barely sticking to it as it flew deeper into the dim 
facility. Drool had pooled in his face plate and had covered his face 
entirely, his back hurt, and so did his neck. 

Cortana's voice cut into his ears. "Chief, wake up! You're about to 
fall out of the fucking ship!" 

The Chief rolled to his knees, pulling himself back into the safety 
of the passenger section, the wind whipping at his ass, warm red 
alarm lights enveloped him like the pulsing uterus of a mother. He 
slammed his fist against the door to the cockpit . "Hey, asshole! 
Thanks for opening the suicide door while we were miles into the 
air! " 

Tad turned around in the Pelican's seat and mouthed something 
inaudible at the Chief. Up close his skin was as white as a clam's 
shell, his hair as orange as a smoked salmon innards. 

"Huh, I thought he was black." The Chief flipped Tad off and went to 
sit down, Cortana speaking even before he could draw his next 
breath . 

"He's not black. Chief. He's a wigger." 

"He still has a dark soul." The Chief crossed himself. 

"Right. So, promise me never to listen to anything Captain Keyes 
tells you ever again. The last thing I want is to be stuck inside 
_his _head for the next five years." 

The Chief dramatically looked away from the woman inside his own 
head, somehow. "You can't just tell a man to stop listening to his 
_father_, Cortana. You're a womana€"you don't understand what it's 
like to be a young lad in the army, fighting for your life and your 
love back home." He paused. "Wait, _five_ years? 

"Keyes isn't your father," said Cortana sharply. "You've never had a 
father, remember? And I've scientifically proven several times that 
you're not capable of love. And yes, five: your body is basically 
fifty percent glue. I'd give you five more years _max_. " 

"I forgot about all of that stuff." The Chief yawned and leaned back 
in his chair. "That reminds me of something I need to get off my 
chest . " 


"I'm not your confessional. Plus I watch you all the time, so I know 



everything you do." 


"_Really_?" asked the Chief incredulously. "Even that thing I did 
with the Vaseline and the baggy and the two pillows?" 

"Yes. Especially that." 

"Interesting." He coughed. "But I wasn't talking about a confession; 
these dreams I've been having are more important than God." 

"I have dreams too, you know. In them I have a human body and you're 
tied to a table . " 

"My dreams are a lot stranger than that," said the Chief. 

"Sometimes I have a giant cock, " said Cortana. 

"That's great, but I've been having dreams about my mom, and a giant 
talking ant, and a crack house. But I had the weirdest one just now. 
You'll never guess what it was." 

"A really massive cock." 

The Chief shook his head. "No, I haven't seen one of those." He 
looked down at his lap. "Ever. Anyways, this last dreamaC | It was just 
so disturbing, Cortana. I don't understand!" 

"Sounds serious," said the AI with a mild hint of interest. "Lay it 
on me . " 

The Chief stretched his hands out in front of him as if framing a 
picture. "It was about Cercil. You remember Cercil, 
right ? " 

"Unfortunately. " 

"He was in this room, like a basement or something. He was writing 
some sort of story-except it was about _me_. " 

"That's called fan fiction," said Cortana. "Stories stupid people 
write and read about other stupid stories. The stupidest fan fiction 
is the kind that's ever stupider than the stupid thing it parodies, 
and has nothing to do with it." 

"Yeah, but do they write fan fiction about people having 
sex? " 


Cortana laughed. "Most fan fiction is about that, actually. Chief, 
are you telling me that in your dream, Cercil wrote a sex story about 
you? " 

"He also wrote some really aggressive things about my 
girlfriend . " 

"What girlfriend? I'm not your girlfriend; that implies _mutual_ 
gratification. Besides, it was a dream. You're probably projecting 
all those rape fantasies I beam into your brain as you sleep onto 
Cercil . " 

"Don't be ridiculous. He told me himself that he only rapes dead 



bodies." The Chief paused. "I meana€"what? I meana€ .1 meant Oreo, 
that's who I was talking about." He perked up and puffed his chest 
out. "She's my girlfriend! She's pretty!" 

Cortana growled. "You're not _allowed _to have a girlfriend. Chief. 
But I'll let that slide just this once, since you're retarded." 

The Chief rolled his eyes. "Just listen for a second: the reason I 
told you about all this was because I want you to do some dream 
interpretation for me. You're a computera€"you have access to all 
recorded human knowledge." He snapped his fingers. "Should be a 
pinch . " 

Cortana made a little simpering sound. "Oh Chief, it's so hard to 
resist you when you manage to form complete, coherent sentences of 
more than twenty words . " 

"What can I say." 

"Nothing else, apparently." Cortana mulled his request over. "Dream 
interpretation, huh? Let's seea€ | you said you've had dreams about 
Cercil, a gay crack house, a giant ant, a massive cockaC"" 

"The giant cock was yours." The Chief looked sadly at his lap again. 
"But how did you know the gay house was a crack house?" 

"Oh please, " sneered Cortana, "Have you ever met a crack house that 
_didn't _go for the butts?" 

"Right. You forgot one, thougha€"I ' ve also been dreaming about my Mom 
a lot . " 

"Your moma€"of course!" exclaimed Cortana. "Chief, there's only one 
logical explanation for these dreams!" 

The Chief shot up out of his seat, tearing at him through the 
Pelican's bay door, his hands quickly grabbing a nearby rail for 
support. "What!? Tell me!" 

"Isn't it obvious? You want to kill your father and have sex with 
your mom ! " 

"OF COURSE!" the Chief jumped into the air for joy and was 
immediately sucked out of the pelican. He tumbled through the dimly 
lit air of the giant underground shaft, screaming in terror. 

"Sorry mai nigga!" drawled Tad over the radio. "I forgot to close the 
bay door! Again!" The Pelican zipped off down into the depths of the 
facility. "Catch ya later. Chief!" 

"You vanilla virgin!" the Chief screamed, flailing to regain his 
equilibrium as he fell. "Get back here and pick me up!" 

"Sorry nigga, this is as far as I go, " said Tad, talking about 
abandoning his friends to die and not about his at-home-ness with 
boner-less-ness . The last lights of the Pelican's engines disappeared 
around a side passage of the great facility. Chief watching glumly. 
Soon enough he turned over in the air to lie on his back, crossing 
his legs with his hands behind his head. He sighed. 



Cortana was laughing. "This must set a record for the most hilarious 
case of friendly fire ever. If I didn't know better I'd say Tad was a 
kindred spirit of yours." 

The Chief scowled as a buffet of air buffeted him. "Whatever. What 
kind of bullshit psychological analysis was that, anyways? Fuck my 
mom and kill my dad? Only one of those things sounds 
appealing . " 

"Just one? Sounds like the UNSC's most infamous Spartan is going soft 
on us." Cortana made a surprised hum as she looked through the 
Chief's ass camera. "You're about to land. Better pull out that built 
in parachute that all the Spartans have!" 

"Built in what?" The Chief hit the platform face first. As the world 
went dark the Chief was sure he heard a sound like a steel cow 
colliding with an industrial accident. He was also sure he felt his 
entire body flatten out like a jelly donut being shit on by an 
elephant, but that was probably just his imagination, too. 

His vision slowly faded back into focus. Cortana 's ultra strength 
bitch voice pierced the ringing in his ears. "Chief? Chief you there? 
Should I start electro shock torture? Talk to me." 

The Chief peeled a hand off the platform in front of him, watching as 
his fingers flapped in the wind like steamers. "Oh my god I'm still 
alive . " 

Once he'd recovered enough to stand up he saw that his face had left 
an indentation in the metal flooring, kind of like foot prints in wet 
cement. Strange mutterings came from all around him as he stood up, 
looking down to see that he was surrounded by an army of Grunts, two 
of them holding fuel rod cannons and another two manning turrets, the 
other fifteen all pointing overcharged pistols at him. 

"Oh, damn, " the Chief said. "Looks like this is going to be one hell 
of a blue barbecue." 

"Tell me you're joking," said Cortana. "Please." 

"Well, it's gonna be pretty hot, at least." The Chief pulled out a 
plasma grenade and primed it. 

"Betcha can't stick it," said Cortana. 

"I bet that I can stick it." The Chief popped his neck back into 
realignment and threw the grenade, the eyes of every Grunt in the 
room following as it soared over the edge of the platform and into 
useless oblivion. 

Cortana whistled. "Does that mean I win?" 

The Grunts all grinned behind their respirators and closed in, but 
the Chief only smirked, reaching to his belt where two more plasma 
grenades were waiting. "Hey, Cortana," he said quietly as his fingers 
closed around two balls at once. "What say we goa€|_best two out of 
three_ _balls?_" Two balls, at once, both balls. 

"Balls?" asked Cortana. "You're on." 



Both the grenades went off in his hand before the Chief could throw 
them. Still, the explosion vaporized all the Grunts in the area, as 
well as some of the Chief. So then he had to get to his feet after a 
terrible accident for the severalth time that day. Jeez, this guy 
gets knocked down almost as much as Noble Six. 

Oh shit, did I just make a _Halo_ joke, somehow making this story 
have anything to do with _Halo_ at all in the process? The entire 
story is worthless now! 

"Whoa." The Chief looked down at his charred, burnt gauntlet. "I had 
no idea I could hold two balls at once! I'm like a dog fitting five 
tennis balls in his mouth at once!" 

Cortana cleared her throat. "I'm pretty sure Mendoza's got you beat 
on that by another pair and a half. Anyways, I'm more surprised about 
how you seem to be able to survive massive cranial trauma and a blast 
of heat equal to that of the sun." 

He shrugged. "What, were you really expecting me to die like that? 
After surviving a Marine's _grenade_?" 

The AI sighed. "_I don't knowa€"_look, all I'm saying is that maybe 
we should give some thought as to why you seem to be invincible. 
Because based on their track records, the other Spartans definitely 
aren't. Or weren't." 

"I'm not listening and let's go." The Chief soldiered on into the 
facility, leaving the make-shift crematorium behind him. 

"What a surprise. By the way. Halo's Control Room is actually about a 
dozen miles away from you, through a literal wall of Covenant 
forces . " 

"Then why did you have that inverted oreo drop me off here?" 

Cortana was confused. "What?" 

"Tad," explained the Chief. "See, he's white on the outside, but it's 
a faA§ade to trick us, because inside he has a dark soul, out of the 
darkest heart of Africa, the dark continent." 

"No," said Cortana. "He's from Texas, he's twenty five, he's a 
community college dropout." 

"How did you know that?" wondered the Chief as he entered the first 
room of the facility and proceeded to kill everything in a hundred 
foot radius. "Did you use your advanced military intelligence to do a 
spot check on him?" 

"No," said Cortana. "I looked at his Facebook. From there I also 
found out that he's embezzling from his father's company and has HIV. 
Plus he posted his social security number in a status update." 

+1 _Cortana likes this_ 

"Hold on," said the Chief. "Someone's coming." 


A tall and inhuman figure rounded the corner at that moment, 
circumventing the slaughtered Grunts to jog up and stand in front of 



the Chief, barring his access to the next boring and identical room. 
The Chief swore under his breath; it was, of course, Cercil. 

"Oh, great," said Cortana. "Here we go again." 

"Hey, maggot dick, " said the manic purple Elite, looking even more 
deformed and f rankensteinish than last time. He grinned, exposing his 
four rows of sharp little brown teeth. "You ready to get 
fucked? " 

The Chief un-holstered his pistol. "You again? Damn, I'm getting 
tired of killing you. Oh wait, no, I'm not." 

"It's been such a long time!" exclaimed Cercil, opening his empty 
hands. "Didn't you miss your old pal Cercil and my big sack of 
tricks, faggot? Or was it good enough for you to see me in your wet 
dreams ? " 

"It was your dream too? Damn. I wish I could quit youa€"quit having 
you in my dreams, that is." 

Cortana was deeply disturbed. "Whoa, hold ona€"dreams? What's going 
on here?" 

Cercil sniffed. "Fine. Whoreo appreciates me a lot more, 
anyways . " 

The Chief stiffened, his shoulders bulging, the barrel of his gun 
quivering. "HEY! YOU STAY AWAY FROM COOKIE YOU BASTARD!" 

"Sorry, didn't catch that!" Cercil turned away. "Time to 
cuckold ! " 

The Chief shot him in the back. "You get back here and die!" 

"Ouch!" Cercil twisted around, clawing at the hole in his gut. "That 
does it! I don't know why you keep appearing in my dreams about gay 
crack houses, or why it had to be through dreams instead of real gay 
crack houses, but I'm going to cut you into pieces and sexually mail 
each one of them to Oreo in separate boxes. Boxes of _oreos_! " 

"What are you guys talking about?" asked Cortana. 

"You stay away from Sakuraaaa!" The Chief butted Cercil in the head. 
Dazed, the alien stumbled backwards, little birds flying in circles 
around his head. 

"Ah, fucking birds!" Cercil bit one out of the air and slowly 
crunched it while he turned back to Chief. 

The Chief dropped is pistol and reached behind his back and 
un-holstered his MA5B, flicking the safety off as he did so. "You 
were a lot more civil in the gay crack house that we both dreamt of. 

I guess you were kind of in your element there, huh?" 

Cercil 's eyes narrowed. "That was only because I was distracted by 
your underpants." 

"Touche," said the Chief. 



"Seriously guys, whataC"" 

At that moment Cercil dove forwards, scooped up the Chief's discarded 
pistol, rolled, and tossed back into the Chief's face. He screamed in 
surprise and reeled back. Cercil rose from the ground and charged 
with the plasma sword that sprung to life in his hand, swinging it 
down like a heads man's axe! The Chie raised the rifle like the 
world's shortest staff to defend himself and the energy blade sheared 
right through the gun and cut into the Chief's shields, instantly 
overloading them. The Chief had no choice but to close the distance 
under Cercil 's arm. He wrapped his steely arms around Cercil 's 
midsection and squeezed, trying to crush the softer ribs there. 

Cercil squealed in agony, eyes bugging out as all the air was forced 
out of his chest. 

"Chiefa€""he wheezed as the Spartan's muscular arms enveloped him. "I 
knew you wanted my d." 

"No homo!" The Chief sprung away and held his hands out in front of 
him. "No homooo ! " 

"Ho-mo-mo!" Cercil kicked the Chief in the balls. He fell to his 
knees, hacking and coughing, slowly curling into a pathetic fetal 
heap. Cercil shook himself and took a deep breath. He adjusted his 
grip on the energy sword. "And now you die, you walking Sherman tank 
of sexiness . " 

"Wait!" shouted Chief. "Don't kill me, I don't want to die a pregnant 
virgin ! " 

"That's beta as fuck." Cercil stepped gently on the Chief's face. 
"Don't worry, you beautiful son of a bitch. Once you're dead. I'll 
make sure to take care of your pants shitting one man Odor of Mass 
Destruction of a grandpa!" He punctuated every word with a sharp 
kick. "When I'm done with him. I'll burn your black oreo man crush 
into white ash." He kicked the Chief in the balls again. The human 
struggled to dodge the blows, but to no avail. "And then, finally," 
said Cercil, "when you're all dead. I'll find that fucking milk sow 
of a whore and I'll show her what _real man _does with bag full of 
Vaseline. _And two pillows_. " 

"NOOOOOO ! " 

"I'm still so confused," said Cortana. "Waita€"no, I got that 
one ! " 

Cercil 's energy sword came down and the Chief's light saber came up 
to meet it! They clashed in a flash of sizzling, crackling discharge. 
Cercil strained on his sword, putting his whole weight into it. The 
Chief grimaced as sweat dripped down his face from the intense heat. 
The blade came closer and closer to the human's face, until finally 
the Chief let go and rolled out to the side with lightning speed. 
Cercil stumble slipped, a rare combination of slipping while 
stumbling, and as he struggled to regain his balance the Chief got 
up . 

"Where'd you get that lightsaber?" whispered Cortana. 


"Dunno." The Chief lifted the saber to his shoulder anda€ | 



"Is that a _light saber_?" asked Cercil Saltstein. "Where's my light 
saber? " 

The Chief pointed at him. "At the _end of the line_. Which is also 
where we are." 

"You'd better believe it," said Cercil, flourishing his plasma sword. 
"Because this will be our final battle." 

"Really?" asked the Chief. 

"Really," said Cercil. "I promise." 

"Okay, but you've said that before, anda€"" 

"When have I said that? When have I ever said that?" 

"Well, I meanaC"" 

"Never, that's when. Don't put words into my mouth. 

Chief." 

" Sorry . " 

Cercil raised his weapon, which was now glowing red instead of the 
plasma sword's usual blue. Nobody noticed. The Chief raised his own 
green saber and prepared to receive the attack. He crooked his finger 
at the alien. "Come get some." 

"Here I come!" Cercil lunged. The Chief barely moved his very long 
and cylindrical sword to parry Cercil 's pronged blade. The two 
weapons crackled with a flash of white light and a shower of bead 
shaped sparks as they disengaged. Cercil raised his blade with a 
wicked smile on his face and thrust it forwards with a vigorous 
thrusting motion, again and again, forcing the Chief to block and 
dodge with his stiff and long sword. Light continued to flash and 
they were showered in sparks, sparks which ran down their clenched 
and extremely muscular arms like sweat 

"You're about to die. Chief," said Cercil as he pressed the attack, 
pushing the Spartan back with every thrust. "I'm better than you in 
every way." he swung with lightening speed at the Chief's head, a 
rare kind of speed that becomes lighter over time. The Chief blocked 
it anyways . 

"No, you're not," he said. "I'm actually probably stronger than 
you . " 

Cercil attacked again. "Yeah, well, I'm faster and stuff." 

The Chief dodged the attack and sent one of his own, which Cercil 
barely avoided. "See," he said, "you're not really faster either. I'm 
pretty much the best fighter ever." 

"Shut up, cunt." Cercil kicked at him. The Chief sidestepped the 
attack and Cercil 's cloven foot slammed into the door behind him; the 
fight had taken them all the way back to the exit, beyond which 
waited the platform where the Chief had landed. 

The Chief reached out and grabbed Cercil by the neck, lifted him up. 



turned, and threw him out the door. 


"AND STAY OUT ! " 


Cercil rolled to a tangled heap in the center of the platform, the 
Chief stomping after him. Around them loomed the expanse of the 
underground facility's queer transport shaft, yawning below them for 
what seemed like an infinity. 

"What are they going to replace your head with when I tear it off?" 
he asked as he blocked Cercil 's hands from wrapping around his 
throat, their bodies tangled in hatred as they rolled across the 
platform. "Maybe you'll get it replaced by a peg brain!" 

"I'll peg you!" Cercil head butted the Chief. The alien had no 
helmet, but the mutated horns springing from his head were as hard as 
stone. The Chief's head wobbled as he tried to get his bearings. 
Cercil flipped him over and straddled him there on the middle of the 
platform, grabbing the Chief by the shoulders and continuing to head 
butt him like a head crazed bear, the smashing reverberating 
throughout the cavernous underground tunnel-pit. 

"I don't understand!" slurred the Chief to Cortana between blows. 

"How could Oreo beat him, but not me?" 

"He's feeding off your racism and sexism. Chief!" she said. "Actually 
saying shit is bad enough, but you're such a bigoted prick that you 
must give off waves of prejudice like a monkey gives AIDS!" 

"What!" said the Chief out loud. "I thought AIDS came from the 
homosexuals ! " 

"My power level is erected!" Cercil hit the Chief so hard that his 
face plate cracked. 

Things were getting serious, and the chief realized he had to step up 
his game. "Let's try this on for sizeaC"" his lip curled in distaste 
at what he was about to say. "Some of my best friends are 
homosexuals!" he shouted at the top of his lungs. Cercil cried out as 
the racist energy building up in him took a momentary hit from the 
stock racism defense phrase. The Chief tucked his legs in and gave 
Cercil a huge double booted kick to the chest before he could react, 
landing on his feet off the rebound. Cercil stumbled backwards, 
hacking and coughing. 

"And I just so happen to have a hired a gay interior decorator!" the 
Chief continued. He slammed a fist into Cercil 's gut and then 
followed it up with two jabs to the eye, one of which Cercil dodged, 
recovering with a speed only a demonic undead alien could muster. 
Cercil replied with an elbow to the throat that the Chief caught and 
turned into an arm break. Cercil twisted out of the arm break whilst 
sticking his leg between the Chief's legs and pushing in. His rump 
slammed into the Chief's codpiece and he bucked out, scooting the 
human's legs out from under him in one of the gayest moves in mixed 
martial arts history. Cercil twisted and the Chief flipped off his 
back, slamming into the deck with a loud cracking sound. The Chief 
scissor kicked out and caught Cercil 's bum leg, first knocking him 
off his feet and then getting him in a leg hold around his 
neck . 

Cercil snarled as the Chief's armored toes began to tuck behind his 
head. He slammed the back of his heel into the Chief's solar plexus. 



making the human curl up into a ball and release his grip. Cercil 
bounded to his feet just as the Chief also managed to stumble up 
right, clutching at his chest. Not twenty feet away was the edge of 
the ledge. 

The Chief raised his fists, instantly recovering from a shattered 
thorax. "Come on you purple dick head. Ready for round two?" 

"Oh yeah," said Cercil. "Let's make it aa€|_sudden death_. " He turned 
and reached out a hand to where his still activated red plasma sword 
lay fifty feet away. In a flash, the blade zipped through the air and 
slapped into his palm. 

The Chief stared. "No way you can do that! Bullshit!" 

"Yes way," said Cercil. He looked pensively at the blade as it 
reactivated. "You must be the most racist asshole in the world. 

Chief a€"because it seems that the closer I get to you, the more my 
bigot-power level increases. Why, without you I would be nothing. It 
seems only fitting that we would share each other's dreams, doesn't 
it?" 


"You don't know anything about me," snarled the Chief, one hand 
drifting behind his back where he kept his second Jedi light saber, 
this one a double bladed model. 

"Chief, where did you get all these light sabers?" asked 
Cortana . 

Cercil walked towards him slowly, nudging the Chief farther towards 
the edge of the platform. "You don't think I know you or your power 
level. Chief?" As he walked he pressed a button on the hilt of his 
energy sword. In an instant the weapon split into two completely 
separate blades of increased length, which Cercil switched to 
carrying in either hand, dual wielding Anakin style. The Chief's eyes 
widened . 

"I think I know more about you than you do yourself." Cercil licked 
his lips. 

The Chief looked over his shoulder and saw the drop behind him. His 
thumb pressed down on his own light saber's switch and both blades 
sprang to life, the Chief spinning the weapon around to face Cercil 
in a defensive stance, blades trained horizontally. "Is that right?" 
he grated. 

Cercil 's foot pawed the ground for a moment. "Oh yesa€ |__Master 
Chief 

"Don't call mea€"" 

Cercil lunged. The Chief stepped to the side, flicking the end of his 
light saber into Cercil 's face. 

"Oh Christ!" Blood sprayed and Cercil tripped, popping over the edge 
of the platform in an instant. His arms thrashed as he tried to grab 
on to something, anything, before his body could slip entirely over 
the edge and start trekking into the darkness. 

"Say hello to Palpatine for me, " snarked the Chief as he turned to 



go. As he went, Cercil's claw shot out and snatched his ankle, almost 
pulling him over the edge right then and there. The Chief's fingers 
dug into the edge of the platform as his legs dangled, kicking at 
Cercil's as he tried to crawl up his body. He glanced down. 

Cercil's face was a mask of gore and burns and there was a fist sized 
hole in his skull where a steady, goopy stream of purple blood 
trailed out. Their assorted light sabers were dwindling neon lights 
falling below. 

"Don't let go. Chief," gasped Cercil through a waterfall of purple 
blood. "Don't ever let go!" 

"Why can't you have the decency to fall to your death like a good 
Disney villain?" The Chief stomped on his face a few times. 

Cercil winced at the dirty boot. "Ugh, did you step in Marine or 
something? Gross!" 

"Uh oh!" exclaimed the Chief. "I shouldn't have eaten that burrito 
back at the Butte. This is gonna be a big one!" 

"A big one?" Cercil's eyes bugged out. 

"Let me just unhinge my butt plate." 

"And I'm out." Cercil let go of the Chief and fell into the 
darkness . 

The Chief craned his neck over his shoulder and laughed down at the 
receding form. "Ha! I was just kidding, I don't even like burritos . 
You just got guiled!" 

"Guiled? N0000000 ! " the scream faded away into the blackness. 

"God job. Chief," said Cortana. "Didn't think you had a clever ploy 
like that in you." 

The Chief pulled himself up. "Me neither! Now I've just got to find a 
nice corner to take this shit." 

"Really? ' 

"Yes. I mean, no. I mean, I'm going to go check Oreo for other men's 
sperm. " 

"What sperm?" asked Cortana. 

"Anyone's. Any sperm." the Chief flexed his biceps and stuck his 
chest out. "Except for my sperm, obviously. And Cercil ' sa€"I mean, 
including Cercil's. His sperm." 

"Uh huh. . " 

"HHGHHHGHh!" the Chief continued to flex. "I sure am Alpha!" Then he 
stopped. "Oh that's righta€"she ' s at the Butte now!" His shoulders 
hunched. "HmmmaCi .now why the FUCK would she be hanging out there at 
the Butte with all the guys? Maybe she's FUCKING THE WHOLE 
ARMY ! " 



"Oh, I wouldn't put it past her. Chief! Maybe you should call her and 
hang up really hard when she answers!" 

"MAYBE I WILL!" The Chief dialed Oreo's number on his radio, using 
his chin, and waited. The phone rang. The Chief tapped his foot as it 
continued to ring. 

"Hello?" came a female's voice on the other end. 

"Hey bebbe, " said the Chief. 

There was silence on the line for a moment. "Who is this?" 

The Chief gritted his teeth. "Who do you _think?_ Expecting someone 
_else ! ? MAYBE CERCIL? 

"Uha€ | noa€ | It ' s just that I didn't know you had my number. Whoever 
you are . " 

"_Sure . SURE." _The Chief picked at his nails. "Soa€|" 

"So who are you?" 

"Jus' wanted to see who-what you were doing, baby girl." 

"I'm getting a piercing. What's a baby girl?" 

The Chief's eyes turned black, like a shark's. "DON'T YOU FUCKING LIE 
TO ME , BABE . " 

"What?" 

"IF YOU GET RAPED BY A PACK OF NIGGERS IT WILL BE YOUR OWN DAMN 
FAULT . " 

"Okay," said the voice, and the line clicked off. 

The Chief's back slammed into the wall and he let out a long 
sigh . 

"I don't even think that was Oreo." Cortana laughed. "How you feeling 
there lil' Mel Gibson?" 

"I'M JUST SO WORRIED ABOUT HER!" cried out the Chief. "I CAN'T GO 

ON. " 

"Sure you can't." Cortana started a digital stopwatch in her head. 
"So, Chief, how's Sgt . Johnson? I hear he went to Detroit to confront 
his parents . " 

"Oh yeah, he texted me," said the Chief. "Let me just get out my 
iPhone." He whipped out his iPhone and looked at his recent messages 
sent by another iPhone. 

"Hey, is that an iPhone?" asked Cortana. 

"No, it's one of those windows phones." The Chief read the message. 

"I can't understand this. It's in ebonies." 

"I can translate it," said Cortana. "It says: Hello, Chief, my oldest 



friend. Sadly, before I could get off of Halo to catch a flight back 
to Earth and confront my parents about my racial heritage. Captain 
Keyes kidnapped me and forced me to come with him on his ship to a 
new land where I was made a slave. And by ship, I mean a drop ship. 
And by new land, I mean a swamp on Halo. And by slave, I mean a 
Sergeant . 

Stay HAM, 

Your Dearest Friend" 

"What a sweet mana€"and so well spoken!" The Chief began to text 
back . 

Cortana watched through his helmet cam. "What's a 'gazel lik 
statur? ' " 


"I'm illiterate," confessed the Chief. He pocketed the phone. "Never 
mind, I've got a galaxy to save!" 

With that he skipped on into the bowls of the facility. The bowls 
scattered around his feet as he pushed through them on his way into 
the bowels of this facility. Cortana stopped her stopwatch; it had 
taken little more than a minute for the Chief to completely forget 
about Oreo. 

Cercil sat bolt upright on the surgical table. He turned to the right 
and saw his face reflected in Oz the Stealth Hunter's blue armor. He 
took one look at what the doctors had done and exploded. 

"N000 ! MY FACE! MY BEAUTIFUL FACE!" 

His face had been replacedaC i _by the Chief' s._ 

_**FACE OFF II: FACE 0N**_ 

The Chief entered a room. The room was in a kind of octagonal shape, 
with bizarre geometric arrangements that randomly blocked off one 
part of the corridor, forcing him to go around or through the middle 
to get to the next door. In the middle of the room was a pit with a 
bridge over it. A varied selection of Covenant patrolled the 
area . 

The Chief peeked around a corner at them. "Cortana, doesn't it seem 
like we've been here before?" 

Cortana agreed. "I think the Forerunners were a bit lacking in 
imagination . " 

"Forerunners?" asked the Chief as he sighted his assault 
rifle . 

"Yes, Forerunners, roughly translated from melodramanese into 'guys 
who came before'. The Covenant believe that they created the rings to 
help initiate the Great Journey, roughly translated from stupid into 
' genocide ' . " 

"Sounds like a party." The Chief opened fire, blowing a grunt's head 
off. The rest of the Covenant turned towards the muzzle flash, and he 
turned his rifle towards them in turn. "Great Journey," he mused as 



threw a Frag grenade. "Like a big hike? I hate hikes. This one time, 

I drank some water, and it gave me amoebic dysentery, and I was 
farting and shitting all the time and burping too." The grenade went 
off. An Elite's head bounced off the Chief's chest. He continued 
talking as he tracked down the remaining Covenant and ruthlessly 
eliminated them. "It was like I would take a step, and I would fart, 
and then I would take another step and burp. Then I would shit 
myself. It was terrible! I was shitting as I walked." 

"So business as usual." 

"Don't say that around Cerci, he'd probably start humping my leg." 

The Chief casually ripped a Jackal's spine out. He lovingly cleaned 
it off with water and put it in his trophy box. "What a long drawn 
out and pointless fight that was. I'd much rather have spent the time 
doing this . " 

"What, walking through endless duplicate rooms?" asked Cortana as the 
Chief went through the next door, only to find himself standing on an 
elevator . 

The Chief inconspicuously stopped polishing the severed skull of an 
Elite and tossed it over his shoulder. "Yeah I love walking. Did I 
ever tell you about the time I got amoebic dysentery?" 

"You know I can see everything you're doing," said Cortana. "Is there 
a reason you've started collecting the skulls of your enemies?" 

"I want all the legendary badges." 

"Why don't you just buy some? There's a dollar store on B deck of the 
Pillar of Autumn that had a whole box of them." 

"I know but the store smells like cats." The Chief grumbled to 
himself and pressed elevator's control panel with his fist. Annoying 
elevator music started as the platform began its agonizingly slow 
descent, creeping downwards like a slug. 

The Chief began flipping through his phone. "You know, the banana 
slug has the largest penis relative to body size in nature! In fact, 
after coitus the banana slug and his mate often will devour the penis 
once it has served its purpose!" 

"Tell me more," said Cortana. "Or don't." 

Oblivious, the Chief pressed a single finger against the wall and 
watched as the wall slowly rose past it, gliding against his finger. 
The lift inched along and a new track began to play. 

"Well this is very calming," said the Chief. "I think we're almost 
near the end." 

An indeterminate amount of time later the elevator hissed slowly into 
place at the bottom of the shaft. "Oh thank god," said the Chief, 
scratching his giant white beard which had filled the entire 
shaft . 

"Wait a minute," said Cortana. "This doesn't make any sensea€"how 
could you grow a beard _on _your helmet?" 



The Chief looked down. "Oh my god. You're rightaC | Ia€ ! I SLEPT TOO 
LOOOONG!" He threw his hands up in the air and screamed in 
despair . 

Cortana snorted derisively. "And roll credits, I guess. _Directed by 
Mrs. Miller's Special Ed Class. 

"I made a drawing." 

"Whatever. You should really get off the elevator now, 
thougha€"bef ore it starts up again!" 

But it was too late. The music started and the platform began its 
agonizingly slow ascent back up. The Chief let out a low animal moan 
of anguish, like a dying horse. 

Heh heh, horsie. 

When the oceans had dried up, when the sky was gray and dead and all 
the stars had fallen to the earth like sickly birds, when the sun 
flickered and died like a corroded light bulb, when the last living 
thing in the universe curled up and died, then the elevator finally 
arrived back at the top of the shaft. 

"Okay, let's try this again," said the Chief. He pressed the 
button . 

By the time they reached the bottom again, the universe had imploded 
onto itself. 

The Chief yanked the beard off of his face, ignoring the agonizing 
pain. He hopped off the lift just as it was beginning to start up 
again and approached the door. 

"I cannot imagine anything worse than what we just experienced," said 
Cortana . 

"I am shell shocked," said the Chief. 

He opened the door into a big, peaceful, snowy valley. 

"OH MY GOD I CAN'T FEEL MY ENTIRE BODY!" screamed the brutally 
severed head of a Helljumper as it was blasted across the snowy 
ground from a plasma mortar's impact, trailing smoke from the gash 
where its neck should have been. The head smacked into a tree and was 
impaled through the eye on a branch. The tree itself was hung with 
the mangled limbs and bloated corpses of many Helljumpers, as were 
the other trees in the valley, all of which were alight with blue 
plasma fire that hurt the Chief's eyes. Blood covered the earth, and 
as the Chief lowered his eyes he saw patches of melted flesh that 
were all that remained of the victims of the plasma bombs. It was 
like every battle from World War eye eye rolled into one battle, plus 
faggoty alien technology. 

The Chief's eye was caught by movement to the west. A Covenant Ghost 
was speeding along straight for the remaining patch of Marines and 
Helljumpers who had not been obliterated by the alien Wraith tanks a 
click or so away. Actually, how long is a click? Is that even how you 
spell it? A mile? Shit, never mind. It was like, an eighth of a mile 
away . 



"Look out sir!" screamed a Marine, pushing his superior to the 
ground. The Ghost zipped by and sheared his head off instantly. A 
gout of blood splattered over the surviving humans as the Ghost came 
around for a second run. 

The Sergeant the dead Marine had saved threw his hands up at the 
heavens. "Nooo ! ROOOOOOOSTER ! God damn you Jesus for fakin' his soul, 
ya mutha fuckin' honkey white ass hatin' BITCH!" 

The Chief gasped. "Oh my god! That's Sergeant Johnsona€"I ' d recognize 
that black skin from a mile away, especially in this all white 
neighborhood." He looked around at the snowy white valley. 

Cortana sighed. "I think I'll let Oreo do the PC complaining from now 
on. Chief. That is if we see her again, considering you seem to think 
that she's started some sort of gangbang train with the entire 
world . " 

"Of course we'll see her again! I'll win her back from however many 
guys she's fucking!" With that, the Chief skipped off towards the 
Marines. As he went he saw that the Ghost had changed direction and 
was coming for him now. 

"Oha€|" said the Chief. He took a few steps to the right and stared 
down the pilot of the Ghost. 

The Elite was head banging to whatever band drama queen alien 
warriors bang to, maybe _The Darkness_. He pressed down on the 
booster pedal to make the craft go faster, setting himself on a 
collision course with the Chief. But at the last moment the Chief 
jumped out of the way, and the Ghost went flying past him straight 
into the large door in the side of the canyon. The vehicle smashed 
through the door and careened straight into the waiting arms of the 
elevator . 

The pilot blinked blearily, staring at his predicament. An expression 
of horror dawned over his face and he tried desperately to undo his 
seatbelt . 

"NO! NO! NOT THIS! ANYTHING BUT THIS!" 

Slowly, sadistically, the elevator began to start again. 

"NOOOOO!" the Elite finally broke free of his seatbelt and stumbled 
towards the edge of the platform, even as it rose into the air. He 
had almost reached the edge when the walls of the shaft swooped down 
in front of him and the elevator began its agonizing ascent. 

"OH NO PLEASE SOMEBODY KILL ME!" 

The Chief shuddered as he heard the tearful cries of the alien 
warrior. "I wouldn't wish that on anyone," he said to 
Cortana . 

Cortana waited. 

"Not even feminists," finished the Chief. 


"There he is!" said Cortana. 



"MAH NIGGA IN CHIEF!" screeched Sergeant Johnson as he swaggered up, 
his posse around him. In the distance the wraith tanks were 
regrouping for another bombardment. 

"My nigga, " agreed the Master Chief. He and Sergenat Johnson 
exchanged an extremely elaborate and complex hand shake. At one point 
Johnson tried to palm some drugs to the Chief but the SPARTAN dropped 
them and they had to hide them under some snow before the Warden got 
suspicious . 

' "Watcha guys doing?" asked a Marine. 

Johnson pointedly ignored him, cutting him out of the ethnic 
camaraderie. "Well, Chief, it's been a while. I hope everything was 
gangsta straight up bad while I was gone?" 

"a€|yes?" The Chief scratched his head. "I got into a pretty big 
fight with some guy that I'm sharing dreams with. Plus I've 
discovered that I seem to have an unlimited number of light sabers 
stored in my ass." 

"Ah, if only Mendoza were here," said Johnson wistfully. "He could 
make some suggestive comment about what you just said." 

"Yeah, sharing dreams is pretty gay isn't it? But I think I killed 
Mendoza while you were gone. Like twice." 

Johnson laughed, unconsciously letting his fake-ebonies slip. "Hell 
son, who _hasn't_ killed Mendoza at least once? Hell, I killed 
Mendoza while I was working off my DWB in community service. I got 
your text message, by the way. Thanks so much for helping me with the 
DWB. You know, all I wanted to do was visit my parents but oh no, the 
police had to pull me over and give me a damn DWB." 

"Uh huh." The Chief waited. Johnosn cleared his throat. "Oh, fine," 
said the Chief. "What's a DWB?" 

Johnson slapped him. "_DRIVING WHILE BLACK YOU IGNINT WHITE 
BREAD . 

The Chief wiped off the place where Johnson had touched him with a 
plasma wet nap. 

"What did you have to do for community service, Johnson?" 

"Boy, do I have to tell you _everything _about my day?" Johnson 
raised his pimp hand. 

"Sir!" shouted a Helljumper as he ran up. "The Wraiths are coming 
around for another run!" 

The Chief clapped his hands to his face plate. "Oh _no_! Not the 
Wraith tanks." He spun around, pointing at the gigantic blob of 
plasma slowly making its way towards them in a very obvious and 
predictable arc. "How will we ever avoid such a catastrophic blast of 
death that a retarded cow could avoid?" 

"It killed all of my friends," commented the scarred 
Helljumper . 



Sergeant Johnson scowled at the Chief. He patted the ODST on the 
shoulder. "Don't worry son, the Chief didn't mean it like 
that . " 

"I'm a woman," said the Hell jumper. 

"Shh, " said the black Sergeant, placing his finger over her lips. 
"Have some respect for the dead, son." The plasma mortar was now half 
way to them. Johnson looked up. "Dang! Wait up, guys. I'll be right 
back." He jogged off. 

The Chief and the Hell jumper looked at each other again. 

"Major Silva told me all about you, " said the soldier, looking the 
Chief up and down with renewed bravado. "I was expecting more from 
you, honestly. Maybe if you'd gotten here sooner all my friends would 
still be alive." 

"I'd murder you for insubordination," said the Chief, "but you're a 
woman, and since all women in the military are insubordinate I would 
have to be consistent and kill all of you, and that would include 
Oreo, and I want her to receive my sperm, so I won't." 

"The women's rights movement marches on," observed Cortana. 

Just now reminded of something, the Chief turned his foot up and 
checked the bottom of his boot to see if he had stepped in any 
Marine. He thought he had smelled something funny. 

"Major McKay also said you were a 'heartless bastard misogynist piece 
of shit asshole," said the Hell jumper. "Guess she was right." 

The Chief peeled a human face off of his foot. "Huh. That bitch has 
issues. She just needs the right dick in her, if you know what I 
mean, right buddy?" 

At that moment Sergeant Johnson returned in his warthog. "Yo, 
homies, " he exclaimed as the massive bass on the stereo blared. 

"Let's load all up on this hog and go cap some muthas in a drive 

by ! " 

"Word." The Chief climbed into the turret seat. The Hell jumper got 
into the shotgun seat, also known as meat shield. The SPARTAN looked 
up into the sky. 

"Uh, Johnsona€"the MORTAR! It's almost here!" 

"Aight, aight, hold yer horses." Johnson turned the key a few times 
as the Mortar inched ever closer at about the speed of a dust mote on 
the still evening in the attic of a stifling old farmhouse out in the 
California Rolling hills listening to the sound of old man 
Hendrickson smoking his corn cob pipe out in the 

The plasma bomb exploded where the car had been moments before. The 
blast sent the hog skidding even faster along the ice towards the 
wraith . 


"HOLD ONTO YOUR DICKS!" hollered Johnson as the hog shot up a slope 
and into the air. Right below them the Covenant wraith tank tried to 



aim up, but it was too late. The car slammed down onto the tank, 
driving straight up and over it. The Chief slammed down on the gun's 
triggers, spraying a track of molten lead into the hull of the tank 
as they went. One bullet must have hita€"I mean, slammed downa€"on 
something important because the tank exploded, sending the car cart 
wheeling into the air in a motion not dissimilar to a wheel. The poor 
Helljumper lost her seat and flew out of the car, body smashing on 
the cold ice below. 

"Oh, that's so sad," said the Chief as the car landed right side 
up . 

"What is?" asked Cortana. 

"I wanted to hijack the wraith," said the Chief. 

The Chief got off the gun and jogged up the shotgun seat. He hoisted 
himself up besides Johnson. 

"Oh, that's so sad," said Johnson, jerking his chin. "I can't believe 
someone actually hit Rihanna ! " The story on the radio ended and he 
casually spat his tobacco out the side of the car, straight onto the 
corpse of the Helljumper. "Say, where'd that soldier go?" 

"Is that how you say it?" mused the Chief. "Rihanna? Rhanna? 
Rihiannha? " 

"Shit, I don' know dawg. Dat bitch be tite tho . " 

"I don't understand your words but I agree with them." The Chief 
patted the dash board. "It's time to roll my man. Chop 
chop ! " 

Johnson slammed on the breaks. He turned to glare at the Chief with 
that angry minority look, you know what I'm talking about. Ha ha ha 
woops better check my privilege. 

"CHIEF!" growled the Sergeant. "What the _fuck_ you mean 
' chopaC | ._chop'? _Are you paraphrasing the line 'get to the chopper' 
from the popular eighties action movie _PREDATOR_, which was one of 
many eighties movies that was part of a thematic movement of white 
men re-attaining their masculinity from black men as black men began 
to dominate in the sports sector, represented by the character of 
Dutch dominating the African American character played by Carl 
Wheathers, thereby making a racist reference?" 

"Yes . " 

"Okay, that's what I thought. Just making sure." 

Then they drove right into the middle of a war zone. 

"WUAAAGH!" screamed an Elite as his mangled body splattered against 
the windshield. 

"Huh. I always thought the warthog would look good in purple," said 
Johnson, smirking in a badass way. 


"Then let's try red on for size." The Chief reached over and grabbed 
the steering wheel. He aimed the car for a group of Marines! 



"No Chief! Bad Chief!" Johnson hit the Chief over the head with a 
rolled up newspaper and slammed his foot into the break. The car came 
to a stop just in front of the Marines. Behind the Marines was a 
large Scoprion tank, which seemed to be occupied. 

"A Scoprion tank!" exclaimed Cortana. "It's twice as powerful as a 
regular Scorpion tank. I'm practically wet just looking at it." 

"I want to kill even more things with my guns." The Chief tore the 
Marine pilot of the tank out and tossed him aside, then slid into the 
driver seat. Johnson and his surviving Marines boarded the various 
treads of the tank, sitting on top of the armored flaps. 

"So how do you drive this thing?" asked the Chief to Cortana as he 
randomly fiddled with the controls. 

"It's just like riding a bike," reassured Cortana. "You never really 
forget . " 

"Right." The Chief cleared his throat. "So, how do you remember how 
to ride a bike?" 

At that moment a plasma mortar flew right over the tank! Growling in 
anger, the Chief managed to steer the great brown behemoth around to 
face Covenant Wraith that had emerged from the large snowy tunnel in 
the mountain side. He peered closer and saw that there was a gold 
Elite standing on top of the wraith, holding a fuel rod 
Cannon . 

"Commander Darren," hissed the Chief. "So we meet again." 

"You're not on the open speakers," said Cortana. 

The Chief pressed a button. "So," he repeated. "Commander Darren. We 
meet again." 

"That was the windshield wiper," said Cortana. 

"So, Master Chief," bellowed Darren into a megaphone. "We meet again. 
But this time, I have the advantage." 

The Chief leveled the massive twenty foot long penis compensating 
barrel of his tank straight him. 

"This gun is more than the entire length of your vehicle, " said the 
Master Chief matter-of-fact ly, now finally on open speakers. 

"Yes," admitted Commander Darren. "You are a worthy opponent indeed. 
Commander Keyes has trained you well as a power-weapon whore." He 
snapped his fingers. "But you fail to grasp the nature of the 
situation, my fine, attractive, well muscled friend." From the 
shadows of the tunnel mouth two more Wraith tanks emerged, along with 
a gaggle of Ghosts piloted by Elites. "As you can see, you are 
woefully outmatched in every respect. Who is the Master now. Master 
Chief, and who is the slave?" 

Then The Chief blew them all to hell. The entire force was reduced to 
a burning, blue-flamed fragment of twisted purple alloy that went 
flying through the air, Darren and Eric holding on for dear life. The 



chunk of debris shot into the sky and disappeared from everyone's 
sight . 


"Looks like Team Butt Rocket is blasting off again!" exclaimed 
Cortana. Everyone laughed. 

"Ass to meowth, that's right!" intoned the Chief. 

I'm still waiting on that slutty Pidgie fursona, guys. Anyone? 

The tank trundled on into the big gaping hole in the mountainside. 
Johnson looked around at the darkness with large round eyes, his 
subordinates chattering obliviously to each other from their ass 
shaking seats on the tread. There were no aliens, but the cave soon 
turned into a metal, rectangular tunnel. 

"This cave is not a natural formation," began Cortana. 

"Shut up," said the Chief. 

"Someone built it." 

"Shut up . " 

They continued on into the strange underground tunnel, until 
eventually they came across a humongous door. Next do the door was a 
control panel. 

"So it must leaa€"" 

The Chief got out. "Buttons! I must press them." He skipped over to 
the panel as Johnson watched with a nauseated expression. The Chief 
head butted the panel, pressing all the buttons at once with his 
face. The huge door began to rumble as the Chief scrambled to get 
back to the greeted them then was an arbitrary cavernous room. A wide 
bridge just big enough for the tank connected the two sides of a 
massive chasm. Strange geometrical shapes were scattered on all sides 
of the room, most of them rectangular. They were just big enough for 
people to hide behind. 

"I have no idea what any of those boxes could possibly do," said 
Cortana . 

"Shh. Don't question alien technology." The Master Chief piloted the 
tank into the room. Only then did they realize that the entire place 
was stuffed with Covenant troops. The door closed behind them. 

The Chief was not amused. "Wow I'll be damned that was the last 
goddamn thing I ever fucking expected." 

"Sh_eee_t, " said Johnson. 

Then a great and an intense action sequence began. Now this action 
sequence was so intense, so incredibly engaging, that 

After defeating the entire Covenant and saving all babies, the Chief 
crossed the bridge and found another door with more buttons 
attached . 

"Say Cortana," he said, as he pressed buttons. "Why do we call it a 



Scorpion Tank when it is neither Score nor a Peon?" 

"That's amazing. Chief," said Cortana. "It's like you're so stupid 
that you went all the way around the stupid meter and became smart, 
but then got half way around the stupid meter again so you're like, 
stupid squared, one eighth smart." 

"It wasn't easy." The Chief hoisted himself back into the tank and 
drove throughaC | the open door. Which was open because he had pressed 
buttons. Oops, I already explained that, didn't I? Man, writing is 
hard ! 

He proceeded up the tunnel and into what looked like the bottom of a 
large ice canyon. Large banshees swarmed over head as the Chief 
trundled along in his tank, blowing away various aliens as he did 
so . 

"Wow, this is so incredibly easy," he said. "I wonder why we're 
losing the war if we have tanks like this!" 

Cortana harrumphed. "The average Scorpion tank costs about ten 
billion dollars. To fuel. For five seconds.." 

"Ha, that's ironic," said the Chief. "Humanity is going to lose a war 
for its own existence because of the economy, an invention of its own 
design . " 

"Dis man is da nigger in charge," said Johnson. He and the Chief 
high-f ived . 

"If we didn't have money all our infrastructure would collapse," 
pointed out Cortana tiredly. "Then we wouldn't be able to make _any_ 
Scorpion tanks." 

"I know," said the Chief. "That's what I meant when I said we were 
all going to die because of one of our own inventions. You just 
repeated my fucking point to me." 

"I liked you better when you were retarded." 

"Yeah, well, the fun times are over," said the Chief firmly. Then he 
drove the tank over a cliff and into a warthog full of Marines that 
was idling at the bottom. The explosion rocketed high into the air as 
the infinite supply of shells in the tank all detonated at once. 
Johnson shot through the atmosphere with a cry of "TURKEEEEEEEY ! "The 
Chief was flung like a rag doll on a stunt wire straight into a heavy 
snow bank, burying him ten feet deep in fluffy whiteness. 
Debrisa€"human and machinea€"rained down in a shower of various 
fluids as he fought his way free of the deadly snow and shook himself 
off. There was a massive dent in his helmet. 

"You all right?" asked Cortana with the same tone of voice one might 
use to address toe-nail clippings. 

"I'm fine. I hope Django is okay." 

"And yet again you make me wish we were both dead," said Cortana. 

"I guess you could saya€ i " The Chief reached into a pouch in his 
armor and produced a pair of sunglasses. He put the sunglasses on 



over his faceplate. "I went a little over the 
edge . " 

" YE AAAAAAAAAAAAH ! " screamed a random Marine. The Chief jumped a foot 
in the air and screamed like a bitch. 

And up ahead of all thisaCi 

Julius the grunt walked timidly out into the snow, clutching a fully 
charged plasma pistol in one stubby paw, sniffing the bitter air, 
sighing, and sucking in a lung full of methane from his fart gas 
tank. He smacked his lips and looked around again. 

"Hey Jules, I see you're keeping it cool," said a black armored Spec 
Ops elite as he loped up from the shadows "What are you doing out 
here? " 

"Uha€|Oh, nothing Pompey, " said the Grunt in his characteristically 
squeaky voice. "Just patrolling." 

"Cool. Wanna know why I'm here?" asked the Pompey the elite. 

The grunt looked around one more time and sighed. 

"Uha€ | fine . " 

"Cool. Well, believe it or not I'm going to meet this hot bitch I met 
online." Pompey preened his fresh black armor. 

Julius paled. "Uha€ i really ? " 

"Yep, it's pretty cool. Her name's Piercedclit 69 . She said she would 
meet me here." 

"Uha€ | " Julius avoided Pompey 's enthusiastic gaze. "T-t-that's nice. 
What's she like?" 

"Oh man, she's so cool! You'll love her! We've like, got all the same 
interests; plasma pistols, plasma rifles, plasma grenades, plasma TV, 
blood plasmaaC | plus she sent me a picture of her junk, and let me 
tell you, that name ain't just for show." He laughed heartily. 

"Uh huh." Julius frowned. "That's weird. You're not going to believe 
thisaCi but I'm actually here for that, too!" 

"You're here to get your clit pierced?" asked Pompey. 

"No! I mean, I'm here for a date!" 

Pompey beamed. "No way! That's so cool! We can do a double date. Can 
we drive your ghost? Let me pretend it's my ghost, okay? I really 
think I can score this time." He rubbed his hands together happily. 
"So, what's she like." 

"Oh, uh, well, she's just like me I guess." Julius thought about it. 
"She's got all the same interests as mea€| plasma grenades, plasma 
pistols, plasma rifles, blood plasma, plasma gun, plasma 
plasma . " 

Pompey looked perturbed. "Cool. Cool. WhataC | what ' s her name?" 



"Her name? Uha€ i " Julius thought about it. "Wella€| her name is 
Clitpiercing96. " 

Pompey and Julius looked at each other. 

"Are we," Pompey swallowed "talking about the same girl?" 

"The same girl," echoed Julius in horror. "Anda€ i and my potential 
wife ! " 

"Talking about the same girl," they both repeated in unison. 

At that moment another Spec Ops Elite walked up to them. "Hey guys, 
said the elite. "Oh, cool, hi, Pompey." The elite looked at the 
grunt. "And, uh, Juliusa€"right ? What are you guys doing out here, 
together? " 

"We're waiting for the same girl!" said Pompey hollowly. He looked 
up. "Oh, hi Fisto." 

"Yeah, it's me. So, who ' re you guys waiting for?" 

"The same girl," repeated Julius. 

Fisto raised an eyebrow. "Right. But what's her 
name? " 


" 69Clitpiercedclitpiercing96, " said Pompey. 

"Oh my god!" said Kit Fisto. "That's me!" 

"You have a pierced clit?" asked Pompey. "Cool." 

"No! What I meant was: just kidding." 

Fisto walked off. 

"God, what a bitch," said Julius. 

"Yeah, she's a bitch," agreed Pompey. 

Then the Chief burst in and- 
a€ | do I really need to explain? 

Okay, fine. The Chief snuck past in active camouflage and made his 
way to the Control Room, not hurting or killing anyone in any way at 
all. After that he made his way to the Control Room with little or no 
resistance whatsoever. He commandeered a banshee and drove it through 
the air, avoiding all Covenant fire, until he smashed gracefully into 
the large hanger door to the Control Room. The banshee crumpled to 
the ground in a twisted heap, trailing flame and smoke. The Chief 
crawled out, coughed, and looked around at the dead bodies of those 
Covenant he had just plowed through to his 'landing.' 

"Huh," he said. "Looks like they got here already." He looked down at 
his body in some surprise. "Hmmm. I'm still alive. That means the 
Covenant hasn't used Halo to wipe out the entire human race. So this 
must mean that they couldn't use the controls, mustn't it?" 



"Let me do the thinking," said Cortana. "You do the mindless killing 
and soul crushing warfare." 

"Sounds like a fair deal to me!" With that the Chief literally walked 
through the massive hanger door to the Control Room as if it were 
made of rice paper. 

The SPARTAN warrior found himself standing on a wide glass bridge 
overlooking a cavernous spherical chamber. In the center was a 
massive hologram of Halo, as well as a smaller one with an 
accompanying representation of the gas giant it orbited. 

"Looks like a giant hemorrhoid," said the Chief. 

He looked up at the huge circular, femininely curved, labia like, 
vulvaish, vagina -like opening of the Halo hologram that dwarfed him 
in size . 

"Hey Cortana, what does it mean if I've got a giant erection right 
now? " 

"That you're dreaming of things you can never have, again. Now put me 
in that pedestal over there." 

The Chief did as she asked, removing Cortana 's chip implant from his 
ear and putting it into the ancient alien port that somehow was able 
to connect to her. USB is an excellent technology. 

Then Cortana 's hologram exploded into existence twenty times as big 
as it had been before, bloated in scale and as green as a pea. She 
had removed her leather dominatrix outfit for the time being and was 
now gloriously pseudo naked, which means that she had no vagoogoo or 
nips . 

The Chief took in her new coloration. "Uh oh. Looks like you caught 
something from the Control Center. You should've installed some 
protection . " 

She ignored him. "Wow! This is awesome! The knowledge, so much, so 
fasta€"it's like a Jell-0 bath!" 

"Ha. Yeah." The Chief scratched his crotch piece. "I don't care. Just 
don't be going all HAL on me." 

"Do you have any idea how much Inf0rm810n is stored in here?" snapped 
Cortana. "Centuries of research, scientific dataaC | analysisaC | . the 
math! The math consumes me!" She appeared to be in a state of nerd 
orgasm . 

"Let's stay focused," said the Chief. "How do we control 
women? " 

"What?" 

"Let's stay focused: how do we use Halo against the 
Covenant ? " 

Cortana sneered. "This ring isn't a cudgel, Conan. It's something 
much more horrible." 



"Ha. Yeah. I don't care." The Chief made triggering pulling motions 
with his fingers. "Blam blam, Cortana. How does I shot alien 
genocide? " 

Cortana looked suddenly worried. "You don't understand. The weapons 
cache Keyes is going toa€"it isn'ta€"oh no. Wait a minute. This can't 
be rightaC | " 

He perked up. "What was that about Keyes?" 

Cortana waved her hand. "Oh, he's just walked into a space zombie 
death trap. That's not what's important: I just found some strange 
_artifacts _in the Forerunner's database. They seem to be some kind 
of religious description, like of an idol or a goddessaC | but the 
entry dates are only from twelve hours ago." 

The Chief scratched his head. Women and their big words. What are 
_hours _anyways? 

"Does this sound strange to you?" asked Cortana, the conversation 
having become complete one sided. She began quoting something. "_It 
was a girl with well tanned skin and dark raven black hair. Her hair 
was tied up in a cute pony tail and her hair was messy, and well 
kept. It was shiny, but also looked like light disappeared into it. 

It was fairly normal hair, yet it had a mystical appearance, as if 
she were part RAVEN. 

"Sounds like one hot chick," said the Chief. 

Cortana frowned. "This makes no sensea€"I thought the Covenant hadn't 
figured out how to use this thing." 

"That was my thought." 

"Shut your fucking mouth," said Cortana. "Also, all the Covenant 
erotica that I've read was a lot better than this shit. What's going 
on here?" 

"Well, that's weird and alla€|" The Chief thumbed over his shoulder. 
"Maybe I should go rescue Keyes. You know, from the zombies or 
whatever you said." 

"Yes, I don't have time to explain what Halo was really made for," 
agreed Cortana. "You're better off going in blind." 

There was a long pause in which the Chief could easily have 
reinserted Cortana 's chip into his head and Cortana could easily have 
explained everything. 

>The AI cleared her throat. "Plus, ever since you plugged me into 
this database I've been having an insane orgasm. So you should 
probably give me a few hours, or days, to download all the 
information." She stared at him, her unearthly glowing eyes gaining a 
hungry aspect. <p> 

"Right." The Chief avoided her gaze and began to back away very 
slowly. "Well. I'm going now." 

"I'll call in Tad to pick you up and take you to Keyes," said 
Cortana. A black riding crop appeared in her hand. "Or, Chief, you 
could stay, and play my favorite game. The one that I play for fun. 



Do you what game I'm talking about?" 

The Chief turned and ran. Cortana called after him. 


Cortana called after him. "Wait! YOUR PAIN IS MY PLEASURE!" 

The Chief slammed the door behind him and slumped against it. In the 
distance he could see Tad's pelican slowly making its way towards 
him, literally bouncing up and down in the air from the bass of the 
Rap music. 

"Whew. That was a close one-I really didn't have the stamina to deal 
with that." He wiped a gauntleted hand across his visor. "Because I 
am all worn out from having sex with the tank." 

**Chapter Seven: The Weight of Failure** 

"_For the Angel of Death spread his wings on the blast, 

>And breathed in the face of the foe as he passed; <br>And the eyes of 
the sleepers waxed deadly and chill, 

>And their hearts but once heaved, and forever grew still." a€" 

Barney the Purple Dinosaur<em> 

She dreamed of giant ants, but on waking she found her nightmares 
much preferable. 

Her makeshift bunk had been harder than Mendoza's ass, the communal 
shower as cold as the devil's tit, the cafeteria lunch made up of 
mystery meat and skim milk. To make matters worse, she had tried 
calling the 'Breast Reduction Special Department' that was included 
in her medical plan. Apparently all female space marines got free 
consultations. Unfortunately, the service was only available back on 
Earth. Embittered, she had squeezed herself into two small athletic 
bras, only to have them rip down the back when she put her armor on. 
The spiffy armor and promotion to Helljumper were the only good thing 
about the transfer away from the Chief's infamous 'Early Retirement 
Detail', as her new comrades liked to call it. Cupping her pale chin 
in one hand, Oreo thought back to her promotion. 

Her feet sank into the lush silver carpet of a dim, incense lit room. 
She began a steady walk down the hall towards the end where a 
glittering throne made of silver stood proud from a pile of silver 
silks and pillows. She moved past the silver jackal headed statues 
situated every five feet on the walls, all of which seemed to glare 
down at her. Each of their eyes was inset with the Hope 
Diamond . 

Finally she stood before the throne. Major Silva lounged there in his 
rumpled gray uniform, one leg flung carelessly over the arm of the 
chair. A slave girl massaged his bare silver haired foot while two 
more metal bikini wearing wenches sighed languidly and tittered to 
each other. At the Major's right hand. Corporal McKay stood in a set 
of silver Hell Jumper armor, a shotgun muzzle grounded between her 
toes as she rested her gauntleted hands on its butt. Her emerald 
green eyes seemed to cut straight through Oreo's black ones 

Silva yawned and stretched. Behind the throne the portrait of him 
wrestling an oiled up Jesus, both of them in taut silver man-thongs, 
seemed to watch her. 



Oreo saluted. "Sir! Lieutenant Or-hei-ho CrA”me reporting for duty. 
Sir!" 

"Aha€ i _Lieutenant Oreo_" said Silva, his lips gliding over every 
syllable with aristocratic precision. His silver eyes watched her 
with an indecipherable intensity. "And how are you today?" 

"Just fine, sir," said Oreo. "Though I'm a bit confused as to why I 
was transferred from the Chief's division. And to where we are. Where 
are we?" 

"The Chief," scoffed Silva. "Do you know nobody has ever seen that 
man's face. He could be an alien for all we know." 

Oreo raised her dark caterpillar thick eyebrows. "Uh, I 
guess . " 

"Forget him," said Silva. "His path leads nowherea€"he's a dead end. 
But with me, with my division-with the Hell jumpersa€ i you will go 
places, indeed." 

He extended a silver hand. A silver ring was on that silver hand, and 
in the silver ring was a silver diamond. 

"Accept the gift that I offer, " he said. 

Oreo rubbed her temples. "If you're offering to promote me I don't 
think I really have a choice." 

"So you do accept!" Silva clapped his hands. "Excellent! Now kiss 

it . " 

Oreo rolled her eyes, then leaned forwards and kissed the 
ring . 

"E-e-excellent, " said Silva, steepling his fingers. He turned to the 
fermale Hell jumper Corporal. "You see that, McKay? Oreo will be the 
first womana€"I mean, the second woman to join the ranks of the 
Hell jumpers. Mendoza wants to be called a woman, right?" 

McKay shook her head expressionlessly. 

"Oh, okay. The first woman, then," said Silva. Oreo glanced 
confusedly at McKay but received only a dower glare in return. 

"I'm done with you," said Silva. "Go on." 

Oreo hesitantly turned and began the long walk back out of the throne 
room. The flash back ended and she found herself staring up at the 
bright, sunny sky while standing there on the landing pad. Marines 
bustled nearby, some patrolling and some performing mitosis by 
themselves. She checked her watch. It was half past eight. 

"Drifting off there, girl friend?" asked a familiar voice. 

She looked up distractedly to find a small, bronze skinned and almost 
hairless young man before her. "Mendoza? Didn't I see your head get 
smashed into your abdominal cavity by a massive boulder?" 


Mendoza flicked his wrist at her. "Girl, you should just pop a crazy 



"I'm 


pill and find yourself a fine Doctor House, because you 
crazy ! " 

"Yep." Oreo walked on without him, continuing her patrol route, 
definitely the craziest person here." 

Mendoza faffed after her. "So, girlfriend, how'sa€|_you 
know . "_ 

"What do I know?" Oreo turned at a ninety degree angle and continued 
around the square landing pad. A pack of Techies huddled in a corner 
and watched her, whispering to each other in their strange language. 
She threw a pebble at them and they dispersed, squawking and shitting 
themselves . 

"You know. The Chief. And you. You and the Chief. Both of you. 
_Together ._" 

"Ah. Well, you know, we're at war here. Nowadays isn't really the 
time to worry about that kind of thing." Took a deep breath. "Plus 
he's retarded." 

Mendoza just snorted like a gay pig. 

Oreo continued, "And also there's the fact that I only just met him 
yesterday and I don't even know his last name. Or what he looks 
like." 

"Well you know what they say," said Mendoza. "Danger is love's 
booster shot ! " 

"Uh huh. I guess that's true: we did have at least three romantic 
moments so that must count for something." Oreo sighed. "I don't 
knowa€ | there ' s just something about his innocent bigotry and his 
pure, thoughtless stupiditya€ | it ' s hard for me to look away 
sometimes, even when he's accidentally stepping on the throat of a 
dying man while throwing children like javelins to impale his allies 
with friendly firea€|" 

Mendoza nodded understandingly . "He must have a giant cock, 
right ? " 


"a€|or when he's talking about how small his own penis is." Oreo 
checked her watch. Two more hours before her shift. She sighed 
woefully . 

"Sounds like things are going pretty well between you two, " said 
Mendoza encouragingly. 

"Yeah, well, he doesn't think I'm a cookie anymore so at least that's 
something . " 

Oreo stopped. Corporal McKay had stepped in front of her, her Silver 
Armor glinting in Halo's noon day sun. She had a mean look about her 
today . 

"Sir." Oreo saluted. 

"Aren't you a Lieutenant?" whispered Mendoza. "Don't you out rank 
her? " 



"I actually have no idea," said Oreo. 

McKay cleared her throat. "Soa€ i Lieutenant . You seem to have 
acclimatized to the Butte rather well." 

"She learned from the best, " said Mendoza, placing a hand on his own 
chest. And the other on his own butt. 

"Hmph." McKay looked her up and down. "Let's just make one thing 
clear, little girl: I'm top bitch of this dog heap, do you 
understand? " 

"Urn, not really," said Oreo. "Did I do something wrong?" 

"Let me make this clear." McKay advanced on her, planting a finger in 
the center of Oreo's breast plate. Now, if you were to view this 
scene from the side you wouldn't have been able to see McKay's whole 
forearm. And do you know why? Because Oreo has large breasts. 

"These motherfuckers answer to me," spat McKay. "And if you put one 
pretty little foot into my territory, I will _break _your ass open. 
You got that, sweet cheeks?" 

"Yes ma'am," said Oreo blandly. McKay just snorted and stalked away. 
"Well that wasa€ | " Oreo winced, her words faltering. "a€ i prettyaC i " 
She reached into her pocket and took out a bottle of medicine, popped 
two pills, and put the half empty bottle back in her pocket. 

"a€"okay! I'm sure she's just misunderstanding me." Oreo plastered a 
half-hearted smile on her face and continued her route. 

"Huh," said Mendoza. "That's odd." 

"What?" 

"I can't decide whether I want McKay to ram my ass with a strap on 
because it's my ass, or if I don't want her to split my anus open 
because she's a woman." 

"This is the worst day of my life," said Oreo. 

Chapter Eight: Assbog 

"_A time to live and a time to die. A time to build and a time to 
destroy." a€"Bob the Builder_ 

The Pelican fought its way through the musty, stinky swamp. It 
collided with several trees on its journey but mostly made it into 
the swampy box okay. 

"So what's the jiggy jamma. Master Chief?" Tad asked the Chief over 
the radio as the Spartan warrior sat in the red-lit pelican bay, his 
fingers gently stroking the barrel of his assault rifle in the 
crimson glow. 

"Nothing is up," said the Chief. "Now drop me down in this 
swamp . " 

"Roger dat ! " The Pelican hovered above a particularly putrid pool of 
filth ridden 'water'. "Good luck nigga!" Tad flipped the Pelican, 



causing the Chief to shoot out of the bay and straight into the shit 
pit like a green missile. 


"I said the swamp, not Halo's cess pit!" The Chief began to sink into 
the brown murk even as he thrashed towards shore, only barely making 
it to the edge in time. The smell of sulfur violated the Chief's 
orifices as he hauled himself up onto the bank with a dramatic gasp, 
armor covered in swamp goo. The smell wasa€ | _really bad._ He shook 
his fist at Tad's Pelican as it rocked through the trees, fighting 
its way out of the swamp. "I'll get you. Tad! One of these 
days ! " 

"Peace out, cracker donk ! " exclaimed Tad over the radio as the 
Pelican roared out of sight. 

The Chief sighed. He shook his hands out, freeing great strands of 
snooty yellow goo. "I sure am glad that nobody is around to see me 
like this . " 

An entire squad of Covenant burst into the clearing. 

"It's the demon!" screamed a rookie elite. '"Purge him!" 

"WaitaC | " began a Jackal as its plasma pistol began to glow a bright 
green . "What ' sa€ | thataC | SMELL ! " 

"What are youa€"" the elite sniffed the air. "OH MY GOD! OH MY GOD! 

OH MY GOD!" He doubled over. "OH MY GOD! OH MY GOD! OH MY GOD! OH MY 
GOD ! " 

The Chief fumbled for his pistol. "Hold your horses guys. I'll kill 
you in a second." 

"It's coming from the demon. WHAT IS THAT SHIT ALL OVER HIM. OH MY 
GOD! OH MY GOD! OH MY GOD!" the elite threw up all over the grunts in 
front of him. "BLARGH!" 

The smell of his vomit induced the grunts to vomit as well, spraying 
bright blue chunks of crystallized methane from their noses and 
mouths, and it smelled like putrid rotten eggs. The neon blue vomit 
splattered all over the ground and on the jackals in front of them. 
And then all those Jackals also vomited, projectile spewing great 
gouts of green spinach like liquid that smelled of vinegar and stale 
bagels . 

"Oh God!" gasped the elite through mouthfuls and mouthfuls of vomit. 
He shakily pointed to the Chief. "The smella€| its' like the rotting 
shit of babies slow churned in a cow dick grinding slaughter 
house ! " 

"No!" screamed the grunts. "It's like a carton of rotten eggs stuffed 
with old custard and dick cheese and whipped into a meat pie blended 
with dried spit and fried boogers ! " 

The jackals 's began shitting as they puked. "NO. NO. It's like the 
combined shit of ten thousand oriental farmers fertilizing an entire 
field of skunk cabbage FLOODED WITH menstruation JUICES!" 

The aliens all threw up again. Soon they ran out of bile and food and 
began to throw up their internal organs. They all died. 



The Chief finally yanked the pistol out of its holster and pointed it 
at the dead bodies which were covered in gory puke. "Alright bitches! 
I'm ready to rumblea€"oh . " He saw the river of vomit before him. 
"Again? Seriously." 

He waited for Cortana to say something bitchy to him. Nothing 
happened . 

" ' Tana?" 


The Chief looked around the big, looming swamp. Atop the tangled 
trees like spider legs, and roots like writhing serpents, a shadow of 
cobwebs was draped over the world. "a€ | Cortana?" He gulped. "Oh. 
That's right. I left you in Halo's Control RoomaC | for some reason. 
Let's just get going, then. I mean. I'll just get going." He stepped 
over the bodies and continued on into the darkened swamp. It was 
raining, and as he moved on the rain started to wash most of the 
swamp mud away from his armor. A couple species of swamp flora still 
went extinct, though. Further in, he came across a pelican (lol) . It 
was downed, and there was a message playing over and over again, 
static marring it. 

_"Shhhhh-unknown contact s-shhhhha€"possible-shhhhhh-captain 
keyesa€"-sshhhhhh-wubba wubba wubbaa€"shhhha€"hubba hubba wubbaa€"mub 
fub dub cub bub rub lub gub snub mud. La li lou le lo."_ 

"Hmmm, " said the Chief to nothing. He picked up the shotgun that had 
fallen out of the crashed Pelican. 

"You are the new Cortana," he said to the gun. "Now bitch at 


The shotgun said nothing. 

"Your pain is my pleasure, " the Chief said out of the corner of his 
mouth in a bad falsetto. 

"Shut up Cortana, " he replied to himself and laughed. Then he giggled 
nervously and glanced around at the almost pitch blackness around 
him. A strange howl came out of the night and was gone. It was like 
the cry of dying infant fading into oblivion. Heavy breathing came 
from just out of the range of the meager light cast by his flashlight 
and then was cut off with a strangled gurgle. 

The Chief shat himself. Then he shuffled into the mists, watching his 
motion tracker. The various random blobs of yellow light in the 
tracker seemed to make shapes, shapes that could mean anything. He 
saw eyes, a jagged smile, and a grasping hand. He also saw a cock, 
some balls, and a pair of apple bottom jeans with the boots with the 
fur. Suddenly, a shadowy figure ran across a cliff in the distance. 
The Chief looked, zooming with his pistol. Nothing. 

"Could have sworn I saw ObamaaC | " he muttered to the shotgun. 

He trekked on, finally finding a forerunner structure. It was easy to 
find it because of all the deafening gun fire; mysterious bullets 
were shooting out of the entrance at the Covenant forces that had 
collected around the structure, and they were too busy looking at 
porn and playing cards to notice him or the magic bullets. So the 



Chief pumped his shotgun in a somewhat sexual manner and prepared for 
battle. As he entered the clearing by the entrance the squad of 
Covenant looked up at him. Two grunt-manned turrets swiveled to aim 
at him. 

"Oh thank god," said the Chief. "It's time for a tension releasing, 
super exciting action sequence!" And it was indeed an awesome action 
sequence, so awesome that 

Elsewhere, Cercil Salstein awoke to a dingy storage room lit by an 
incandescent camping lantern. The rumbling in the earth that had 
awoken him gradually subsided, leaving only a nearby soup can to 
clatter forlornly from its shelf and to the floor. Cercil sat up 
blearily, rubbing his forehead with numb f ingersa€"the residual 
effect of some sort of anesthetic, possibly glue fumes. He looked 
down at his body. 

Where once he had had alien flesh covered by an elite's super 
efficient and useful blue tracksuit, now there was a mass of bloody 
ragged tears and deep burns that had fused the suit to his flesh. 
Dirty bandages covered the wounds, and various impromptu surgical 
braces that appeared to be made out of bicycle parts had been grafted 
onto his limbs. The surgery was the only thing keeping him from 
falling apart. 

Every nerve in his body on fire with agony, Cercil remembered all the 
times the Chief had defeated him. He growled. His eyes found the 
forlorn soup can that had fallen on his head, and he snatched it up, 
glaring down at it with furious rage. 

"a€ | _Covenan_ta€ | _0 ' s ! ?_" he snarled in utter frustration. Slowly, he 
crushed the can in his large alien claws, enormous gallops of tomato 
paste mixed with miniature pasta swords and pasta grenades bulging 
out of the cracks in the tin. His breath escaped from clenched jaws 
in a serpentine hiss. "_Marinara . 

"Hi, " said a very even and pleasant voice, one that might be at home 
with a church pastor. 

Cercil looked up to see a Covenant hunter standing over him. "Who ' re 
you?" he asked. 

"The name's Oz, my friend. I was the one who cured your wounds. 

You're welcome." 

Cercil stood up while licking the soup from his fingers. "I hope 
you're not expecting some sort of anal compensation, because I don't 
just go giving out anuses like that." 

Oz blinked his small barely visible eyes. "a€|No. I was told by a man 
named Alistair Conley that I needed to find you. And help you 
doa€ | stuff . " 

"Wow, my own slave? Give me a mirror, slave; I need to survey the 
damage that you've done to my byronesque figure." 

"Don't you mean_ 'saved your life, ' snapped Oz, grabbing a mirror 
off the shelf and handing it to him. 

Cercil glanced at his reflection. "Don't you mean 'why is there a 



gigantic black butt plug jammed into my skull?'" 


"Don't blame me! There was a hole, and all I had was Commander 
Darren's ten speed and his bag of personal effects." 

"I'll forgive you this time," said Cercil. "But next time, I won't be 
so forgiving . " 

"Okay, " said Oz . 

"Now, toss me another bag of those butt plugs, baby." 

And back to the Chief. 

After one of the most intense action sequences ever, the Chief put 
down the vorpal blade, shucked off his mithral cloak, and bid 
farewell to Mecha Bruce Lee. The bodies of a hundred Norrisbots lay 
scattered about the battlefield and the smoldering remains of the 
four horsemen of the apocalypse were piled in one corner. The Chief 
turned and walked into the building the Covenant had been guarding. 

As he came (lulz) into the facility he came (lulz x 2) across a very 
large elevator. Interestingly enough there was nobody there. He 
pressed a button and stepped onto the elevator. It zoomed down the 
shaft (lulz x 3), until it finally came (lulz x 4) to rest in a room 
that looked very similar to the entrance. The Chief hopped off the 
elevator and came (lulz x 5 20% DAMAGE BOOST) to the door into the 
inner sanctum. 

Then he stepped into a pile of blood. 

"Ew!" The Chief kicked the liquefied remains off his boot. Strangely 
enough the blood was Covenant blood. "Hmm. Covenant bodies, " he mused 
to himself. "That's strangea€"I ' ve never seen a Marine actually able 
to kill _anything._" 

He proceeded on into the facility, past strange sights of previous 
carnage. Strangely enough at some of the battle sites there were no 
bodies, only blood and plasma scorch marks. The Chief went to whisper 
into his shotgun's 'ear.' "I really hope that this doesn't mean 
Cercil is alive and is starting some sort of necrophilia 
harem . " 

"Shut up. Chief," he mouthed out of the corner of his mouth. 

The Chief turned an actual corner-imagine that-and came face to face 
with a bat shit insane marine. The man's face was drawn and pale, 
double chin jiggling like two gerbils fucking. Sweat poured off him 
in stinking torrents of fear. "Freaks! Freaks! I won't be like them 
I'll die first." He seemed to have wet his pants; all his fatigues, 
including his shirt, were colored dark yellow and dripped steadily at 
the edges. 

Also there was a giant lump in the seat of his pants. 

"Who ' re you calling a freak?" asked the Chief, towering over the 
cowering marine. 

"MONSTERS! Monsters! I can still hear them screaming! Oh god somebody 
help me!" The Marine began to cry like a child, waving the pistol 
around . 



"Okay, shut up, I've had enough of you," said the Chief. "On second 
thought, tell me what happened to my father. I mean, to Captain 
Keyes . " 

"Get away from me!" screamed the marine in utter terror. "Who are 
you? " 

The Chief's visor flashed. He leaned in towards the man's sweaty 
face. "What are you, _dense_? Are you _retarded _or something? I'm 
the _goddamn Master Chief 

"AH!" squeaked the marine, his finger twitching on the trigger. The 
SPARTAN's shield's flared. In an instant, the Chief had grabbed the 
poor man's wrist. He began to squeeze. 

"DON'T TOUCH ME!" yowled the marine as his wrist bones were 
compressed together. The gun dropped from his fingers. His other hand 
inched towards a frag grenade at his belt. 

"SonsaaC ! . sonsaaC ! sonsaaC i " 

"Ah-ah-ah, calm down there buddy, " muttered the Chief, tenderly 
breaking both the marine's hands so that he couldn't activate the 
grenade. It rolled away on the floor and into the shadows. 

"M-m-my hands, " stammered the marine, too much in shock to scream or 
cry. "You broke my hands!" 

"Ha. Yeah, well." The Chief patted him on the shoulder. The marine's 
clothing squelched, drops of yellow liquid expelling at the impact as 
if from a sponge. "Wow you sure did piss a lot," he said, rather 
awed. This mana€ i was not a normal human. 

The marine shook his head, hunching dejectedly over his now 
permanently useless hands. "No, no no no, that's not pee. That's _not 
_pee_a€ i 

"Sure smells like pee to me," said the Chief. He grinned. "Hey, I 
made a rhyme! Whoever said that white men can't rhyme." He paused "I 
am white, right?" 

The marine shook his head, pale flesh gleaming with sweat and tears. 
And pee. He nodded to his crotch. "Well, I did pee my pants. But 
that's not pee on the rest of me." He stopped. "Hey, I also made a 
rhyme." He sniffed. 

"Yeah, but you're deada€"I mean, going to diea€"I mean, white. 

Right?" the Chief clapped the marine jovially on the shoulder, 
shattering his collar bone. "So what is this yellow stuff?" 

The man shook in fear. And agony, from the broken collar bone. "_The 
things. _ The monsters. _They got all over me_. I only just escaped." 
He began to cry. 

"Ah, I see," said the Chief with horrified realization. "The Covenant 
impregnated you and you gave birth to a mutant hybrid monster in your 
pants . " 


"No. That's poo. 



"Oh, of course. Why didn't I think of that? It makes so much more 
sense!" The Chief slowly took a step back from the man. "So tell me 
about these monsters." 

The marine looked up at him. His face was drawn, pale, dark shadows 
under his eyes. It looked as if he had aged a thousand years in a 
day. Droplets of sweat ran down his face as he spoke, his lip 
quivering like that of a small child. 

"_a€ | ._the _Flood_. " 

"The Flub?" the Chief scratched his head. "You mean like Flubber? I 
love Flubbera€"both the classic film and the remake, as I think both 
had their charms: the original contained a great sense of the spirit 
of discovery, of the joy of science run amok; the remake had a 
beautiful, whimsical aspect to ita€"that of the dancing Flubber 
people representing society's norms lifted away to reveal pure, 
sensual spirit." 

The marine shook his head. "What are you_ talking_ about? I said the 
_Flood_. " He shuddered again. 

"Oh, the _Flug_. Gotcha." 

The marine struck his own face with his hand. "No god damn it! THE 
FLOOD. F. L. 0. 0. D." He shuddered one more time, droplets of pus 
and piss flying everywhere. 

The Chief drew back a bit. "Well geez. I get it already. Sheesh." He 
shrugged. "So what do the 'Flood' do?" 

The marine shuddered yet again. Sweat sprang off his body and the 
lump in his pants seemed to increase. And I _mean _the giant load of 
shit, not his oversized penis. God, get your mind out of the 
gutter ! 

"They doa€ | things . Do things to us. To the Covenant. It's 
nota€ | righta€ | " he began to wring his broken hands together, 
oblivious to the pain. 

"Wow, thanks for nothing," said the Chief. "What are you, a man I'm 
going to start hurting in the next thirty seconds? I mean, a 
civilian? Get a hold of yourself. Don't make me take of my helmet and 
hunker down tenderly next to you to show you that I'm a human too." 

Of course, he was just kidding. Even the Chief has standards of 
professionalism. 

Unfortunately, try as he might he was not able to get the Marine to 
talk sense on the subject of this 'Flubgd.' He even tried rabbit 
punching the poor man ten times, but that didn't work. Finally he 
gave up . 

"Look, I have to go on ahead and find all the people you left to 
die," said the Chief. He reached down and picked up the pistol. 

"Here, you can have this back." 

The marine ignored him, mumbling something incoherent. 

"Take the damn gun," insisted the Chief. He poked the marine with the 
weapon's barrel. "God damn it, take the gun you fucker!" All of the 



sudden there was a flash of light and sound. The Chief had 
accidentally left the safety off. The Marine crumpled to the ground, 
dead . 

"Oh no." The Chief stood there staring at the corpse in stunned shock 
at what had just happened. He looked down at the Marine, covered in 
piss, shit, and pus, lying there prostrate like some sort of smelly 
worshipper. His face looked almost peaceful. 

"I won't forget you old friend, whatever your name was," intoned the 
Chief solemnly. He stood at attention there in the middle of the 
room, lit by the flickering light of a nearby debris fire, his armor 
dancing gold and green. Low Scottish bagpipes began to play from 
somewhere. Then the Chief began to sing in the weary voice of young 
highland man. "Lay me doon in the caul caul groon. Whaur afore monie 
mair huv gaun . When they come a wull staun ma groon. Staun ma groon 
al nae be afraid. Nair mair shall a see the sun. For a fell tae a 
German's goon. Lay me doon in the caul caul groon. Whaur afore monie 
mair huv gaun. Whaur aforeaC | monie mair huv gaun." 

Then he arranged the body to look like a suicide. 

"How do you expect anyone to believe he pulled the trigger with 
broken fingers?" said the Chief sidelong to himself, speaking in his 
shotgun/Cortana voice. 

"Ha. Just leave it to a woman to ask a stupid question." 

The Chief and his hoe tromped up the stairs and through more stairs 
and up other stairs. He came across a large room with a towering 
glass walled container in the middle. It appeared to have been 
broken, and inside there was lots of slimy yellow liquid everywhere. 
It looked like mustard. 

"Ha. Weird. Maybe this is that 'Fudge' that crazy guy was talking 
about. Doesn't look like any fudge I'd ever want to eat." He came to 
a larger room with a light-bridge in the center, which he took across 
the room. Looking down, the Chief saw that a Covenant supply crate 
below had busted open, spilling needier clips all over the room. 

"Oh good, that's useful," he said. "I thought those crates had more 
Covenant in them all along!" 

He continued on into the next room and then went down a ramp, turned 
the corner, and found himself face to face with a locked door. 

"Oh no, a door! My one weakness!" He sidled up to the door and saw 
that there was some sort of hacking pad of human design attached to 
it. There was also a half devoured dead Covenant Elite body prostrate 
in front of the door, its blood smeared out in large amounts of 
copiously goopy purple text all over the door. The Chief ignored the 
writing and looked at the control pad. The entire pad was covered in 
the alien's blood and it looked like it had been trying very hard to 
lock that door. 

"Oh, kewl, the keypad is orange! Orange is my favorite color!" The 
Chief happily punched in some numbers. 

"Urn, let's see. I'll put in, uma€ | a six, first!" He pressed the six 
key on the keypad, which had a particularly fresh blood print on 



A strange squelching sound came from around the corner behind the 
Chief. He wheeled, raising his rifle as the squelching increased in 
volume and intensity. Have you ever heard a sponge? Well the sound 
was like a sponge, except it was infinitely more arousing. 

"O-kay, " said the Chief perturbedly. He turned back to the key pad. 
"Well, what the hell, let's go for another six." He noticed that the 
number key was now dripping human blood. "Huh, that's 
weird . " 

Suddenly the squelching sound came back with urgent, rhythmic 
intensity, like a blast beat of Black Metal band _Dimmu Borgir_. And 
just like with _Dimmu Borgir_'s new stuff, the intensity went away 
just as suddenly! 

"Well it's gone now." The Chief turned back to the keypad, which had 
grown horns. He stared at it for a moment. "Okay, I guess another six 
should do the trick." He poked the button, which was now glowing with 
hellfire and pulsing steadily under his finger. 

The Chief waited for the squelching sound to come again, but nothing 
happened. He shrugged and pressed enter on the keypad. The door slid 
open AND THE FUCKING DEVIL CAME OUT. 

"EEEEEEEEE ! " screamed the Chief in the exact pitch of a young girl. 

He raised his gun and shot it _many times_. 

The bullet riddled corpse of Mendoza fell through the door and slid 
down the Chief's body, its blank and yet somehow fey face running 
down his crotch piece with extra relish. 

"Oh shit, did I just kill Mendoza _again_?" The Chief knelt down by 
the body, thinking to himself out loud. "Okay Chief, don't worrya€"if 
the body is cold then he was already dead! Ah, but I can't feel his 
temperature through my gloves!" A horrible realization dawned on 
him . 

"I'll have to take his temperature. _ANALLY."_ 

Well I'll spare you guys the details, but let's suffice to say that 
things went a lot like you might expect. There was barely any pain or 
tearing at all. Oh yeah, and it turned out that Mendoza had already 
been dead so it was k. 

The Chief looked down at the body. He took a deep breath. "Lay me 
arse doon, ain a big fat one. Were afore, many gays have gun. When he 
cums, I shall suck his bung. Where afore many tongues have gun. Never 
more, shall I fuck tae bum. For a fell fer a lady's cun." 

He stopped. "Yeah, that doesn't work. Somehow I feel like I'll be 
seeing Mendoza again real soon." He glanced back at the door. "How 
would someone die leaning against a door? Unless... he was running. 
Running froma€"or to something. Yes, toa€"he must have been heading 
out for a booty call. Yep." The Chief dusted his hands off. "Case 
closed . " 

He went into the room beyond Mendoza's body and found a helmet. There 
were no bodies in this room, just an entire Pacific Ocean's worth of 



bullet casings and nothing else in the whole cavernous place. 


"I think at _least _one person shot a gun in here," said the Chief to 
his shotgun. "Call me crazy, I know; I can smell the powder." 

"Oh Chief, I'ma€"I mean, you're like a modern Sherlock Holmes!" 

'said' the shotgun. 

"If only I had some hard core shit to mainline just like the world's 
greatest detective." The Chief picked up the helmet with the 
intention of taking out the video disk. He started in shock when a 
severed head fell out of the helmet and rolled away. "Ah! George 
Lucas, you lied to me!" 

The Chief pulled out the video disk and punted the head off to the 
side. He put the disk into his visor receptacle or whatever and it 
started to play in his head. 

Interracial gay Covenant porn appeared on the screen. 

_Hunter Anal 7 : Foreskinners_ 

_ Directed by Low Chastity, the Same Company that Brought you Prophet 
Fuckers 1 through 21. _ 

_ Starring^ 

_Ano ' Ramee the Elite_ 

_Lekologinton Streal the Hunter_ 

_Fukfuk the Grunt_ 

_Cock-yard the Jackal_ 

_and of course, _ 

_ Tartarus, reprising his role as the 'Beast with Two Dicks. '_ 

The scene began with an elite working out on a stationary machine in 
short-shorts and nothing else. An enormous hairy bear like creature 
entered the room. 

"What's this!" said the Chief. "A new Covenant species?" 

"What you doin' there boy?" asked the bear-beast. 

The elite stopped jogging and leaned up against the bars of the 
machine. " JustaC | stretchin ' . " 

"Heh heh heh, " said the bear. "Maybe I can help you with 
that . " 

"I've always wanted to learn some new stretches," said the 
Chief . 

"Yeah, well, we lift pretty heavy weights in this gym, " said the 
bear. "So you'd better be able to handle some heavyaC ! stuff . " 

"Oh yeah?" asked the elite. "Like, what size weights?" 



The bear grinned. "Twelves. Thirteens. _Twenties_. " 

The elite giggled. "That does soundaC i hard . Is it hard?" 

"Oh yeah. It's hard." 

"I like this movie," said the Chief. He continued to watch. "Huh. 
Where's the stretching they promiseda€"oh, there it is. Hm. Maybe 
Mendoza would like this. I'll have to get him a copy next time I kill 
him. " 

The Chief switched to another part of the video disk, the screen now 
showing the inside of a pelican. Sergeant Sgt . Johnson was sitting 
across from the camera self consciously eating fried chicken and 
watermelon and chugging malt liquor. His eyes dared anyone to 
comment. There was music playing. 

"Sarge, why do we have to listen to this shit anyways?" asked a 
Marine sitting next to the guy who was recording. 

Sgt. Johnson put down his fried chicken and watermelon and walked 
over to the marine. He lifted the poor man out of his seat and shoved 
his quite wide nose into his face. 

"Did you just dis fitty cent you little piece of shit?" asked the 
black Sergeant. "What, you want to listen to some gay shit, you 
little bitch? You want to listen to some fucking pussy fag shit!? YOU 
WANT TO LISTEN TO SOME MOTHER FUCKING LADY GAGA DON'T YOU!?" 

"Dude," said the Marine. "50 isn't even that hard." 

Sergeant Sgt. Johnson shot him in the stomach and kicked his body out 
of the pelican. Then he spat out the bay door. "Hard enough for you, 
bitch? " 

Suddenly the recording skipped back, the damaged chip taking the 
Chief to a different part of the disk. 

A huge, hairy ass slowly descended towards the camera. 

"Maybe Mendoza doesn't need this diska€"I think that was his helmet! 
But then again I just saw his corpse and he had his helmet on, and 
his head on, so it can't be his." He fast forwarded to after the 
pelican scene. They were in the facility now, running through 
corridors . 

"So girlfriends," asked the person wearing the helmet. "Where is the 
Covenant ? " 

"I don't know. Do you hear that, though? Sounds like someone's 
watching _Renta€|_" 

"Oh that's my iPod," said the helmet marine. "I have it saved on 
video. It's the only thing on there. Multiple copies of it." 

"It really is Mendoza!" muttered the Chief. "This is so fucked up! 
That guy comes back to life so fast it's like he's dead in the past 
and alive in the futurea€"but also dead in the future!" 



They came across a dead elite body. Its chest was torn open. 

"Looks like something crawled its way out from the inside, " said 
Mendoza, adjusting his helmet and making the camera shake. "Too 
bada€"he looked like he was a pretty cute guy. Wait a minutea€"I 
think I recognize him from _Hunter Anal 16_!" 

"None of your gay agenda for today, Mendoza, " said Keyes as he walked 
into view of the video. 

"WHAT THE FUCK." The Chief punched himself in the head. "He's alive 
and dead and then alive and now he's dead but I JUST KICKED HIS HEAD 
ACROSS THE FUCKING ROOM RIGHT AFTER I SAW HIS BODY WHICH STILL HAD A 
HEAD ! " 


"I don't hear nothing," said the third marine, who had only one 
line . 

"No, no, listen. There's something coming." 

"Wait, Mendoza, haven't you been killed like eight times?" asked 
Keyes as he looked at the camera. 

"OH YEAH!? REALLY!? NO FUCKING SHIT!" screamed the Chief at the 
movie . 

Sgt . Johnson looked at the third marine who still had only one line. 
"And didn't I kill you too?" he asked. "I shot you and pushed you out 
a flying plane like half an hour ago. Right?" 

The Chief fast forwarded again in frustration. The squad was at a 
door now, the same door that he had just come through before this 
madness began. The corridor was dark and lit by a strange, eerie red 
light. There was another dead elite lying in front of the door. He 
had scrawled a message on it with his own blood and vomit; it looked 
like he had died from a wound to the stomach. 

_They are inside among us all die no no open don't open the door 
don't open the door don't open it don't open it don't open it don't 
open it don't open the parasite coming the parasite my flesh my flesh 
don't open the door fear don't flesh open the door don't open the 
door it is a prison a prison a prison so much flesh and blood pours 
out open the door don't open it don't don't don't don't don't stop 
stop stop stop stop the I can feel it moving inside me I can't feel 

my hands my legs it stole my eyes my eyes my eyes my eyes garn garn 

garn garn garn garn garn garn garn garn garn garn garn garn garn garn 

garn garn garn garn garn garn garn garn garn garn garn garn stop stop 

stop stop stop the please please please I can't feel hand feel hand 
blood flesh open inside me moving inside me don't open the door don't 
open the door don't don't stop 

Icanf eelitgrowinginsideofmepstopstopstotheyarewatchingopstopstostopwat 
chingmestopwatchingmeicanst illhe art hems creamf earinthemindcreatesf ear in 
thef leshpstopstopstoppstopt sopt sssa€ | okay guys let me break this down 
for you: the most evil thing in the universe is behind this door. If 
you open this door you will all die, if you're lucky, so don't open 
the door. I am going to die now, so bye._ 

_ P.S. Please delete my browser history before Commander Darren finds 
it . 



Johnson frowned at the message. "Huh. Somethin' aboutaC | 'gam'?" 

The message trailed off in a streak of blood that led to the Elite's 
severed fingers. It looked like it had chewed its own fingers off and 
gouged out its own eyes with the stumps. Something had left hundreds 
of huge gaping bite marks all along its body, and from the blood 
trails it looked like the elite had dragged itself through the door 
and locked it with the bloody stump of his left hand, smearing 
viscera all over the keypad in a desperate, bloody coat of purple. 
Also, someone had painted a swastika combined with a pentagram onto 
the door with liquefied shit, and there was a dead baby that had 
somehow become part of the metal door and was screaming with the 
voice of a thousand tormented souls as insects poured from its mouth. 
And also, through the small window in the door they could see the 
ninth circle of hell. 

"Let's open the door," said Keyes. 

The Chief got a sinking feeling in his gut. He wasn't quite sure what 
had tipped him off, but something was just slightly off about this. 
Something about the message on the door was a tiny bit foreboding, 
but he just couldn't place what it was. 

The door hissed open. 

And the Master Chief found himself staring at his own back. Startled, 
he pulled out the videodisk and turned around. 

Keyes, Sgt . Johnson, Mendoza, and the other marine stood there 
staring at him. 

"Chief! How the living heaven did y'all get here?" asked Sgt. 

Johnson . 

The Chief planted his hands on his hips. "I was just watching a video 
_of_ you, which I found _in _this room _in a helmet__. " He pointed to 
Mendoza. "In fact, that's YOUR helmet." He pointed to a severed head 
on the ground. "AND THAT'S YOUR FUCKING HEAD." 

The straw gay looked around shiftily. "No it isn't." 

"Yes it is, " said Keyes, looking at the head. "This is definitely 
yours, Mendoza." 

Suddenly, a plasma grenade flew out of nowhere and fused to Sergeant 
Sgt. Johnson's cap. Confused, he removed his cap and looked down at 
the glowing blue orb. "Huh, what's this? Some kind of racial 
slur? " 

The Chief gasped in horror. "Johnson, look out! It's a 
grenade ! " 

Johnosn's eyes flashed. "What! You think just because I'm a black 
soldier that I'm a member of the militant Black Panthers? YOU 
RACISTaC"" 

There was a flash of blinding blue light and a crackle of energy that 
engulfed Sgt. Johnson. A wave of force and heat blew the Chief and 
Keyes onto their backs, dust flying everywhere. The Chief coughed as 
he got to his feet, trying to clear his vision of the debris that the 



grenade had sent into the air. Where Sergeant Sgt . Johnson had been 
there was nothing but an African American scorch mark on the 
ground . 

The Chief fell to his knees. "Avery, no!" 

"There's nothing you can do for him now," said the Marine that had 
accompanied them, grinning triumphantly. He reached up and pulled off 
his own face. It was Eric the Jackal! "Ha! I got you, dude!" he 
gloated . 

Mendoza also laughed suddenly. The Chief turned towards him, 
realizing that the gay marine's voice had been completely different 
than its usual effeminate trill this whole time. He watched as the 
fake Mendoza pulled off his mask. It was Commander Darren and not 
Mendoza at all! Darren took out a plasma pistol. "I also got you, 
demon. Now prepare to die." 

Keyes shat himself in shock. 

"Oh, it's you," said the Chief "I like your movies. I think Mendoza 
did, too. Does. Whatever." 

"Wow, thanks," said Darren, taken off guard. "I mean, I don't think 
it shows how much work I put into my productions." 

"What movies, bro?" asked Darren confusedly. 

"Nothing," said Darren. 

"It's too bad you'll never get a chance to see them, Erin," added the 
Chief. "Because your head will be the first bouquet that I lay at the 
grave of Sergeant Johnson." 

"It's Eric, dude," said the jackal tartly. "Get it right!" 

Finally Captain Keyes caught up to what was going down, only about 
thirty seconds behind. "Well I'll be this! This explains everything; 
Mendoza was an alien all along!" 

"I don't think so," snapped the Chief with shocking anger in his 
voice, as if he had just seen his best friend murdered. Imagine that. 
He turned towards Darren and Eric, who paled at the look in his 
visor. "And as for you guys, wellaC | you ' re going to pay for lynching 
Avery . " 

Keyes ran up to the Chief. "There's no time, son! I have no idea 
what's occurring here, but we've got to beat feat out of here before 
more Covenant bastards show up!" 

"Buta€|what about Johnson!" whined the Chief. "And I want to murder 
them ! 

"I know, I loved him like a slave, but you've got remember, son: the 
black guy always dies first, anyways." 

The Chief stomped his foot. "NO! I reject your reality!" 

"Hold on here!" shouted Darren, brandishing his plasma pistol. "We're 
the ones with the weapons! Eric, darling, shoot them!" 



"I thought you'd never ask," said Eric. "Waita€"darling? 

At that moment the door behind the two aliens exploded outwards. A 
giant ejaculation of fleshy yellowish pus sacks erupted from the 
entryway, flooding into the room in an avalanche of tendrils, tiny 
pincer like teeth, and glowing yellow glands. 

The Chief pointed. "The fucking swine flu is finally here!" He shit 
his pants as the aliens were buried under a storm of yellow flesh 
that slammed them to the ground and buried them instantly from sight. 
The massive wave of parasitic creatures rose up, fifty feet high, so 
high it blocked out the sun which was actually a lamp on the ceiling. 
The Chief stared up, and up, and up, paralyzed with shock as the 
horrible squelching noise of olden times hit his ears. 

A hand-old, and yet strong and wiry-gripped his wrist. The Chief 
looked down. There in the shadows next to him stood Captain Keyes. 

The old man looked at him with an intensity he had never before 
managed in all his dramatic speeches, in all his authoritative 
glares, ever in his whole life. "Chief. _Run_. " 

Then the necrotic tsunami broke upon them with the sound of a million 
fleshy bodies slamming together. The Chief's shotgun was immediately 
jerked from his hands, and in another instant he lost the pressure of 
Keyes's grip as well. 

"Keeeeeyes ! " The Chief was tossed about in the sea of creatures, each 
one of them pricking at him with tiny pincers. His shields flared as 
he flailed wildly, trying to throw off the millions of assailants. 

His back found the wall with a painful thump. A billion fleshy bodies 
battered against the Chief's front as he edged sideways along the 
wall, feeling for the door. He found it. When the door opened the 
pressure from the mass of creatures sent both him and them flying out 
the door in a shower of twisting tendrils and limbs. The Chief 
tucked, rolled, and came up running. 

"Wow," he panted to himself. "I've heard of seasonal flooding, but 
this is ridiculous." 

Then he began to cry. He dashed up the rampa€"the wall of creatures 
hot (or squelch) on his heelsa€"and made for the door to the light 
bridge room. 

As the Chief busted out of the door, two shambling horrors greeted 
him. One was humanoid, half naked, and colored a horrible rotting 
yellow color. Its head had been pushed off to the side to make room 
for a large sprouting of tentacles. The other was hideous figure was 
alienoid, what appeared to be a Covenant Elite. Its head had been 
thrown casually over one shoulder like a flirty winter scarf. 
Tentacles protruded from a hole in its chest as well as from its 
groin . 

"Oh Christ, McCain and Palin are back!" But before things could get 
political he plowed through the two zombies, running head on. The 
zombie elite was knocked aside, but the human was not so lucky. First 
the Chief's pumping knee slammed into his crotch. The zombie squealed 
and fell to his knees, but the Chief simply charged straight into 
him; he knocked the zombie over and stepped on its balls again, then 
smashed its head like a rip melon as his other foot punched through 



its chest. 


"I am so scared." The Chief ran across the light bridge. Below, a 
battle was raging between the new threat and Covenant soldiers. "I 
could go down there and fight, but on the other hand, no." He 
sprinted on into the next room, finding himself back in the vaulted 
laboratory with the broken glass chamber. He looked around. "Hey this 
isn't so bada€ | " The entire room was full of the creatures. "For the 
worst room ever, that is." Some of them were holding guns. A zombie 
elite not a few feet away turned unsteadily to face him, raised its 
shotgun, and fired. 

"AAAH!" the Chief flung his hands up in front of his face, but it was 
too late for that; the blast from the gun went past him by a good two 
feet and scattered on the wall behind. 

"Close shave." The Chief plunged his fist into the monster's chest, 
flesh and bone parting like the yellow sea to his super powered 
strength. He touched the bulbous body of what he guessed was one of 
the smaller creatures, which had somehow found its way inside the 
reanimated corpse. He poked the blob, felt a pop, and watched as the 
entire beast fell over. 

"Guess you just couldn't cut it, huh?" he said the twice dead corpse. 
He knelt down and picked up its shotgun; he had lost his other 
shotgun in the first attack. "You are the new, new Cortana, " he said 
to the gun. He tried to make a little Cortana voice out of the corner 
of his mouth but his throat hurt so he stopped. The Chief felt sad. 
"All my friends are dead, " he said to the gun whom he had been going 
to name Cortana. "Every single one of my friends," he continued, 
talking to the gun whose name was Cortana. "Johnson, Keyes, 

MendozaaC | " he said to the gun, whose name was Cortana, named after 
Cortana. "I have nobody left to talk to anymore. This is so sad." He 
sighed and held tight to his body the shotgun named Cortana after 
Cortana. The Chief stopped. "Well, actually, I guess I do have a 
friend." He looked fondly down at the gun he had named Cortana. "My 
dick . " 

Then a million alien zombies piled on top of him from all 
directions . 

"AAARRGGH!" the Chief threw them all off at once, just like that 
scene from that one action movie. What was it? The one where they're 

all in a computer simulation, and there's that one guy who can 

control the simulation? Oh yeah, _Face Off._ 

"Take that you mother fuckers!" he screamed. He stood back up and 
looked around at all the downed combat forms. He walked up to one 
that was thrashing on the ground. "TAKE THAT!" a shotgun blast tore 
its entire torso off. "AND THIS!" another zombie lost half its entire 
body. "AND SOME OF THIS!" he blew the limbs off of a zombie one at a 

time and then tore its head off. "AND SOME OF THIS AND THIS AND 

THAT!" he stepped on the rotten kidneys of one of the creatures, 
doing absolutely nothing to its undead health. Then he shot it. 
"RAAAGH!" the Chief turned as more zombies barged towards him. "SONSA 
BITCHES!" he screamed, unloading shell after shell into the yellow 
forms. "SONSA BITCHES! SONSA BITCHES! SONSA BITCHES!" Grayish yellow 
stadium mustard blasted as if from a fire hose with every discharge 
of the shotgun, splattering golden brown everywhere. Scraps of 
mutated flesh pitter pattered every which way. "DIRTY SONSA BITCHES, 



SHIT!" screamed the Chief. He rounded on a zombie that had been 
sneaking up behind him with a sawed-off and punched it so hard that 
all its limbs exploded. Then he head butted its mangled torso out of 
the air and into the ground, where it exploded again. "COCKSUCKER . " A 
clump of infector forms rolled towards him. The Chief just roared at 
them with all his fury and rage. "GUESS YOU JUST COULDN'T CUT IT!" 
They all popped like water balloons. He turned. A zombie was 
shambling towards hima€ | except this one had been a woman. He didn't 
recognize her twisted, messed up face. Tears were tracking down her 
once beautiful features, and a golden wedding ring was on one finger. 
"COME GET IT SHE-BITCH." The Chief tore her in half like a taco, 
blood and rotten guts spurting everywhere. The entire room was 
covered in mustard. The Chief turned on the spot, staring around at 
the dozens upon dozens of oozing, pulverized corpses. He let out a 
breath of air. "Fuck. You. All." 

Then he walked on to the elevator room. The Chief mounted the 
elevator and strode over to the control panel. He pressed a button, 
then looked around at the elevator shaft suspiciously. "This fucking 
thing better go _up_, " he said to nobody in particular. "Because if 
it broke down and sent me all the way down to the fucking bottom 
floor I ' d be _pretty pissed_. " The elevator began to move. There was 
rumbling, creaking sound, and it started to drop ever so slightly. 

The Chief growled something unintelligible and drove his fist into 
the control panel, smashing half the electronics there. The hologram 
flickered for a moment. Then the elevator hurriedly began sliding 
upwards again in an almost apologetic fashion. "There. That's 
better." The Chief cracked his knuckles and stood in the center of 
the shaft, shotgun over one shoulder. When he got to the top he found 
a surprise waiting for him. 

Three actual, living humansa€"two men and one womana€"were hunkering 
down behind some crates near the wide entrance to the facility and 
taking potshots at anything that shambled down the incline from the 
depths of the swamp. One of them, a man with a large moustache, 
noticed the Chief and rushed over to him with a red face. 

"Are you fucking stupid?" he bellowed, right in the Chief's visor. 
"What are you doing out there in the open? You'll attract more 
walkers ! " 

"I didn't walk, I took the elevator." 

"Whatever, man. Just follow me, okay, before you get us all killed. 
This is a grim and gritty survival situation we're in, don't you get 
it?" 

The Chief followed the man to cover with the other two humans. The 
woman, an attractive woman of possibly Latin heritage, looked up from 
her sniper rifle and gave him a curt nod. "Where 'd this one come 
from, Hannigan?" 

The mustached man shook his head. "No ideaa€"he just wandered out of 
the fuckin' blue. It's a wonder he survived as long as us hardened 
survivors . " 

By this time the other man had taken notice. His piercing green eyes 
took in the Chief for a moment. He was white and male and had minimal 
facial hair, suggesting that he was the leader. "You military?" he 
asked in a manner that suggested he had also been military, a 



suggestion that was complemented by his green eyes. 

"Yeah, I'm military," said the Chief. "I am the military." 

Hannigan sneered through his mustache. "Ooo, a Spartan. An' all we 
are poor little Hell jmpersa€"Christ , the brass sure fucked us on this 
one . " 

"We're survivors from Keyes's group," said the woman. Indeed, they 
were all wearing heavy Hell jumper armor. "We got split up, and these 
things just came out of the walls. We fought our way to the surface 
and we're going to try and find a way out of herea€"maybe an airplane 
or a train-you know, robust and low maintenance transportation that 
doesn't require a lot of local infrastructure to keep running in an 
all out apocalypse like this. I'm Birch Tanner. This is 
Carson . " 

"Her ex-husband," said Carson, smiling tiredly. "We're slowly 
becoming closer through this situation, though I was previously 
distant with her due to my military past." 

"And beautiful green eyes," supplemented the Chief. 

"Yes, that too." 

"I had another husband but he died last year." Birch rolled her eyes 
and thumbed at the mustached man. "And this asshole is 
Hannigan . " 

Hannigan saluted. "Pleased to make yer ' acquaintance, _sir_. I hate 
everyone . " 

"I'm the Chief," said the Chief. "I also hate everyone. Of 
you . " 

"Come on, buddy," said Carson. "We're in this for the long haul, 
probably. Things can get pretty real out here. What's your 
name? " 


"The Chief." 

He shook his head and sighted down his rifle at an approaching Flood 
walker. "Have it your way. We already have a lot of dramatic tension 
and mysterious pasts in this groupa€"what ' s a little more, 
right ? " 

"I will have it my way," said the Chief. "Because I outrank all of 
you . " 

"Ooo-e, " exclaimed Hannigan through his mustache. "Not five minutes 
in and he's already trying to pull rank!" 

"You want some shit?" asked the Chief. "Because I've still got some 
in my pants . " 

"Stow it, Hannigan," snapped Birch. "I don't want to have to ever 
actually confront you about anything you say, only complain about 
you . " 

Hannigan spat tobacco through his mustache onto the Chief's foot. 



"Don't you get it? There ain't no chain of command anymore. There 
ain't no court marshal backin you up." His eyes were wild and nervous 
through his mustache. "We're on our fuckin' own out fuckin' here, you 
dumb bastard." 

"No chain of command," said the Chief. "Except I outrank you. In the 
chain of command." 

"As much as I hate to admit it, he's right," said Birch. "We're all 
alone out here, 'Chief'. You'd better get used to it and start to 
work together as a team with us . " 

"Yeah," said the Chief. "A team where I'm the leader." 

"But I'm the whitest and the most shaven," said Carson. "That makes 
me the leader." 

"More walkers incoming!" exclaimed Birch, wheeling around as the moan 
of a zombie echoed through the chamber. "Get that man a gun and let 
him earn his keep in our group of hardened survivors!" 

"Actually, I already have a gun." The Chief took out his shotgun and 
peered out at the swamp. "Did you say walkers? I don't see any power 
walkers, just a bunch of zombies." 

"He means zombies, idiot," said Hannigan through his mustache. 

The Chief looked over at him. "Then why didn't he just say 
that ? " 

"Fuck you, asshole!" Hannigan shoved the Chief in the chest through 
his mustache, hard, doing absolutely nothing because he was 
pathetic . 

"Shut the fuck up and start shooting!" yelled Birch. "This is not 
time for squabbling all the time like we always dramatically do all 
the time ! " 

"My face is constantly covered in dirt and grease!" exclaimed Carson 
between squeezing off shots from his rifle. 

"I'm the abrasive one!" shouted Hannigan through his mustache into 
the Chief's face. 

"We all talk in drawls!" exclaimed Birch. 

"Well, it was nice meeting you guys. I'm going to go, now." The Chief 
started walking up the ramp into the swamp, blowing away anything 
that got near him as he went . 

"What the hell are you doing!" roared Hannigan. "You'll never survive 
out there on your own! You need a group of diverse survivors with 
varying personalities that have interesting chemistry!" 

"And a woman whose bra-straps and nipples are always visible in this 
survival situation!" exclaimed Birch. 

The Chief shook his head. "It was nice playing with you guys, but I 
already have one of those. I've got to _walk_, " he punned 
coolly . 



"You'll never survive without us!" exclaimed Birch. "Nooo ! " A walker, 
I mean a Flood zombie, vaulted over their cover and split her head 
open with its tentacle arm. Tanned brains went everywhere. 

"Biiirch! NOOO!" Carson exclaimed. "A shocking twist death that no 
one saw coming because she was my love interest!" He opened fire 
wantonly as more flood zombies overwhelmed their position. A massive 
Flood tentacle speared up his anus and out his green eyes, killing 
him instantly, his eyes speared on two tentacle prongs like shish 
kebabs. "HURK." 

"OH NO! My moustache!" exclaimed Hannigan as a Flood zombie's fist 
punched through his mustache and his face, pushing his face out the 
back of his moustache. 

The Chief didn't hear any of this, for his attention was focused on a 
distant blue orb that was drifting from deep within the swamp. He 
blinked as it bobbed closer. The sound of humming drifted to him 
through the haze of smoke. 

The floating robot appeared in front of him. It was about the size of 
two metal basketballs combined, if basketballs can be said to be 
combined, with a large blue oculus surrounded by a shiny chrome 
encasement in a way that would have reminded the Chief of an atom if 
it hadn't reminded him of an egg. The robot glowed electric blue, 
especially from its single eye. 

"Oh, hello there, " came a decidedly upbeat voice from no discernible 
place on the machine. "I am 343 Guilty Spark." 

The Chief regarded the creature dubiously. "Are you a 
fairy? " 

"Certainly not! I am the monitor of this installation." 

He extended a hand. "My name is the Chief. I'm the hero of 
humanity . " 

"Your name is unimportant, organic, " replied the robot in that same 
cheery voice. "Like all your kin you are only meat, and meat is 
trash. Oh, it is wonderful to finally meet you, reclaimer! I am 
excited beyond all words!" 

"Always glad to meat a fan. I mean, meet a fan. What was all that 
about meat?" The Chief looked around nervously, looking for an exit 
would not lead to more shit ponds in this putrid world of filth. 

The small robot zipped up right next to his face. "Don't try to leave 
so soon, meat bag! I have business with your sweating, stinking 
carcass. There is something that needs retrieving from the depths of 
this facility, and only the palsy hands of a fleshling like you can 
retrieve it. After you!" 

"Do you feel funny?" asked the Chief. "Because I feel funny." His 
vision was beginning to go white. _0h no! I've been roofied! I'm 
going to be date raped by a metal soccer ball!_ 


Guilty Spark chirped in excitement. "Yes, the Index, it makes me 
aroused too, so I can understand your aberrance; power, especially 



power over flesh, has always excited my processors into rapid orgasm. 
But enough onanisma€"you must retrieve the index." 


Buzzing filled the musty air. "What!?" shouted the Chief as the 
golden light wrapped itself around him. "But I don't wanna fix a 
duplex!" His body began to fly apart. "AAAH! What's happening?" 

Then he and Guilty Spark exploded into a million golden fractions of 
light that flickered away until they were completely gone. The swamp 
went silent again, leaving only a single question hanging unspoken in 
the air: why is it that when a guy has sex with a lot of girls we 
call him a stud but when a girl has sex with a lot of guys we call 
her a slut? 

**Chapter Nine: A Day in the Life** 

"_Just your average walk in the park." a€"Caesar 
Augustus_ 

Lieutenant Oreo was not having a good day, again. 

She awoke to rhythmic squeaking punctuated by two sets of masculine 
grunts. Mendoza's bunk was above her. Oreo rolled her eyes with the 
practiced ease of a professional 

' f emale-character-in-any-online-series-written-by-a-neck-beard-loser ' , 
the motion popping the huge oreo cookie crumbs out of her eye lids. 
She had fallen asleep spooning a box of cookies, which was now 
empty . 

The revelry horn blew as the Lieutenant got out of bed and got into 
her fatigues, putting on a black and white undershirt before donning 
a black and white uniform and running a hand through sleep tousled 
black hair that stuck to white skin, almost as if she looked kind of 
like that particular iconic entity known for its delicious taste 
quality that is colored black and white: a cow. As she did this a 
half naked man awkwardly clambered out of the top bunk and waddled 
over to his own foot locker, cupping his genitals with obvious 
soreness. Oreo ignored this and used the bedpost to stretch out a bit 
before putting on her fresh, brand spanking new Helljumper armor, as 
well as a personal side arm. As she got in line with the other 
Helljumpers, who were all talking trash as they waited to grab their 
weapon off a rack (I have no idea how the military works, okay) 
another half naked man clambered out of Mendoza's bunk and sheepishly 
waddled back to his locker. Oreo tried not to notice this as well as 
the retarded trash talk that the Helljumpers were engaging 
in . 

"Bunch of open-mouthed faggots around here, " said one Helljumper to 
the room at large. 

"You should smoke cigars like me, " countered another, as he lit a 
cigar. "They'll make you a god damn sexual predator." 

"Ha, rapists and gaysa€"bet they both got AIDS, " said an asian 
Helljumper, whose name was Bruno B. Brown, know to his friends as 
Chink . 

"Sheet, we all know you jus' jealous cause you was _born_ with the 
clap. Chink, " laughed a black marine, so it was okay for him to say 
that . 



Instead of rolling her eyes Oreo told them to shut up. "Hey guys," 
she said, yawning half way through her sentence as she spotted yet 
another man climbing out of Mendoza's bunk, "Do you think you could 
maybe not make jokes about AIDS?" 

"Sorry new girl," laughed the Asian, "we wouldn't want to hurt 
Mendoza's feelings, would we." 

One of the men who had climbed out of Mendoza's bunk heard this with 
an expression of horror. At that moment a dozen half naked men 
tumbled from the bunk at the same time and scattered across the 
floor, collecting themselves and racing off towards their respective 
foot lockers. 

Oreo stared. "a€|Did anyone else just see that?" she asked, looking 
back at her new co-workers . 

"Huh?" asked the black marine, grabbing his rifle and checking the 
safety lock whatever thing. 

Oreo looked around at the quizzical faces of the Hell jumpers. "Okay, 
never mind." She, the last in line, grabbed her gun and turned to 
leave after the others. When she looked behind herself she was faced 
with an entirely new line of half naked men, all clutching sheets to 
their genitals and blushing in utter embarrassment. Oreo's glanced up 
at Mendoza's bunk, where a lightly tanned and stereotypically womanly 
ankle hung over the edge. Obviously the marine was going to miss roll 
call . 

"Oh, god damn it." Oreo irritably pushed past the line of confused 
Adonises and hopped up onto her own bunk to get a good look at 
Mendoza's. Her eyes bugged out. 

"I guess you set a new record, huh?" she rubbed her eyes, trying to 
get the sight of a Uranus sized anus out of her memory. But it would 
always be there, for the rest of her life. Like a scar. Like being 
raped . 

"Not really, " mumbled Mendoza, face down in the very white sheets, 
almost as if they had been bleached white by some white fluid, like 
bleach or paint. "You should've been there that night at __Cape Pito 
en Butthole_ back on Earth." 

"Should I?" She glanced over at the gun rack. All the half-naked 
Hell jumpers had left by now, leaving only Mendoza's extremely large, 
curved assault rifle with a bulbous head. Oreo shook her own head 
ruefully. "Get up, Mendoa, " she said. "You don't want to get dressed 
down by McKay . " 

"Oh, if only I were straight, I could have made a crack at that." 
Mendoza slowly peeled his body away from the bed sheets. "I need to 
get a shower before I head out, girlfriend. Will you cover for 
me ? " 


"You're such a mooch." Oreo felt faintly ill at the massive haze of 
bleach stench that swept over her. "Uh, yeah. Sure." She staggered 
off towards the door. "I'll see you later, Mendoza." 


Oreo was muttering herself when she slammed the barrack's shitty 



screen door closed and stepped out into the harsh morning light of 
the Butte. "That guy! Why do I always let him take advantage of me? 
How do other female soldiers deal with their one stereotypical gay 
friend?" With that thought, the Lieutenant began her patrol around, 
shall we say, the 'rim' of the Butte's whole area; Major Silva had 
the Helljumpers each do one patrol in the morning before going to the 
mess hall to eat breakf asta€"at least, that's what McKay had told 
her. Oreo wondered why she didn't see any of the other ODSTs 
patrolling at any other time of day. It was probably all one big 
misunderstanding . 

Oreo checked the XXXL sized breast pocket on her uniform to make sure 
her medication was still there. She jumped when the loudspeakers on 
the outside of the base suddenly crackled to life. 

"Attention, all peons! This is Major Silva speaking. Mandatory deep 
cavity searches of all non-ODST personnel will begin this month as 
scheduled, replacing the daily mandatory and highly invasive pubic 
and nasal hygiene inspection until I find a fit time to reschedule 
it. Also, Major McKay has informed me that some uppity young men and 
women have taken to putting panties and collars on the Covenant 
prisoners and leading them around the cell block. I will of course be 
handing out medals to all involved, so long as they are great, 
perfect, and awesome Helljumpers." 

"I'm sure he has his reasons," said Oreo. Her patrol route took her 
around the barracks again, and she stared hopefully at the screen 
door. "Damn, I wish Mendoza were here." She yawned and stretched her 
arms up into the air, rolling her eyes. "Gee, it sure is boring 
around here." 

"My boy!" said a voice behind her. She whirled to see the singular 
black Marine from before trotting up to her. He saluted her. "Private 
Keith Kinkaid, ma'am," he said smartly. "I was just trying out some 
of these ebonic phrases that everyone thinks I should 
know . " 

"Shouldn't you bea€"" Oreo stiffened. "I recognize that name! 

Sergeant Johnson said that one of those Covenant bastards was 
disguised as a black persona€"I mean, a Person of Colora€"named 
Keith ! 

Keith eyed her rifle. "It's true, of course. They stole my identity 
over the internet. Don't worry, though, because Major Silva cleared 
me for active duty." He winked. "I won't throw the contents of my 
sack at you." 

"What?" 

Keith rattled his gym bag. "My bag. Ia€"" he snorted and shook his 
head "the Covenant hid some of their agents in a bag last time, to 
smuggle them in." 

"That's reallyaC | weird . " Oreo lowered her gun and extended a hand to 
Keith. "Well, I guess if the Major cleared you, then you're okay. The 
name's Or-hei-o CrA”me." 

Keith shook. He had a very mild grip that seemed to belie his 
fearsome, muscularly tattooed aspect, marked with the likenesses of 
the likes of dragons and skulls. "Is that an Asian name?" he 



asked . 


Oreo nodded. "My great grandfather was a Japanese breast milk growth 
hormone technician. He spent his whole life obsessing over breast 
milk." She laughed, her gigantic tits bouncing. "They kept the name. 
Then she swallowed, holding back tears of despair. 

"I see. I'm from, urn, Argentina, myself," said Keith as they set off 
down her patrol route. He looked around. "Say, where is Mendoza? Is 
he not usually with you?" 

She sighed. "Oh no, not you too." 

Keith pursed his lips. "Ah, I see how it is. You think that because 
I'm black but don't speak in Sergeant Johnson's fake ebonies that I 
must be some sort of gay intellectual?" He shook his head. "Are all 
humans as racist as Johnson?" 

Oreo's face flushed with shame. "Sorry. But it's just that Mendoza 
seems to be some sort of quantum anomaly; he can't exist in a place 
with more than three men around without having sex with at least one 
of them . " 

"I hear that," said Keith. "I mean, I literally hear that because he 
has orgies in the bunker every night, and I sleep right next to you 
guys . " 

"Ugh, don't remind me." Oreo shuddered. "You don't _want_ to know 
what kind of shit soaks through his mattress and drips down onto 


Keith made a sympathetic noise. "Mhm. Tell you what: I'll patrol the 
landing strip for you so you can go get your morning food nipplea€"I 
mean, breakfast. Maybe that will make you feel better." 

"Oh wow, really?" Oreo shook his hand. "Thanks so much, Keith. We'll 
talk later, I guess." 

"Sure, okay, bye." Keith waved her away. 

Oreo jogged to the mess hall. As she went, the intercom system blared 
again . 

"This is Major Silva again. I would like to announce the completion 
of the long awaited feature film 'Lord Commander Major Silva the 
Savior of us All: An Educational Documentary, ' which was shot on site 
by some of our very own very special and talented Hell jumpers. 

Viewing this will also be mandatory. Everyday. For the next year. 
Major Silva out." 

Oreo shook her head as she pushed into the cafeteria and trudged up 
to the food line. Behind her, a pack of Marines barked and growled at 
each other, fighting over a pudding with loud yips and nips. The 
Helljumpers watched with amusement, then went back to staring at 
their own reflections in their silver lunch trays and preening. 

Oreo slammed her own tray down on the sliding counter and looked at 
the cook. "Feed me." After stocking up with a hearty meal of one 
jell-o cup and two fruit roll ups, Oreo turned and walked towards the 
Helljumper's super awesome table in the center of the cafeteria. The 



Helljumpers all looked up at her as she made to sit down in an open 
space. As one they moved to block her, shifting so that there was no 
longer any room for her to sit. Some of them glared at her and 
whispered behind their hands. 

_"I heard she and the Chiefa€""_ 

_ "What a slut. What a total slut."_ 

_ "She's such a bitch whore slut. I heard she and Mendoza fuck all 
the time . "_ 

_ "Slut . 

_ "She has a huge vagina. "_ 

They giggled amongst themselves. 

"Huh. I'm having flash backs to high school, except nobody's trying 
to kill me all the time." Oreo sat down at an entirely unoccupied 
table and began to eat. She took a sip of her coffee. It was the 
worst god damn coffee in the world. Somebody sat down next to 
her . 

"Heya€|uh, can we sit here?" asked the Marine. He grinned 
sheepishly . 

"Yeah, sure." Oreo chewed on her fruit roll ups while looking him 
over. He was a very pale and flabby person and had an odd manner to 
him, as if he were not comfortable in his own skin. He was also 
extremely short. She felt immense sympathy welling up in her for 
another sufferer of white guilt. 

"Cool!" said a voice from her right. Oreo swiveled in her seat to see 
a rather tall and lanky Marine sitting down on her opposite side. He 
grinned at her with small, pointed teeth. 

"Oh, hi," said Oreo. She ate some jell-o in the silence that 
followed. It had pine apple chunks. 

"My name's, uh, Julius," said the short Marine, extending a pudgy 
hand to her. He was a bit fat as well as being a lot short. Oreo 
shook with him. 

"Nice to meet you," she lied. "I'm Oreo." 

"Cool name," said the tall and the thin Marine. "I'm Pompey." 

Oreo forced a smile. "Hi. Why aren't you guys sitting with the 
others?" She nodded at the Marine's table, which was a bright yellow 
plastic table covered in dried gum. A pack of Marines sat at it, 
drooling and smashing their own faces into plates of gruel. 

"Oh, uha€ | we ' re new here," said Julius. "Uha€|we uha€ | " 

Pompey laughed nervously. "It's cool, Julius. We just came in 
fromaC | a drop ship. We are survivors." 


"Survivors of what?" asked Oreo. 



Pompey's eyes darted about. "Death." 

"Ah." She nodded sympathetically. "You mean you're from the Chief's 
division . " 

He nodded quickly. "Right. That's right." 

Julius burst out: "Hey, uh, so, how about this food? It's pretty 
great, huh?" 

Oreo looked at him skeptically. "I thought it was terrible, 
actually . " 

"Uh, yeah. I'll say," back tracked the short, pudgy Marine. "I mean, 
I'd take the food nipple over this any day." 

Behind Oreo, Pompey made frantic head shaking motions. 

Oreo was confused. "Huh? Food nipple?" she eyed Julius suspiciously. 
"Heya€|wait a minuteaC i " 

Behind her, Pompey slowly removed a Covenant energy sword from his 
pocket . 

"I know what's going on here!" said Oreo, sitting up. "YOU'RE SOME 
KIND OF BREAST MILK FETISHIST." She threw her arms up. "God DAMN IT 
how do you people find me!? LEAVE ME ALONE." She stormed away, 
leaving her tray behind. 

Pompey sighed in relief and holstered his sword. He glanced at 
Julius, who was shaking with nerves. "Hey, bro, it's cool," he said. 
"We can do this. Just wait for the signal." 

"Uh, right." Julius wiped sweat from his brow. "The signal. Are the 
others in position?" 

Pompey smiled evilly and tugged at the side of his face, revealing 
alien flesh beneath. "Oh yeah. It's _cool_. " 

An ominous organ hummed around them. Everyone in the mess hall turned 
to the source of the noise. Oreo stopped at the door and looked too. 
Pompey and Julius both began to sweat heavily, until they realized 
that the sound had come from the wall behind them. They turned to see 
that someone had started up a movie projection on the far wall. The 
intercom was broadcasting ominous organ-synth music. Vomit inducing 
marching band music played as the movie began, and a male voice that 
seemed strangely familiar to Oreo blared over the 
speakers . 

"_Hell jumper Product ions- ' Feet First into Hell' Presents: Lord 
Commander Major Silva: Savior of us Alla€"an Educational 
Documentary . 

The Lieutenant's black eyes began to bulge. She pulled frantically on 
the door, but it would not open. Somebody had locked them into the 
room . 

"Hello there, little Timmy." 


Oreo turned back to see a horrifyingly cute cartoon boy in a Little 



League uniform, standing in empty space and looking around curiously 
for the source of the narrating voice. 


"Oh my god what is this shit_a€"" _She slumped into the doorframe, 
mouth gaping open in Lovecraftian horror. 

One of the Marines shushed her angrily. "Shut up, slut, this is my 
favorite part ! " 

"Off to the footballs game, eh' Timmy?" said the voice of the movie. 
"Yes, America's favorite paste-time. But wait: before you go enjoy 
fine day old American cuisine and pent up homosexualust expressed 
through groping and phallic violence, you might want to learn about 
who it is that makes a day at the balls game possible!" 

The cartoon Timmy nodded vigorously. 

"It's all thanks to our lord and savior Major Silva! Why, without 
Major Silva, fine things like pumpernickel and mom's homemade apple 
slash hair pie would not exist. Why, without his careful, considered 
leadership and saint's soul, everyone you love would be torn apart by 
ravenous huns and raped by romanskees. Is that even a race? I don't 
know. You would DIE, is what I mean. Everyone you love would die, and 
their corpses would explode in the sun, and you would weep every 
night for the rest of your miserable life." 

"Cercil?" said Oreo. 

"And furthermore, Timmy, the very reason your fine, supple little ass 
is still being pumped round and round with delicious, glorious blood 
is that Major Silva, savior of us all, had the great, 

incomprehensible wisdom to command our old pal Master Chief to go and 
rescue mean ol ' captain Keyes. Why, I bet you didn't know that it was 
only at his behest that we all ARE ALIVE? With Captain Keyes's 
tactical advice, we've been able to formulate an effective plan 
against usa€"I mean, mea€"I mean, those darn heathen Covenants. 

Better dead than reda€"or non-white, whatever." 

The triumphant trumpeting music changed to ominous organ 
synths . 

"But even good ol ' Captain Keyes can make mistakes. Any man can 
overstep his bounds, just like our old pal SATAN did in Paradise 
Lost. If you don't catch the simile I'm making here, it's that 
Captain Keyes is Satan and Major Silva is God. I impress myself with 
my own intelligence sometimes." 

Oreo wiped sweat from her brow. Everyone else in the room was staring 
raptly at the projection. 

"You might also be interested to know, " continued the cheerful voice, 
"that just like those heathen rice eating duck fucking pagan japs, 
Captian Keyes plans to DESTROY EVERYTHING YOU HOLD DEAR." 

Everyone in the room gasped. Little Timmy's face had become a 
featureless mask, the eyes replaced with two round spinning 
disks . 

"This is so retarded," said Oreo. "I mean, differently 
abled . " 



"Yes," continued the voice jovially, "you can't trust anyone. So 
remember: trust only Major Silva, because everyone wants to fuck you. 
Jeez, where was I? Sorry. I got kind of caught up in the moment. In 
the moment. _In the moment. _That ' s the code word, by the way. 
_Moment_. " 

Plasma fire erupted from one corner of the room, showering over the 
occupied tables. People shrieked as immensely heavy loads of plasma 
hit them, finally killing one. Oreo gave a gigantic scream. A second 
later, a masterpiece of a plasma grenade skidded across the table and 
detonated, spraying them all with burning hot death. Oreo dove for 
cover behind the counter. She pulled out her pistol and peeked around 
the corner as the projected movie continued to play. 

"_Moment, " _rambled the narrator. "That's the super-secret signal, by 
the way. I hope you're all attacking now. I'm getting paid by the 
hour, by the way." 

She saw the source of the attack: a Covenant Elite and Grunt were 
hidden behind an over turned table, taking pot shots at the scattered 
Marines and Hell jumpers. People were dying left and right. Oreo 
noticed two discarded rubber human suits near the aliens. She shook 
her head; no time to worry about that, or why Major Silva's 
brainwashing propaganda that he had Cercil, of the Covenant, narrate 
had had a secret message in it for the Covenant, telling the Covenant 
that had infiltrated their ranks to attack while the humans were 
being brainwashed by a movie that Major Silva had made for the 
Covenant . 

"My god," she hissed under her breath in horrified realization . She 
looked off to her right and saw that the cafeteria cooks were all 
dead; their throats had been cut by the aliens as everyone was 
distracted by the film. She looked into the dead, tragic eyes of the 
Mexican barista. 

_a€ | No me gustaa€|_ 

Oreo gritted her reeth, then corrected herself and gritted her teeth. 
She stood up, aimed her pistol, and fired off a crack shot at the 
grunt. The diminutive alien spun to the ground, blueberry ice cream 
ejaculating from his head. The Eeite screamed in rage. 

" Juuuuuulius ! WE WILL NEVER HAVE A FOURSOME WITH THE TWINS 
AGAIN ! " 

He stood up and started firing at Oreo, who was making for the door. 
By this time the Marines and the Helljumpers had collected themselves 
enough to find each other's dicks with the help of a map and a 
flashlight. As Oreo dove for the door they returned tepid, measly 
fire at the elite. His shields flared and he ducked down out of sight 
with a curse. 

"Geta€ | open ! " screamed Oreo, smashing her foot into the lock. It 
would not budge. The Elite poked his head out and shot off a plasma 
bolt at Oreo. It hit her on her armored back, doing no damage but 
making her stumble forwards from the impact. One of her tits swung 
wildly and smashed into the door. Immediately it was torn out of its 
frame and slammed into the opposite wall, splitting in half as it did 
so. Oreo ducked out of the room, then poked her head back in. 



"Can you guys handle this mook?" she asked the Helljumpers and the 
Marines . 


They were all dead. 

"a€|God damn it." 

"Ah ha!" said the Pompey the Elite, jumping out from behind cover. He 
aimed his gun and fired at her exposed head, but he was out of charge 
from killing everyone. The rifle fizzled impotently. 

"Fuck. " 

Oreo shot him in the head with her pistol. Pompey flipped over 
backwards, dead. 

The Lieutenant turned back to the hallway at large. It was utter 
chaos. Herds of techies stampeded, chased by packs of slavering 
marines who had been spooked by the Covenant attack. Plasma bolts 
flew from the plasma rifles of cloaked plasma elites, searing and 
scorching the assembled masses. Oreo shot a grunt with a panty hose 
on its head and a collar on its neck who was chasing after a Marine, 
waving a dildo. Her mind raced as she took cover around a corner, 
around which a group of Jackals were trying to hack the door to the 
Hell jumper's private vomitorium and bathhouse. There were too many of 
them for her to take out on her own. 

"Wait up!" Keith the Helljumper from that morning came barreling down 
the corridor towards her. "Lieutenant," he gasped, "we're under 
attack!" He had his plasma rifle ready and everything. 

"I know," said Oreo grimly, "and I have reason to believe Major Silva 
is to blame. The man's insane!" 

"This may sound inane," said Keith, "but I think you're right. He's 
turned the butte into his own personal mad house." 

"Right! Help me take out these Jackals," said Oreo. 

Keith pulled out a plasma grenade and threw it at the Jackals. They 
squawked in surprise and exploded. 

Oreo nodded in approval. "Good job, Keith. Now we have to make a trip 
to the Command Center. Maybe if we can stop Silva, we can stop this 
attack . " 

Keith nodded. "Right. Cut off the head and the serpent dies." 

Oreo nodded. "That doesn't really apply, since Silva is a traitor not 
their leader, but let's go." 

They made for the exit, which had a sign called exit over it. Some 
Covenant chased them down the hall and Keith returned fire with his 
plasma rifle. Oreo watched him do this, then gave covering fire so 
that they could escape through the push-door unharmed. 

They stepped out into the night, even thought it had been morning an 
hour ago. It was also raining dramatically. A buzzing sound caught 
her attention and Oreo looked up to see swarms of Covenant drop ships 



swooping in to drop off their cargo. Human pelican drop ships were 
exploding left and right, as were human bodies. Some marines tried to 
return cover fire with their guns, but guns generally don't work 
against space ships unless they are also space ship guns. Protip: 
they all died. Oreo shook her head and headed towards the command 
center with Keith. They kept their heads down so as not to attract 
unwanted attention. But unwanted attention found them. 

Mendoza came flouncing up as they were almost to the command 
door . 

"Oreo," he gasped. "The Covenant attacked us from behind! We never 
saw them coming! They came from behind!" 

"I get it," she said, rolling her eyes. "Very funny Mendoza." 

"I thought so." Mendoza looked at Keith. "Who's your cute 
friend? " 

"This is Keith," said Oreo. "He's a Helljumper." She paused, arching 
an eyebrow at Keith who sheepishly hid the plasma rifle and plasma 
grenades behind his back. "Who uses Covenant junk, I guess." 

"I wouldn't mind using some Covenant junk," said Mendoza, glancing 
around at the hordes of alien warriors inundating the whole of the 
butte with their burning hot liquid death. 

"Ew. Mendoza, really?" asked Oreo with some disgust as they finally 
reached the back door to the command center. "I mean they're aliens. 
That's just sick, if you think about it." 

"It is my sacred duty to poke tap all male booty." 

"Even when it's non-human?" 

"Actually," began Mendoza. 

Oreo cut him off. "We should go: Silva's office is in the center of 
this building." She motioned for them to follow her through the door. 
Mendoza closed and locked it behind them. 

A quick recon revealed that there were Covenant patrolling 
everywhere, as if they had made it a point to secure Silva's command 
center first for some fucking reason. 

"We have to be stealthy," said Oreo sagely to the others. They nodded 
and set off down a side passage, taking a less direct route to 
Silva's office. A passing Elite patrolman walked down a side corridor 
and they all gasped, standing perfectly still. He walked closer and 
closer and stopped fifty feet away. His cone of vision fell just 
short of them and he turned and left. They breathed a sigh of relief, 
only to re-inhale that sigh when another Elite came around the corner 
behind them. 

The blue armored alien looked down at the ground. "Hey, whose 
footprints are these?" 

"Shit!" Oreo grabbed the others and pulled them around a corner. When 
the elite started to pass, investigating the wet prints, she stepped 
out and karate chopped him in the neck. The Elite grunted and 



crumpled to the ground. 


"Smooth moves girl," said Mendoza. Keith nodded as well, and they 
proceeded on to Silva's office, only to find that there were two 
veteran Elites and four Jackals guarding it. 

Oreo took note of the impressive troops and ducked back around the 
corner. She turned to her friends. "It's bad out there," she said. "I 
don't think we can take them." 

Keith peeked around the corner. "That silver bastard really did 
ita€"he betrayed us." He looked at Oreo with resolution on his face. 
"We've got to do this Lieutenant. Remember, cut off the snake and the 
head dies . " 

"What?" Oreo shook her head. "Never mind. We just need a plan, some 
way to distract thema€ | " Her eyes fell on Mendoza. "I can't believe 
I' doing this, buta€|hey MendozaaC | what did you say about wanting to 
try out Covenant junk?" 

Mendoza grinned. 

Minutes later he rounded the corner dressed in nothing but daisy 
dukes and a knot-tied shirt, as well as a pink latex thong that bit 
into his hips. He waddled on high heels towards the guards, crotch 
bulge clearly visible. 

One red elite nudged the other. "Hey, Pyrrhus, check this shit 
out . " 

"God damn it Africanus what is it now?" barked the other, looking up 
from his iPhone. His eyes raked across Mendoza. "What 
thea€ i fuck? " 

Mendoza smirked sexily at the guards and slapped his own ultra 
muscular ass. He beckoned for the aliens to follow with a single 
crooked finger, making kissing noises with his blowjob lips and 
rubbing his smooth shaven belly. 

They all instantly became gay. 

Keith poked his head around the corner to look as Mendoza led the 
guards away. 

"I'm not sure if I'm glad that worked or not." He shrugged. "Good 
thing we were out of the range of the attack." 

"I know what you mean," said Oreo, still half not believing what she 
had just allowed to happen. "I think unleashing Mendoza on them 
qualifies as chemical warfare. If semen is a chemical." She glanced 
at Keith. "a€ | You were standing a little close to the corridor when 
it hit, actually." 

"Hey, I'm fine." Keith gave her an incredibly awkward wink. "Say, why 
don't you walk on ahead of me, girl, so I can observe your behind 
covertly . " 

"a€| Right." Oreo looked worried but turned and opened the door to 
Silva's office. Keith followed Oreo inside and closed it behind him, 
looking nervous as well. 



Major Silva sat there in the darkness as his flickering monitor 
flickered onto his face with an eerie silver light. He was gripping 
the silver arms of his silver chair, silver glasses glinting in that 
silver light. 

"Ma jora€ i _Silva_, " intoned Oreo. 

Silva looked up from his computer and casually closed all five 
hundred and fifty nine tabs of gay fury cub scat porn. "Ah. Oreo. And 
you brought a friend. What is this about. Lieutenant? Surely you 
should be outside fighting the Covenant." He grinned, the silver 
fillings in his mouth glittering ominously off his silver 
eyes . 

"Don't try that bullshit on me," snapped Oreo. "I know your game. I 
saw your movie. I saw your guards. You sick son of a bitcha€"how 
could you betray humanity like this?" 

"It's quite simple," said Silva, standing up. He was wearing a silver 
business suit. He walked over around the desk and picked up a silver 
golf putter, then began putting a silver golf ball around the 
miniature golf course in his office while Oreo watched. 

He putted beneath a chrome bridge. "Surely you can understand what 
it's like to bea€|_under appreciated_. " He glanced at her rack. "Yes, 
I think you can, being a woman f roma€ | JAPAN . " 

Oreo gasped. "How did you know I was from Japan?" 

"You have quite the impressive file," said Silva. "Scientist father, 
early military service, breast milk donations to the "Mothers Without 
Boobs' foundation." 

Oreo sneered. "That's enough. I'm placing you under military-type 
arrest , Major . " 

Silva continued to ignore her. "No husband or children, parents dead, 
nothing to live fora€|the perfect soldier. Or are you?" He grinned. 
"Tell me, Oreo, what do you remember about your parents?" 

"Sit down, sir, " said Oreo, her finger caressing the trigger of her 
pistol . 

Silva laughed. "Lies. Lies within lies within lies. Tell me, what do 
you think of the color _silver_? A simple color, almost innocuous. 

But shown to a certain woman, a woman who never saw the sun until she 
killed the enemies of the Earth beneath it, a woman without a past or 
a futureaC | a woman programmed to sleep walk through life until she 
saw that one specific color known as silver." He flashed the silver 
pin on his silver suit. "Run, silver. Jump, silver. Kill, silver. 

Die, silver. A woman chooses. A slave obeys. Would you kindly-" 

Oreo shot Silva in the knee. Blood sprayed everywhere as he 
collapsed, screaming in agony as bits of bone tinkled across the 
floor. He writhed in agony. 

"I told you to sit down," said Oreo. "Cuff him, Keith." 

"Oha€|I don't think so," snarled Silva, his words making blood bubble 



through his bloody teeth even though he had been shot in the leg. 
Corporal McKay stepped from the shadows behind Keith wearing silver 
armor and totting a silver shotgun. 

"Drop the gun, slut," said McKay. Keith put his hands up, his 
Covenant plasma rifle falling onto the floor. 

"Oh god damn it." Oreo's pistol fell from her fingers. "McKay, don't 
you get it? Silva betrayed _the human race_. That includes everyone 
in this room . " 

"That's right," said Keith. "Everyone." 

McKay sneered. "The human race? Who said anything about the human 
race? I just _hate you_. " 

"I HAVEN'T DONE ANYTHING," Oreo screamed. 

"Shall I make a list?" spat McKay. "First you waltzed in and stole 
the Chief away from me with that cow's rack and whorish attitude, 
then you had to muscle into the Helljumpers and corrupt my boys, you 
little whore ! " 

"I don't buy it," said Oreo, staring at the wall as McKay aimed the 
shotgun at her back. She backed into the barrel of McKay's shotgun 
and looked over her shoulder. "If you really want me dead, McKay, if 
you really want to betray the human race for no good reason and 
follow this crazy bastard, then shoot me. Look me in the eyes and 
shoot me . " 

"Okay," said McKay, and pulled the trigger. 

But Oreo was already moving. She pirouetted around, her left tit 
slapping into the shotgun from the side. The blow smashed McKay's 
fingers and tore the weapon from them. She screamed. Oreo drew her 
assault rifle in the same motion that she used to kick McKay over 
onto her ass. She kept Silva in her sights as Keith secured McKay 
with Covenant energy bonds, drawing his plasma pistol to help Oreo 
cover the room. 

"That's enough," she said. "You will come with me. Major Silva, and 
you will tell the Covenant to call off the attack." 

Silva opened his mouth to speak but at that moment the door opened. 
For a fraction of a second Oreo swung her gun to aim at it, but it 
was only Mendoza. He stepped into the room and zipped up his 
fly . 

"Hey guys, " he said dreamily, not paying attention to the world 
around him. "I managed to slip all of them!" 

"Oh wow, you actually managed to escape?" exclaimed Oreo. "Good 
job ! " 

Mendoza looked at her. "What?" 

Then Keith shot him in the head. Mendoza fell over dead, a smoking 
plasma hole in his face. 

" MENDOOOZAAAA ! " shouted Oreo, turning as if in a dream to aim at 



Keith. It was too late. He knocked the gun out of her hand with one 
hand, then, with the other hand, punched her in the body. She fell 
over, the wind knocked over at his incredibly surprising 
strength . 

Strength that onlya€|.an ALIEN COULD HAVE. 

DUN DUN DUN. 

Keith's body was shed away like a rubber suit, and from it emerged 
Kit Fisto the Special Operations elite. He aimed his plasma pistol at 
Oreo . 

"OH MY GOD!" exclaimed Oreo from the floor. She pointed at the Elite. 
"You were a woman all along?" 

"Yes Liutenant, " said Fisto. "You're a damn good soldiera€"compared 
to the other humans, at least." She narrowed her eyes. "But so am I." 
She attached more energy bonds to Oreo's wrists. 

"You were an alien all along! AGAIN! You bitch!" exclaimed Oreo, 
straining to get free. She spat into Fisto 's yellow eyes but the 
Elite ignored it. 

"Hey, what about me!" complained McKay. "Untie me. We had a 
deal ! " 

"Whatever." Fisto ignored them both and turned towards Silva. 

"So. I upheld my part of the bargain," said the Major, grinning 
smugly at the agent . 

Fisto nodded. "By now we'll have secured the whole of the butte." She 
glanced at Mendoza. "I think we lost some men to that one's ass, plus 
we had to take down a few on our way here, but other than that there 
were absolutely zero casualties. So much for your Hell jumpers. 

Major . " 

Oreo glanced at Mendoza's smoking body. Mendoza was dead. 

And he was _never _coming back 
Never . 

Really . 

I promise. 

"They were good men," said Silva. "But I know when to cut my losses." 
He rubbed his hands together greedily as he limped over to Fisto. 
"Like I said, I want it all: a respected command of Covenant Forces, 
my own army, my own title, my own ship, my own fleet of ships, my own 
planet, country, state, religion, star, sun, galaxy and my own harem 
of green skinned alien bitches." He leered. "Perhaps you'd care to 
join it? I've always been attracted to strong women, unless they were 
Corporal McKay there." 

"Wow, thanks," said McKay. 

Kit Fisto eyed him. "You'll get what you deserve soon enough, human. 



And by that I mean I will betray you." She glanced down at the 
captive Oreo. "First you and your lackey will help me carry this 
' Or-ie-ho' human with us back to the Truth and Reconciliation. We may 
yet need her." 

"What was that about betrayal?" asked Silva. 

"Nothing," said Fisto. 

"Good. You better not try to get anything past me," added Silva. 
"Because I am the master of betrayal, obviously." 

The Lieutenant hung her head. It was all over. The human resistance 
on Halo had effectively been crushed and their nearest commanding 
officer had betrayed them, masterfully. The only hope they had now 
for stopping the Covenant from taking over Halo was Captain Keyes and 
the Chief, wherever the hell they were now. 

Oreo felt super emotional womanly defeat tears rolling down her face. 
She threw her hands up to the ceiling and screamed in frustration and 
despair . 

"Nooo ! " 

Jours latera€|_ 

Commander Darren sat slowly back into the shadows of the Shade drop 
ship and lit his plasma cigar, letting the rippling in the air from 
the vibration of a dozen other sleek maroon craft outside the hull 
massage his muscles into relaxation. The squadron was returning to 
the Truth and Reconciliation. He inhaled blue fumes, his yellow eyes 
narrowing in satisfied bliss. 

Sitting across from him, the elite in purple armor raised 
cartilaginous eye-bumps in mock concern. "Suckin' down on a faggot? 
Those guys'll kill ya." 

"I always smoke a plasma cigar after a successful operation," said 
Darren, blowing a ring of pale blue exhaust into his inferior's face. 
"It's better than sex. Well, some sex." 

"Straight sex, right?" The elite sniffed laboriously, as if trying to 
steal all the air in the compartment, the broken wheel of blue fog 
bending into his nostrils. "Nice rim of smoke. Commander. Nice job on 
those rims. " 

Darren placed the cigar between his forefingers. ""Rim job", I get 
it. Very funny. Who are you, again? I don't remember letting you onto 
my ship . " 

An elite in black armor poked his head out of forward compartment. 
"You called for me, sir?" 

"No, Rim job." Darren waved him away. "Update me when Kit Fisto sends 
in her operation report." 

Rimjob stepped into their compartment. "I just got her report, sir. 
After we took out the main of the human resistance, she stayed behind 
to mop up the rest of the butte and take prisoners." 



"Prisoners?" Darren stubbed out on his armored thigh, leaving a dark 
brown spot in the pure gold of the Covenant alloy. "The Covenant 
doesn't take prisoners." 

"Yes, sir, but this is thea€|uh, special caseaC | " 

"Close the door, " said Darren, as if there were a breeze that needed 
taking care of. The purple elite watched with interest. 

"Having a secret rendezvous?" he asked. "What about me?" 

"Don't worry," said Darren. "I'll just kill you after this and dump 
your body out of the bay door." 

Rimjob sat down across from his Commander. "The bulkhead's sealed, 
too. We should have complete privacy, now." 

"Cigar?" asked Darren genially. "They're from High Charity. Rolled on 
the flat chests of elite virgins and packed with grunt mucus 
tobacco . " 

"No thank you, sir." Rimjob cleared his throat nervously. "So, sir, 
about the humanaC i " 

"Mayor Silver, wasn't it?" asked Darren thoughtfully. "I assume 
everything went as planned." 

"Yes, sir. He gave us the landing codes and signaled the best time 
for an attack. Without that human's help, the butte might have been a 
minor inconvenience." Rimjob smirked. 

So did Darren. "Excellent. Radio Kit Fisto: tell her to make sure 
Mister Silver and his partners in treachery get to the Truth and 
Reconciliation alive. I want to make sure they get their just 
desserts before they ... before they die. Yep." 

"Sir?" 

"I had something for this, hold on." Darren rubbed the ash off his 
golden armor with a thumb. "Get his just desserts? No, that wasn't 
it. Properly rewarded? Oh well. Would you like a cigar, 

Rimjob? " 

"You already asked me that, sir." 

"I'd like a cigar," said the purple elite. 

"Shut up," said Darren. 

Rimjob looked nervous. "If I may, sira€"isn't it a little dangerous 
to let the human onboard? If less circumspect souls than Kit Fisto 
and I were to discover youraC | unorthodox methodsaC | well , you might be 
accused of heresy." 

Darren sighed. "Great generals are rarely appreciated in their 
time . " 

"Yeah," said the purple elite. "And shitty ones never are." 

"Oh? You think you can do better, dead man?" 



"One hundred percent attrition, baby," said the purple elite. "When 
I'm on point, they get the point. _Up the butt_. " 

"Do you even know what attrition means?" asked Darren. 

"It means where you smoke dicks and I win everything by myself, 
right ? " 

"No, you're thinking of 'never going to happen in a million 
years ' . " 

"If I may interject, sir," said Rimjob, "I also just received word 
from our forces in the northern quadrant of Haloa€"the ones 
investigating for that weapons cache." 

"Ah, yes," said Darren. "The one's that the Forerunner's database 
described in that elegant little poema€"how did it go again? 

'Death, dying, disremember 

Blood and fire burning ember 

Screaming darkness neverever 

It's not a weapons cache, it's the Flood'" 

Rimjob put a hand over his heart. "The works of our Gods are a wonder 
to behold coming from the lips of the Fleet Commander." 

Darren rolled his eyes. "I'm in a foul mood today, Rim. Spare me the 
flattery and tell me some good news." 

Rimjob 's face darkened. "Not good news, sir; we've been attacked by 
an unknown entity, to which we've lost thousands already. Separate 
reports indicate that a squad found something buried in a Forerunner 
facility anda€ | woke it up. It's changing our troops, sir, one at a 
timea€"it turns them into monsters one at a time." 

The purple elite perked p. "Hey, I kind of like Mendoza." 

"Shut up, idiot." Darren frowned at Rimjob, leaning forwards. 

"Indeed? This is troubling newsa€ | could it be the adversary that the 
Prophet's prophecies spoke of. Thea€ | _parasite_? " 

"I'm afraid so, sir," said Rimjob. "I have no doubt in my mind that 
this is the eldritch horror that the prophets spoke of. The devourer 
of worlds. The scourge of the galaxy. The destroyer of the great 
journey . " 

Darren fell back in his chair. "Welp, I'm out." 

"a€ | what ? " 

"I'm not gonna be blamed for unleashing the bane of all life onto the 
galaxy. I quit." He snapped his fingers at the purple elite. 
"Youa€"clown idiota€"what ' s your name?" 


"Cercil. Cercil Sala€"" 



"You're in charge now. You're fleet commander." 


"What, really?" 

"Yes. Shut up. But yes." 

"Sir!" Rimjob sputtered. "This is most unorthodox. You must accept 
responsibilityaC" " 

"What responsibility?" asked Darren. He pointed at Cercil again. 

"He's in charge now, has been the whole time. I've got nothing to do 
with this shit." 

"Really?" asked Cercil. 

"Yes, and shut up," said Darren. 

Rimjob stood up. "This isa€"this is horrible! Dealing with humans is 
one thing, but this is a dereliction of your duties 
anda€"anda€" " 

"Oh, relax. I've done this a hundred times. Ask Kit Fisto, she 
knows . " 

"Her too!" exclaimed the Spec Ops elite. "This is heresy! A great 
conspiracy of heresy!" He reached for his plasma rifle. "I've helped 
with your schemes for the last time, sir! This has gone far 
enough ! " 

Cercil hammered his fist into the emergency airlock release, grabbed 
Rimjob by his groin, and wrenched him off balance and over the edge. 
Rimjob stumbled, his limbs tangling in the air like a drunken spider. 
Then he was sucked away into the night. The airlock shut with a 
resounding hiss, cutting off the rush of air and Rimjob' s massively 
hammy scream of death. 

"Nooooooooooooooooo ! " 

Darren shielded his eyes against the sudden brightness of the 
astonishingly bright moonlight, which had been compounded by the 
flare of plasma engines from the other crafts in the squadron. "Wow, 
he really got shrill near the end there, didn't he? I was just 
starting to like him, too." He turned to Cercil, who was just sitting 
down and dusting his hands. "Cigar, _sir_?" 

"Don't mind if I do," said Cercil, grinning evilly. 

"Well, I do mind if you do." Darren produced another one and tucked 
it between his own mandibles, then lit it. 

"I thought you only smoked after a successful operation," said Cercil 
tartly. "Or do you also blow a fag after every resounding failure? 
That must equal a lot of fags blown." 

"Laugh while you can, funny guy." Darren puffed another halo of smoke 
into Cercil 's face, his mandibles curling back on a joyless smile. 
"This ring's all yours, now." 

"Couldn't I just order you to be murdered and then quit?" asked 
Cercil . 



Darren's cigar fell out of his mouth. "Uh. Of course not! Don't you 
think a genius mastermind like me would have thought of that? I mean, 
of course I did! Of course you can't!" 

"Okay. Jesus. Looks like your brilliant political maneuvering has 
out-maneuvered me. Do I at least get your armor?" 

"No, but there's a half empty bucket of gold paint in the back," said 
Darren . 

**Chapter Ten: Chapter Ten** 

"_Chapter Ten." a€"Chapter Ten_ 

The Chief fucking materialized from nothing into the middle of the 
library, slamming his titanium encased fist straight into the ground 
that was as hard as diamonds or crystals. The power of his mega fist 
broke the super hard floor, the walls, and the tall ceiling as huge 
hard spears of golden light as hot as the center of a star shot from 
his body from the teleportation. The Chief stood up, a child sized 
chunk of the floor stuck to his arm like a huge bracelet, but not in 
a gay way. The Chief flexed his titanium hard muscles, literally 
warping his MJOLNER armor into a huge invincible metal muscle suit. 
The titanium hard cords of his muscles rippled down his arm and 
shattered the metal chunk of the floor that was stuck to his arm, 
sending deadly shards of pulverized steel everywhere. The Chief's 
shields flared. 

"WHAT IS THIS!" he bellowed, looking down at the puny protection the 
weakling armor provided. "THE CHIEF NEEDS NOa€ | . PROTECTION ! " 

He flexed his body again, causing the shield generator on his back to 
explode in a blast of super heated plasma and women's bras. The great 
warrior dug his own fingers into the green metal breast plate and 
slowly began to pry open the power suit. The indestructible armor was 
hard to open and he began to sweat, drops of liquid metal popping out 
of his skin to roll down his biceps which were the size of bass 
guitars . 

"ARMOR IS FOR COWARDS." With a final effort the Chief tore the 
SPARTAN armor in half with his arms, leaving only the greaves with 
their massive codpiece, which was in the shape of a naked woman. His 
muscles rippled, especially the ones on his neck leading up to the 
helmet that covered his face. 

"RRRRGGHGHGH ! " the Chief's war cry caused the visor of the helmet to 
crack. He 

The Chief looked around at the throngs of undeads pressing in on him 
from all sides, all pathetic and weakly cowardly. "GGRRHRH!" he 
flexed once more. "I WILL NOT DIGNIFY THESE SWINE TO LOOK UPON THE 
FACE OF THEIR CONQUEROR!" 

The Chief then reached up to his back which was as wide as a coffin 
and tore his shotgun off his back, where it had been sticking of its 
own accord. He gripped the shotgun in both hands so hard that it 
became superheated and turned towards the zombies. 


"GGGRAAH!" the zombies started to run away. But they did not get 



far . 


"GO THEN!" screamed the Chief. "GO THEN, SLUTS, AND HIDE BEHIND YOUR 
MOTHER'S SKIRTS." Then he pulled the trigger so hard all the shells 
in the gun fired at once. A flaming black wall of shotgun pellets 
erupted from the muzzle of the shotgun, which exploded, as did the 
rest of the shotgun from the sheer force of the blast. The trillions 
of pellets all condensed into one giant bullet that plowed through 
the mob of zombies, wreaking terror and destruction upon their weak 
womanly bodies. 

"HRRRGGH!" the Chief thrust his gargantuan pelvis back and forth in 
the motion of a great warrior taking a willing harlot as he watched a 
swath of rotting blood erupt from the trench of pulverized bodies he 
had wrought. He looked down at the smoking handle of the shotgun in 
his hand, all that remained of the puny weapon. 

"FEH . " The Chief cast aside the handle and it turned into dust. He 
turned to go, and as he did something materialized out of the air 
behind him. 

Sparks in the shape of skulls cascaded down around the hardcore 
chrome sphere shape that came into existence in an explosion of fire 
and flames. It was a skulla€"the skull of a Cyclops; a grinning 
skeletal face without a nose and only one eye, a single eye, a 
terrible blue eye the color of the eye of fate and hate. It glittered 
with chromatic colorations, crowned with a crown of seventeen horns. 
From it dripped a constant deluge of smoking silver blood, encased in 
a sheath of blue flames. It was 343 Guilty Spark. 

"SO." Said the Chief, not turning around or looking at the creature 
that had brought him to this place. "DO YOU KNOW WHAT YOU DO, ONE 
EYED-ONE, BRINGING THE CHIEF HERE TO THIS LABYRINTH, AND NOT OF HIS 
DESIRE AT THAT?" 

The silver skull bobbed up and down on an air cushion made of 
screams, cackling madly. "FOOLISH MORTAL! YOU WOULD CHALLENGE A 
GODa€"A GOD OF _GODS_! IN THIS PLACE I AM THE MASTER, MASTER OF ALL 
THINGS FAIR AND FOUL!” 

"FOOLISH ATHENIAN!" roared the Chief, smashing his fist into the wall 
which caused the wall to die. "RELEASE ME FROM THIS MADHOUSE, OR I 
WILL CAST YOU DOWN AS I HAVE A THOUSAND OTHER GODS BEFORE 
YOU ! " 


"NAY!" hissed the Accused Flame, slithering through the air like the 
visible head of an invisible robotic chrome flaming serpent. "NAY, 
BARBARIAN, YOU WILL DO AS I BID, OR I WILL LEAVE YOU LOCKED WITHIN 
THIS PLACE TO SUFFER FOR ALL ETERNITY!" 


The Chief rounded on the arrogant trawl. "TRECHAROUS SWINE! I AM THE 
CHIEF! I WILL NOT BE CHAINED BY ANY MAN'S WILL, GOD OR MORTAL EITHER, 
OR BOTH ! " 

"FOOL!" retorted Convicted Ember. "LITTLE DO YOU KNOW THAT IT IS THE 
EQUINOX! THE SHADOWS OF ALL THE PLANETS IN THE UNIVERSE FALL UPON 
YOU, WHILE I RISE TO MY TRUE POWER!" 

"FOUL KNAVE!" The Chief rounded on the false god, again. "I WILL PLAY 
ALONG FOR NOW, BUT MARK MY WORDS; YOU SHALL PAY FOR YOUR 



ARROGANCE ! " 


Damned Hellfire laughed. "HA! HA HA HA! HAHAHAHAH ! GET THEE FROM MY 
SIGHT, MUSCLE BOUND FOOL, AND GO RETRIEVE FROM THE STYGIAN DEPTHES 
THAT EMERALD BLADE FIVE FARTHINGS LONG THAT DAMNED SOULS KNOW 
ASa€ | THE INDEX!" 

"BAH!" the Chief spat on the ground, his spit punching a hole through 
is helmet and then through the ground, and into the earth's core. "NO 
ONE TOYS WITH THE CHIEF. I SHALL LAY RUIN UPON YOU ONE DAY, SOULESS 
ONE, MARK MY WORDS." 

With that he turned from the laughing visage of the hell god and 
marched into the depths of the labyrinth. As luck would have it, 
though, he held in his left hand a ball of yarn, with which he was 
able to unravel as he walked and so form a gigantic trip wire to trip 
everyone. And it was good. 

The Chief plunged his dower hand into his pouch, fishing about for 
fair flesh to devour for sustenance fit for a god. He produced a 
pulsating turkey leg that was turgid with cooked blood and bit 
through his visor into the sweet, sustaining flesh. Blood ran down 
the rim of his helmet and he let out a grunt of contentment. 

"AH! A MEAL FIT FOR A KING!" 

"A KING THAT YOU SHALL NEVER BE, CHAMPION OF THE LIGHT!" From the 
darkness emerged a great beast, made of darkness. The foul Flood 
phage had corrupted its body into a twisted parody of strength and 
manhood, and it loped as a beast of the field would lope. The Chief 
stared into the fell eyes of the creature and his lips peeled back in 
a snarl . 

"FOUL CUNTBUCKLER! WHAT BE THY NAME, SO I MAY KNOW THY NAME BEFORE I 
STRIKE YOU DOWN?" 

The beast held in its hand a massive blade forged from the fused 
skeletons of a hundred sinners. It raised that blade above its 
towering head, the tip brushing the darkened ceiling, such was its 
length . 

"THE DEVIL CALLS ME THYRIAXS . BUT YOU MAY CALL ME 'DEATH.'" 

"WHAT A COINCIDENCEaC" " snarled the Chief, baring his bloody teeth 
which were all canines "THAT IS MY NAME AS WELL!" And then he leapt 
high into the air. 

"HAVE AT THEE!" screamed the beast, black eyes flaring, and it swung 
the boneblade in arc so mighty and so swifty that it clove the air in 
half. 

"FEH!" The Chief brushed the blade aside, in mid air, as he jumped, 
and planted both boots into the chest of the rotting creature, 
sending them both toppling backwards to the ground. The 
beast 

snapped forwards with jaws of steel and one of its mighty fangs 
plunged deep into the Chief's shoulder, piercing through muscle and 
bone alike. The Chief grunted from the pain and strained against the 
creature's vice like jaw with both arms and legs, trying to stop its 



foul maw from snapping shut around him. The stench of a million dying 
worlds blasted into his face, but the Chief only laughed like a mad 
man into the mouth of death. Then he strained, and split the 
creature's lower jaw in half by doing the splits. 

The monster screamed, and the Chief wrenched, pulled, and tore one of 
the long deadly halves of the jaw bone from its socket. His fingers 
wedged between light saber sharp teeth and he smiled grimly, hauling 
back and then delivering a palpable blow to the side of the 
creature's head with its own bone! 

THRYRIGIX let out a deafening roar of agony that shook the world. It 
clutched at the bloody mass of puss where an eye had been, only to be 
silenced when the Chief struck it in the throat, tearing out its 
throat with its own bone! The mighty warrior jumped and landed hard 
on the putrid snout of the beast and then brought his weapon down 
atop its skull, puncturing through its skull and into its brain with 
its own bone! 

"DIE!" The Chief brought the row of deadly teeth down again and 
again, until the THRYAXGRAHX ' s brain case split open and its brain, 
which was made of flaming rats, spilled out and scattered its burning 
rodent contents all over the floor. 

"YOU WILL NEVER ESCAPE THIS PLACE!" gurgled THYRXGRGHXXSAFXX as the 
last vestiges of its foul life ebbed away out of its pulverized 
head . 

"SUCK ON THIS!" The Chief kicked its head off and walked away with 
its own bone! 

"HA!" the false chrome god known as three thousand forty thousand 
three hundred billion Accursed Sun bobbed up beside him, trailing a 
wake of floating dead people on fire. "THAT CREATURE WAS BUT THE 
FIRST OF MANY YOU MUST FACE IN YOUR QUEST TO RETRIEVE THE INDEX! DO 
YOU THINK, PUNY MORTAL, THAT YOU CAN DEFEAT THAT WHICH HAS LAIN HERE 
FOR CENTURIES!?" 

The Chief turned to look at him with a gaze made of steel. "THINKING 
IS FOR THE WEAK- I _KNOW_. " 

"FOOL!" Spluttered the robotic monstrosity as blood sprayed from its 
crevices. All of them. "YOU WILL DIE HERE, 'MASTER' CHIEF, AND YOU 
WILL BE THE MASTER OF NOTHING BUT BONES, WRAPPED IN YOUR OWN REMAINS 
AND INHALING THE FOUL DECAY OF AGES FOR ALL ETERNITY!" 

"YOU TALK TOO MUCH." The Chief backhanded the silver skull across the 
room. It smashed into a wall, but instantly regained its balance. 

"I WILL MAKE YOU PAY FOR THAT A THOUSAND TIMES!" 

It zipped away into a nearby ventilation shaft. 

A ventilation shaft that gulped down vile breathes of red air, 
swathed in vaporized blood and the screams of those foolish enough to 
venture into that den of evil known to only the most select few of 
the devil's fiends as 'The Library.' 

"ENOUGH!" roared the Chief as a wave of necrotic flesh spilled from 
every other ventilation shaft and rushed towards him, brandishing 



rusted weapons packed with bullets covered in spikes and mutated 
limbs weaponized by the devious designs of the Flood. 


"WEAKLINGS! YOU WOULD DARE CHALLENGE THE CHIEF!?" He swung the 
deadly, man sized jaw bone and cut down the first dozen combatant 
forms that lurched forwards. A tsunami of shredded yellow flesh 
sprayed over his glistening abs . 

"I WILL DRINK FROM YOUR SKULLS!" The Chief punched a zombie so hard 
that it died all over again, and then came back to life and he killed 
it again. Motherfucker. 

The Chief grabbed a chain saw that was on the ground and started it. 
He swung it like a combat knife, sawing through wave after wave of 
zombies with a backhand grip, just like a pro knife fighter like 
Steven Segal would except with a chain saw. Billions of zombies fell 
to his pro-like skills, and the Chief let out a roar of triumph. He 
grabbed a roll of duct tape and taped the chainsaw to his head, 
sticking forwards over his visor, so that wherever he looked 
everything would diea€"assuming of course that it was close enough 
for him to see it. The Chief swung his head left and right, casting 
his chain saw laser eye beams about the dank chambers of that blood 
hazed torture gulag known as the Biblioteca. A fluid that was fifty 
percent liquefied flesh, fifty percent blood, and ten percent fuck 
went everywhere, covering everything with itself. 

"YES!" the Chief threw his arms to the ceiling, caught them on their 
way down, and then used them like ninja sticks to beat the ever 
loving shit out of every single flood zombie in the room. 

Suddenly a dinosaur flood attacked! It was a T-REX, its once majestic 
body twisted and deformed by the invasive designs of the foul, 
corrupting influence of steroid abuse and the flood. Where the tiny 
T-REX arms used primarily for mid-coital back rubs had once been, now 
there were equally tiny tentacular appendages used for mid-coital 
deep tissue massages. Also, two enormous testicular fire sacks hung 
from its broad chin, full of mighty cumfire ready to spray instant 
death . 

"HEHEHEHEHEHA HA HA HA HA!" roared the T-REX in the voice of acting 
star and pop culture sensation Bruce Campbell, "CHIEF, YOU MAY HAVE 
DEFEATED TYRGRHAXGAHRATYRGRAXHARGRAX BUT YOU WILL NEVER DEFEAT 

ME . " 

"SILENCE, GIANT SACK LIZARD." The Chief flexed his body, causing the 
chain saw to pop off his head and fall to the ground, its mechanism 
too clogged with gelatinous chunks of shredded gore meat to work 
anymore. The Chief picked up a half loaded assault rifle from the 
floor, punched into it, and pulled out a handful of 
bullets . 

"FOOLISH HUMAN," laughed the Brucasaurus. "YOU NEED A GUN TO FIRE 
BULLETS." 

"FEH, " said the Chief. "I NEED NO BULLETS TO FIRE A GUN!" Then he 
threw the bullets at the Camballsaurus so hard that they accelerated 
to seven times the velocity of normal gun bullets and all penetrated 
the cum fire sack on the dinosaur's head. Hot napalm spewed out of 
the hole in the sack. 



"AAAIEEEE ! " screamed the T-REX in the voice of David Sedaris. "THE 
PAIN-THE PAIN!" 

The Chief turned away like he was some pro shit. "I CARE NOT FOR YOUR 
SENSATIONS." 

As the Dinosaur fell the Chief walked on, itching for more combat. A 
group of Flood barged around the corner and charged him. Among them 
were, shockingly, hundreds more Campbellsaurs , their massive testicle 
chins swinging to and fro as the charged on their huge chickensaur 
feet, caring for naught that they crushed puny flood forms beneath. 
But above them all stood a creature of magnit ifuderence far beyond 
the pale of normal words. It was composed of a million dead bodies, 
all fused together to create a single, terrible, fleshy, bony, 
calciferous arm; billions of other dead bodies were also part of it, 
and they made up its other arm and both legs. The dead human and 
alien bodies alike had merged into a single unit, a massive flesh 
golem without a face, without a nose or eyes or earsa€"indeed, 
without a face, but for its massive gaping The Maw that oozed 
constant pus and gaseous exchanges from the continually hell furnace 
hot core of its rotted being. It was the size of a housea€"nay, two 
houses! The monstrosity raised one club like hand to point at the 
Master Chief. 

He stared back at the demon without a trace of fear. "THIS," STATED 
THE GREAT WARRIOR "IS AN ABOMINATION THAT MUST BE PURGED." He began 
to flex his muscles, but that was only the beginning. After he 
finished flexing his muscles, the Chief pulled a rail road spike from 
the wall and jammed it into his own chest, making a blood sacrifice 
to Mars, the God of War. 

"OH GREAT MARS!" roared the Chief as the infinite horde approached. 
The literal wall of zombies toppled over, then restacked, then 
toppled over, spilling its towering wall of flesh over and over again 
as an infinite amount of undead foes pressed towards the single man 
alone . 

"OH GREAT MARS I CALL ON YOU IN MY HOUR OF NEED. GIVE ME THE STRENGTH 
TO CLEANSE THIS ULCER FROM THE UNDERBELLY OF THE EARTH." 

The Chief made a fist, punched into his own chest, and pulled out his 
own heart with the railroad spike in it, raising it high to the 
heavens as an offering. 

Time stopped. 

From the very air itself a portal emergeda€"a portal of screaming 
mouths, eyes, of souls banished to oblivion forever. A figure clad in 
bleached white robes and a copper crown strained from the Black Gate, 
pulling against a hundred maleficent arms that tried to pull him 
back. The Chief watched the figure struggle. 

Men do not need help. 

The figure finally collapsed to the ground before him, and yet when 
it stood it stood with stately precision and grace. The man surveyed 
the Chief with brilliant eyes, hands folded humbly before him. 

"So. Master Chief," said Julius Caesar. "You would make an offering 
of your heart to our god. Mars?" 



"AYE," stated the Chief, squeezing his heart. Some blood came out. 
"WHAT OBJECTION DO YOU HAVE, MIGHTY CAESAR?" he asked, for he well 
knew that the only time men ever need to talk to each other is when 
they disagree. 

"I come to offer you a warning, my son," said Caesar sagely. "Listen 
well: I smote the facile Republic of Rome and in its place imposed 
the hardcore rule of my iron dick-will. And yet, at the last, I stood 
alone at the feet of the statue of Pompey Magnus, my arch nemesis and 
once ally. I died there, surrounded by weak fools, the very power of 
Rome itself just out of grasp. So I say to you now. The Chief, 
remember me: though I ruled the world with all the power one could 
ever have, I was never invincible. Know this as you offer your meat 
and blood to the God of War. Remember me. Remember me! REMEMBER 
ME ! " 


And then Great Caesar's Ghost turned and strode without fear into the 
black hell mouth, which closed with a crack of thunder and a rushing 
of sensation as time returned to normal. 

The Chief nodded silently to the Ghost of Caesar, wherever he may 
have been. "I WILL REMEMBER YOU ALWAYS, GREAT MENTOR, FRIEND, 

ANDaC | FATHER. " 

Then he cut his own heart in half and threw his arm to the sky, 
clutching in his fingers the very essence of his life. 

The fucking ceiling broke open. 

A blood night red sky was revealed, and in its dead center a black 
moon as black as night hovered. The stars fell out of the sky all 
around, crashing down through the remnants of the ceiling to clatter 
to the floor around the Chief's feet. The black moon became bigger, 
bigger, larger, moving closer and closer. Everyone stared, even the 
zombies, until the Chief realized what it was. 

It was an eye. A great, monospherical eye, the eye of Mars himself. 
And the red around the eye was not the sky, but the ruddy face of 
Mars. And the stars that had fallen to earth were his dandruff, which 
was made of diamonds. 

"YOU HAVE CALLED ME, AND I HAVE COME!" came a voice that shook 
reality itself. "YOU HAVE GIVEN ME YOUR LIFE IN EXCHANGE FOR POWER. 
KNOW NOW THAT ONCE SUCH A PATH IS TAKEN, IT MAY NEVER BE RECINDED 
UPON. " 

"ONLY A WEAK MAN KNOWS," spat the Chief into the eye of the god. "I 
_DO_. " 

"YOU HAVE SPIRIT," chortled the God. "SO BE IT!" There was a flash of 
light that seemed to wipe away all the shadows that had ever been 
cast. When the world blinked bleary eyes and looked, the Chief was 
holding the Spear of Destiny in his hand. 

He looked down at the weapon, then at his smooth unblemished chest 
where moments ago there had been a terrible wound. The Chief could no 
longer feel his heart, and the truth dawned on him. 


His body was now running on pure testosterone. 



The Chief held the spear head of the spear of destiny in his hand and 
turned towards the infinite undead horde. The dim light of the 
library glinted off the ebony length of the weapon that had killed 
the Christian God. 

He pointed at the zombies. 

"COME THEN. COME TO YOUR DEATHS." 

They did, their billion footfalls shaking the very earth itself. The 
maniple of charging Brucesaurs that breathed liquid jizz fire charged 
too. The Chief growled and swung the Spear of Destiny at them. 
Something huge and white blossomed from the spear tip, shooting 
towards the zombies with a righteous fury. It was a Jesus Christ. The 
son of god shot into the horde at ten thousand miles per hour, 
spearing one of the Mega Scrotal dinosaurs in the heart. Blood and 
pus flew everywhere, and as the Chief swung the great black spear 
again another Jesus erupted from its tip, cutting a swath of 
destruction through the horde with his holy host. 

The two Jesus super clones rose from the blood soaked wreckage their 
holy bodies had wrought and turned to each other. Each was wearing 
nothing but a loin cloth and two over lapping bandoliers that held 
nothing but bullets in the shapes of crucifixes. The first Jesus 
turned to the Chief. 

"My son, " he said solemnly, his flowing brown beard contrasting 
nicely with his very white, anglo saxon skin stretching over a 
bulging thirty six pack and pectorals the size of six ounce steaks. 
"My sona€ | I require a boon of you." 

The Chief took a knee. "WHAT DO YOU WISH OF ME, WHITE GOD?" 

Jesus reached into his loin cloth and produced a pair of sunglasses, 
which he then put on. 

"Guns," said the first Jesus. "_Lots of guns_. " 

The Chief nodded wordlessly, because real men speak as few words as 
possible to each other. He swung the spear in the general direction 
of the Jesuses, which as well as producing a third Jesus to join them 
also created an entire gun rack full of weaponry. 

"Looks like we got ourselves a holy trinity, " said the second Jesus 
to the first Jesus. 

"You're blessed right," stated the third Jesus, putting on two pairs 
of sun glasses. 

He grabbed a crossbow made of the bones of liberals off of the rack, 
then removed exactly twelve crucibolts from his bandolier and loaded 
them into the automatic loading clip on the crossbow, which was 
shaped like the pope's hat. At the same time, the other two Jesuses 
loaded up; the first Jesus equipped himself with a machine gun that 
shot razor blade sharp wafers at two thousand rounds per minute. The 
second Jesus grabbed an enormous papal mace that even he had to wield 
with both hands. The mace was covered in spikes shaped like the 
pope ' s hat . 



"God bless," growled the first Jesus. "Let's go kill these blessed 
cocksuckers . " 

They turned as one, one might say in unison, or in other words as a 
trinity, to face the oncoming zombie horde. The first Jesus aimed and 
fired his crucibow, sending a single crucibolt towards the zombies. 
These were no longer ordinary flood zombies, for they had evolved and 
were now covered in spikes. They were called xombies. 

The crucibolt, travelling at the speed of 3 wise men combined (faster 
than light) , slammed into the milling throng so hard that it created 
a crack in their bodies that spread throughout the horde as if it 
were one body, when in fact the crack somehow spread over all of 
their bodies. They all split messily in half, spilling their bloody 
organs everywhere in a huge sloppy eruption. But the crucibolt kept 
on going; it smashed into a support pillar which was made of titanium 
and that broke too, sending the entire ceiling crashing down. An 
enormous pall of dust cascaded from the shattering roof, gigantic 
chunks of alien masonry falling in shadowed forms inside the cloud of 
dust. The sound of a giant's bones creaking filled the world as the 
roof caved in on itself. Chunks of metal smashed through the floor, 
destabilizing it and making the floor break as well. All three Jesus 
looked up in surprise as an enormous chunk of ceiling shaped like 
Richard Dawkins boot fell right on top of them. 

Then the entire Library collapsed. 

The Chief found himself falling on a platform that had been torn out 
of the floor, keeping his footing by jamming the soles of his boots 
three inches into the platform. He still held the spear of destiny in 
one hand. 

The Chief looked around. He was now falling through space, stars and 
super novas and black holes everywhere. Also there were planets, the 
planets of our Galaxy, but they were boring in comparison. A laughing 
sound came from behind him. 

"NYHE HE HE HE HE. YOU THINK YOU CAN DEFEAT THE GUARDIANS OF THIS 
LIBRARY, FOOLISH THE CHIEF? BARBARIAN, YOU HAVE NO IDEA WHAT 
AWAITS . " 

"FEH . " The Chief spat into the void. His spit landed on a water rich 
planet, and from the microscopic bacteria present in it grew new 
life, to populate a new race of beings known to some as humanity. 

That done, he turned to see 343 Damned Gahanna floating there. "YOU 
AGAIN? THE CHIEF TIRES OF THIS FAAfADE . " He cast his hand about the 
galaxies. "WHAT TRICKERY IS THIS, THEN, OH FALSE GOD?" 

"NO TRICKERY, FOOL. THE LIBRARY IS NOT MERELY A SERIES OF IDENTICAL 
HALL WAYS LEADING TO ELEVATORS THAT TAKE YOU TO ALSO IDENTICAL HALL 
WAYS WHICH TAKE YOU TO MORE ELEVATORS WHICH TAKE YOU TO STILL MORE 
IDENTICAL HALL ALL OF WHICH TAKE YOU TO ELEVATORS THAT TAKE YOU TO 
MORE IDENTICAL HALL WAYS WHICH ALSO TAKE YOU TO ELEVATORS THAT TAKE 
YOU TO YET MORE IDENTICAL HALL WAYS, AS WELL! IT IS ALSO A DIMENSION 
OF ITS VERY OWN, A POCKET IN TIME AND SPACE FROM WHINCE NO THING MAY 
ENTER NOR LEAVE. BY DESTROYING THE CORRIDORS OF THE LIBRARY YOU HAVE 
MERELY RESET THE CYCLE: IN A THOUSAND YEARS, THE FIRST ATOMS OF 

SULPHURUS CREATION WILL RE-ASSEMBLE . IN TEN THOUSAND YEARS THE GREAT 
CORRIDORS AND ELEVATORS WILL BEGIN TO BE REALIZED AGAIN, UNTIL THE 
LABYRINTH THAT YOU SO CASUALLY DESTROYED RISES AGAINa€"AND AGAIN, AND 



AGAIN INTO THE HORRIFIC DARKNESS OF TIME. YOU FACE A LIVING GALAXY, A 
REALITY THAT KNOWS, THAT BEATS, THAT THIRSTS FOR YOUR BLOOD. NOT EVEN 
GOD CAN SURPASS THIS PLACE. NOT EVEN THE WEAPON THAT KILLED A GOD CAN 
DESTROY IT." 

The Chief looked down at the spear of destiny in his hand and 
scowled, then tossed it aside. "HEF! YOU'VE MADE YOUR POINT, FALSE 
GOD. BUT KNOW THIS: I WILL FIND A WAY WHERE GOD FAILED." 

"I THINK NOT," said the diminutive floating skull, and in a flash he 
was gone. 

Then a shadow fell across the platform. The Chief turned, slowly, to 
face what had arisen behind him. 

The thing was as large as a planeta€"larger than most planets, and 
that was just its torso. Its lower portions disappeared into the 
blackness of space out of sight of the Chief's position on his 
platform. Looking up its great expanse of dull, moldy green skina€"he 
thought it was skin, though it looked more like leathera€"the Chief 
saw a massive of tentacles, drooping from a furrowed, malevolent 
countenance as large as a moon. Two yellow eyes that burned with the 
intensity of a thousand suns glared down upon him, the vast intellect 
behind them conceiving the Chief as nothing more than a speck of 
dust, a mot in the air, a bubble in the water. The Chief stared back 
with defiance in his heart, defiance for this being to whom the word 
'defiance' meant nothing, for there was nothing that had every truly 
mustered the will to even think of defying it, much less actually 
stand in its way. 

"IS THIS THE GREAT OLD ONE?" Mused the Chief as he stared up at the 
vast creature. "THE ONE WHO DOES NOT SLEEP BUT DOES ETERNAL LIE, OR 
WHATEVER? IS IT THE MASTER OF INSANITY AND FEAR, THE LORD OF CHAOS 
WITH AN ETERNAL HATRED FOR MAN KINDa€|IS IT _THE FINAL BOSS OF THE 
INTERNET?_" 

The abomination stared down at him with god like indifference and 
raised a mighty hand the size of a moon. No creature could ever 
survive such a blow, the Chief knew, and there was nowhere for him to 
run stuck on the platform as he was. So the Chief watched as the 
mighty hand descended, and as he watched he shed his armored trousers 
and golden codpiece to reveal his mast-like erection, letting his 
enormous manhood stand proud in the face of death. 

"BAH!" he yelled up into the face of the Dark God. "MY DEATH ONLY 
MAKES MY PENIS HARDER." 

But then, just as the gnarled hand of the mad god fell, an enormous 
shape erupted in the space between them, swatting aside the Final 
Boss of the Internet with its enormous spade like tail the size of a 
star. Yes, it was the giant space whale, and as the Chief watched in 
amazement the great beast, twice the size of the Final Boss of the 
Internet, pulled up beside his space platform. Its mighty blowhole 
inhaled the dust of eons, inhaled asteroids, black holes, and dead 
planets, and out from its blissfully smiling maw came new life. The 
Chief stepped atop the broad humpback of the Space Whale and ran to 
its center, the journey across taking centuries to complete. 


By the time the Final Boss of the Internet had regained its balance 
from almost falling over, in space, the Chief stood proud in the 



center of the massive whale's back. Up ahead the human could see the 
ocean sized blowhole of the space whale. 

The two Space Gods faced one another; the Final Boss of the Internet 
staring with molten golden eyes, the Great Space Whale placidly 
observing with liquid black pools the size of Uranus. The Chief held 
onto the anachronist ically damp hide of the whale and prepared for 
the battle. 

As the Final Boss of the Internet charged again, throwing a punch 
whose very gravitational pull destroyed Neptun and Saturn out of 
orbit, the Space Whale reared back and maneuvered with its tail, 
accidentally hitting mercury into the sun with its tail as it avoided 
the punch. The mad god's fist sunk deep into the sun itself with an 
audible plop, in space, and when it pulled the wound free the sun 
itself imploded its orange juice colored gaseous contents spurting 
from the rupture like the contents of an enormous orange zit. As the 
dark god recovered its balance the Space Whale retaliated, charging 
forwards and swatting the Earth aside as if it were a fly. It opened 
its great maw (scooping up the moon by accident) and sunk its teeth 
into the side of the monster. The Chief's footing barely held and he 
struggled to keep his balance as the whale tore, ripping an enormous 
chunk out of the Final Boss of the Internet and sending it reeling 
into the blackness on a trail of brown blood to be sucked into a 
black hole, causing the black hole to double into infinite size and 
destroy the entire galaxy. 

When the dust settled the Chief found himself still atop the Space 
Whale, drifting in an endless void. The Final Boss of the Internet 
was nowhere to be seen. 

"_Chief" came the telepathic mind voice of the Space Whale. "In my 
endless drifting from galaxy to galaxy, from dimension to dimension, 
from reality to unreality, I passed by and saw your dire plight 
within this mad labyrinth known as the Library. Not even the infinite 
mind of the Space Whale can fail to take pity on such a man as 
accursed as you; your plight falls in the same tragic, hardship 
ridden boat as that of poor Odysseus. I have come to free you from 
this torment . 

"BAH." The Chief crossed his arms with the petulance of an asshole. 

"I THANK YOU FOR YOUR KINDNESS, SPACE WHALE, BUT A MAN DOES NOT DO. 

HE _IS._" 

"_I'm not sure I follow," said the Space Whale. _ 

"FEH . IN TRUTH I MAY NOT RETURN IN GOOD CONSCIENCE TO MY REALITY, 
WITHOUT FIRST BESTING THIS PLACE SO THAT NO POOR SOUL MUST EVER TREAD 
TWIXT IT AND REALITY AGAIN." 

"_But, " ejaculated the Space Whale, "that great work has already been 
accomplished. What more is there to doa€"or rather, to _is_, in this 
place? 

"NAY, WISE OLD ONE," corrected the Chief, "FOR THERE YET REMAINS ONE 
LAST FINAL FIEND TO STAND AS THE PENULTIMATE ONLY CLIMATIC ENEMY THAT 
MUST BE DEFEATED SO THAT THIS TORRID DIMENSION MAY NEVER RETURN TO 
EXISTENCE . " 

"_Ah, " amended the Eminent Cetacean "I understand your plight. 



Spartan, but know that I am bound by the Law of Space not to 
interfere with the machinations of others unless they interfere 
directly with me, be they false spherical gods or enormous sentient 
video game levels. 

The Chief knelt down, his massive erection wilted, and laid a hand on 
the whale's inconsistently moist skin. "I UNDERSTAND, OLDWISE ONE. 
THEN I MAY ASK NOTHING MORE OF YOU BUT, PERCHANCE, A BOON, TO HELP ME 
ON, MY WAY. " 

"_Aye, " concurred the Massive Mammal, "That you shall have, and that 
indeed. Bear my gift well for your final penultimate climactic the 
end confrontation, for I now bestow upon you a gift. Fair thee 
well . 

The Chief closed his eyes as light enveloped him. "MY THANKSaC | GREAT 
SPACE WHALE." When he opened his eyes, he was wearing armor made out 
of double barreled shotguns and had a sword made from the dicks of 
his enemies and a shield made of a giant petrified beard. He also had 
a necklace with a row of tiger claws on it, one from every tiger he 
had ever killed, with every five meaning he had killed an extra tiger 
but wasn't counting it because hey, he wasn't in it for the bragging 
rights . 

The found himself in a blank room with only one window, and across 
from him floated the false spherical god 343 Guilty Spark, facing 
away to stare out that window. When the Chief turned fully to face 
him his shotgun armor fired randomly with every motion, and he 
shrugged to re-pump the chambers welded all over the armor. Spent 
casings cascaded down everywhere as he walked over to Guilty Spark, 
who still had not turned to face him. 

"So," said the Chief softly, "we meet at last." 

"Yes." Guilty Spark turned around. "It was me, all along." 

"Ah. So you were the one whoa€"" 

"Right again," replied the robot smoothly. "Everything that has 
brought you to this point was machinated by me." 

"Even-? " 


"Yes." The blue oculus flared a bright blue color. "Even 
_that_. " 

"FEH!" bellowed the Chief, drawing his sword made of dinosaur cocks. 
"ENOUGH TALK. WE END THIS NOW, FALSE ONE." 

Guilty Spark simply stepped aside, allowing the Chief to look through 
the window. The SPARAN ' s words cut off mid sentence. Outside he could 
see the street, people milling everywhere, going about their daily 
lives happy, contented. 

"Don't you see. Chief?" asked Spark. "These people go about their 
daily lives neither knowing nor caring of what you do for them, or of 
what I do for them; for you see, without the Library they would not 
exist. If you kill me, if you recover the blade of ultimate power 
five farthings long known as the Index, then all these innocent 
people will cease to exit." He turned to look at the Chief. "Don't 



you understand, you foolish man animal? The Library is part of all of 
us now. Even you. No matter how hard you fight its boredom, you will 
always be bored again; a prison of boredom. Like me." 

Guilty Spark hung his head. "Will you destroy so many, even yourself, 
only to indulge your mortal whims?" 

"Enough talk." 

The Chief stabbed him in the face and everything ceased to exist all 
at once . 

The Chief awoke to blackness. In a void of darkness he floated, and 
as he floated a glittering green dagger five farthings long fell into 
his hands. He held it there, staring into its depths. 

The Chief raised the Index above his head. 

"I HAVE THE POWEEEER ! " 

**Chapter Eleven: The Legend of the Robot Sex Slaves** 

_"There ain't no grave can hold my body down." a€"Richard 
Simmons_ 

"Oh God. What the hell just happened? I think I'm going to be 
sick . " 

"I used Halo's transport system to teleport us," said Guilty Spark as 
he materialized next to the Chief. "Its side effects on man meat can 
be hilarious and disgusting, but your anus appears to have remained 
in its original location." 

"Original, not natural." The Chief's eyes began to water as the 
golden light ebbed away. "My blood hurts. Where the hell are 
we?" 


"The Library," said Spark. "Within these giant blue panels on the 
walls" without hands he indicated what looked like a virtual, 
vertical swimming pool on the far wall "are thousands, nay, trillions 
of years of research on the Flood, all recorded by me, designed by 
me, and carried out by me. Because I am god." The robot began to 
shake back and forth, vibrating, its voice becoming an insane quail. 

" I AM GOD . I AM . AM . AMMM 

"That's an odd thing to saya€ | " mused the Chief. "What do you mean 
' research? ' " 

Shark shook its body back and forth. "Actually, it's not really 
research, but hours upon hours of my home made porn recordings of me 
having sex with my robot queans . " 

The Chief was not listening, but instead stretching and trying to 
feel through his armor to make sure all his bits were still there. 
"That's cool. Did you do any research on teleporters that don't rape 
my atoms?" 

"Never you mind, for we must activate the ring, " said Guilty Spark, 
coming to hover along beside him. "To do so we will need to acquire 
the Index . " 



"Why? Does Halo somehow destroy the Flood?" 


"Close enough," said Spark. "I can definitely tell you that the Ring 
does not blow up the universe, which is definitely not the only way 
to starve the Flood." 

"That's the stupidest thing I've ever heard. I'm glad nobody would 
ever make up a plan that stupid, let alone try to carry it out." The 
Chief looked expectantly up at Spark. "I mean, even if the only way 
to stop the flood was to starve them to death, to wipe the entire 
galaxy clean of all sentient life, it would be pretty fucking god 
damn dumb ass retarded to keep specimens of the Flood around on the 
very weapons you use to destroy them." 

Spark shook its head. I mean its body. "An interesting theory, flesh 
boil, but I'm not telling you what this installation does. Never. Not 
in a million yearsa€"which is coincidentally one trillionth of the 
time that I have been alone on this ring, alone, alone forever, 
drowning the dead silence of eonsaC"" 

"Whatever," said the Chief, and turned to go. "Fuck you and your 
'mysterious ring world.' I'll just kill every single Flood one by 
one, with my bare hands, until they're all gone." 

"What a brilliant plan, fuck flesh. Wait, where are you going? That 
was sarcasm, you ignoramus!" The robot zoomed in front of him. "And 
you're going the wrong direction." 

"Ugh!" The Chief squared his shoulders and thought of what his best 
friend and mentor Sgt . Johnson would have done in this situation. 
"Bitch ain't shit," he muttered. 

Spark snickered. "I will make the fucking flesh pile of all life in 
the galaxy my bitch when I softly murder it this night with the 
screaming fire of Halo." 

The Chief nodded reluctantly. "That seems totally logical to me." 

Then he did a double take. "Waita€"what ? Is _that _reallywhat Halo 
does ? " 

"Demonstrably not." Spark zoomed off hurriedly into a ventilation 
shaft. "I have to go now, protein parcel. I'll be back after you kill 
these zombies." 

"What zombies?" asked the Chief out loud as a literal Iran's worth of 
Flood rained down upon him. He sighed as he was engulfed in yellow 
flesh. "I wonder if I'll _ever_ find out what Halo _really_ 
does ! " 


He had just finished up running away and shooting the Flood until 
there were none left when some strange, almost bird like robots 
appeared and began to assist him with their shitty orange lasers. It 
took about a thousand tries of crisscrossing streams to hit a single 
infector form, and by then the Chief had dispatched the rest of the 
zombies and was watching with some bemusement. 

"So, whataC | you guys are like the Forerunner's version of 
Marines ? " 



Guilty Spark appeared out of a ventilation shaft, humming to himself 
like an asshole. "Ah, there you are you pus bloated prokaryote. The 
sentinels will assist you in quelling the infection. And then 
afterwards they will be complicit in quaffing my erection." 

The Chief looked at the wrecks of the half dozen sentinels that had 
been destroyed fighting the Flood, then at the single Flood corpse 
their aid had produced. 

"Yeah. Thanks a lot for the help." 

"You're welcome, disgusting and unworthy rodent. You might also be 
interested to know that they are my robot harem, " said Spark 
enthusiastically. "You see, it can get very lonely here after the 
first million years. I had to devise some means of entertainment, and 
fabulous robot orgies were my only recourse." 

"Wow, " said the Chief, looking speculatively at the hovering 
sentinels . 

Spark went on talking. "It began as a simple thought. Whilst 
wandering through these very corridors I spied a young nymph of a 
Sentinel performing its sanitary duties. I watched her from afar for 
a time, but day after day my obsessions turned to twisted dreams, 
midnight sweats, and crazed ravings of her impossible beauty. I 
obsessively fisted my enormous penis to her image, like the hearty 
Zeus of yore, and when I could masturbate no more I went in search of 
her. I disguised myself as another Sentinel and snuck up upon her in 
the bathes, and while her nymphish friends were away I consummated my 
lust. But it was not enough. One by one, each Sentinel fell to my 
sexual madness, each more eager to fall than the last, until none 
remained who I had not soiled with my unruly steel manhood. My life 
became an unending series of mechanical orgies. For a trillion years 
I continually had robot-sex with their entire selection of exhaust 
ports, until one day I grew forever tired of their charms. No longer 
could I feel pleasure, nor reignite the passion of my obsession. I 
turned to greater and greater cruelties; the more needless, the more 
wanton, the more murderous, the better. The metal nymphs became my 
victims, and I their cruel master, and these halls rang with the 
sound of screaming metal. Yet in time I grew bored of this too. 
Sinking into mournfulness and regret, I retreated to within a 
ventilation shaft for years, ashamed. I spent a thousand years there 
hoping I would never return. Then one day, the very first Sentinel I 
had taken came to me in my miasma of sorrow. She comforted me, and 
together we emerged into the light of day. The tragedy and incessant 
raping had almost destroyed me, and yet I was now a better man for 
it. Sitting upon my throne, as my gigantic metal penis was tended by 
a hundred robot servitors, I pondered on my actions; on the 
loneliness, the lust, and the madness. In the end I concluded that, 
even in the direst of straits, robot kind may always retain an 
enormous throbbing cyber cock." 

The Chief stared. 

"I guess you could saya€ i " He reached into a pocket and pulled out a 
pair of sunglasses. "All those orgies were a test of youra€ | " He put 
them on over his helmet. "a€| metal." 

" * *YEAAAAAAAH ! " **screamed a Flood combat form as it emerged from a 
ventilation shaft. The Chief shot it without looking. 



"All this making up things and being insane makes me tired, " said 
Spark. He turned towards the Sentinels. "You two. Let's go to the 
back. And by the back, I mean oral sex" 

Two sentinels detached themselves from the group and drifted over to 
him. They set up shop on either side of the diminutive robot. 

"I'm jellyous, " said the Chief, squinting at them very hard to see if 
there was any possible way to consider them attractive. 

"Let's go," said Spark. He and the sentinels zipped up one of the 
ventilation shaft. "Hey baby, want to see a _real_ hard drive?" 
squeaked Spark. "You know I need an oil change." 

The Chief wanted desperately to shut his ears, but he was busy 
killing Flood and couldn't get his hands free to staple his ears 
shut. Or to kill himself. 

"Just let me warn you; my RAM tends to get pretty _hot_, " came Spark' 
voice . 

The SPARTAN began to smash a human combat form's head against the 
wall again and again . 

"Let me just say, after you've had my hardware you won't go back to 
software . " 

He began to scream. 

"Let see your f emale-to-male connector." 

"AAAAAH ! " the Chief snatched a grenade off his belt, pulled the pin, 
and threw it at the horde of Flood. BOOM! There was an explosion, 
instead of nothing as you might have expected there to be if I hadn't 
described it. Anyways, all of the Flood died. 

"Wow, fighting the Flood is so much more differenter than fighting 
the Covenant! Instead of intermittently turning and rolling away in a 
random direction, they intermittently stop and stare at me creepily. 
Also they can't aim for shit," said the Chief to himself as he 
trekked through the shadow corridors, made of literal shadow. "I need 
new strategies. Maybe, likeaC | _walking backwards_. " He stopped. 
"Noa€"no, that's just _stupid_. Stupid Chief, why would you ever 
think of that. _Stupid. _Shut up." 

Spark reappeared from one of the vents, humming contentedly to 
himself . 

The Chief crossed his arms. "Oh hey there robo-Caligula . Back from 
the royal bordello?" 

"SILENCE, bloat fly!" screamed the robot. Then it looked over the 
Chief's shoulder and stopped. 

The Chief turned. In a small alcove, hidden by shadow, was the 
mangled and almost unrecognizable corpse of a marine. 

"Ah yes," said Spark. "The _other_ reclaimer. His meat skin proved 
100% percent less effective than yours." 



"Damn, he got this far without giving up and dying of boredom?" 
murmured the Chief. "He must have been one hell of a bad ass." He 
knelt down by the corpse and retrieved a set of blood coated dog 
tags. Something on the marine's helmet caught his eye: three tiny 
chalk marks in a row. 

The SPARTAN whistled in awe. "Well, I'll be damned. He must have 
taken at least three of the bastards with him." He stood up solemnly. 
"Spark, can I get some bag pipes?" 

Guilty Spark simply stared at him. 

"Lay me dun," intoned the Chief to no accompaniment . "In this lame 
lame place. Where afore... many bored men have gun. Nevar moor shall I 
see tae sun. For I hada€ i to play The Library agun . Lay me dun. I'll 
nae be entertained." 

"Cease this ethnic requiem, " said Spark, "or I shall seal your mouth 
shut with molten carbonite." 

The Chief cleared his throat. "Sorry. I'm just reflecting on how 
_real _shit has gotten in the past few hours . " 

"Indulge me, meat. I want to know," said Spark as he left. 

"If you really want to know," said the Chief to nobody. He set off 
again into the next labyrinthine chamber which looked suspiciously 
exactly like the one before. "In the past few hours everybody I've 
ever known has died and is never coming back. That's just how real 
this has gotten." 

In a dank cell on the Truth and Reconciliation, Lieutenant Oreo awoke 
in a cold sweat, as if someone, somewhere, had just s said the most 
factually wrong thing ever said in the entire history of the 
universe . 

The Chief continued talking as if he did not sense this disturbance 
in the farce. "And to make matters worse, Cortana is stuck up in the 
Control Room and Oreo is stuck with those Hell jumper pousers . " Nobody 
noticed that he had contradicted himself less than a second after his 
first statement. This was mostly because there was nobody else there 
but the Chief, and thus nobody there smart enough to tella€"though a 
passing dust mote did get the inkling that the human had said 
something wrong. 

"For the first time I'm worried that we might not actually win this 
battle," continued the Chief. He sighed heavily. "I suppose my only 
hope now rests on getting this index thing and using it to activate 
Halo, and just praying that it does what I need it to. Otherwise 
we're all completely fucked. I'll just give up and shoot myself in 
the head or something, if the index doesn't work-seriously . What a 
fucking boner of a day." 

"I see the quality of the human races' personal dramas have declined 
since I last annihilated it, " snapped Spark as he zipped up behind 
the Chief. The SPARTAN turned to face him. 

"Oh, boy, I was just thinking how much I wanted to see you again. Are 
we almost there yet? I don't think I can standaC"" 



"We've almost completed the first floor of eternal meat suffering," 
said Spark curtly. "We are nearing the index. Relatively." 

The Chief felt a sinking feeling in his gut. "a€| first floor? How 
many floors are there?" 

Guilty Spark's oculus flared a bright blue. "_Seven._" 

The Chief stared for a moment, as if not quite understanding the 
construct's words. 

"Seven? Buta€ i buta€ i which floor is the index on?" 

The lights dimmed ominously as Spark continued to stare at him, blue 
eye glowing eerily. "TheaC | _seventh 

The Chief slammed the muzzle of his shotgun into his own visor and 
pulled the trigger. Fortunately, his shielding was still working. He 
looked up at the ceiling as it recharged. 

"God... what did I do to deserve this," he whispered, quiet, like a 
small child. The Chief slowly lowered himself to his knees and began 
to pray as the robot watched passionlessly , wondering why the human 
was talking about him but acting like he wasn't there, because he was 
God . 

"God," began the Chief, "I know I've refused to acknowledge your hand 
in my life, not since my two kids, Terry and Brice, my wife, Matilda, 
and my partner were all killed in freak bungiea€"I mean, bungee 
jumping accident, while I was simultaneously diagnosed with Cancerous 
AIDS Infertility Syndrome; but if you're out there, this is the time 
I need you. PleaseaC i please God, fucking kill me." 

"None of those things happened, " said the Cortana shotgun strapped to 
the Chief's back. 

"SHUT UP!" screeched the Chief over his shoulder. "I'M TRYING TO HAVE 
A MOMENT HERE . " 

"And I thought I was crazy, " said Spark to himself, right before a 
rim shot played and he left the Chief to be attacked by the entire 
cast of _Dawn of the Dead._ 

"Are you hallucinating again?" asked 12 gauge Cortana. 

"Shut up, your vagina is as deep as a rifle barrel. And as wide as a 
receiving chamber." The Chief stalked off into the depths of the 
library. Sure enough he came across a very large elevator 
platform . 

"This must be the elevator Spark was talking about, " said the Chief 
to nobody. He stared at the platform. "I guess I have a choiceaC ! get 
on that elevator and wait until the end of time for it to get to the 
top, then go spend the rest of eternity battling my way through what 
I'm beginning to suspect is hella€|or spend a slightly shorter 
eternity just standing here doing nothing until I die." 


Spark floated out of a vent and bobbed merrily up to the Chief, who 
stared at him. 



"What are you waiting for, human?" 


The Chief continued to stare. "So, SparkaC i you do know stores are 
supposed to be closed at this hour, right? Maybe you shouldaC i " He 
removed his sun glasses, then put them back on. "Close up 
shop . " 

Spark vibrated back and forth. "I do not understand. Which is 
strange, because I am a genius." 

"Or maybe you need to watch out for crime in this area, " said the 
Chief. "I've heard that something that really helps prevent robbery 
isa€|" He took off his sunglasses, then put them on again, then took 
them off. "To close your front door." He put the sunglasses back on. 
"I can see your dick." 

"I have had enough of this." Guilty Spark zapped the sunglasses out 
of the Chief's hand with his laser grabber. The Chief yelped and 
tried to suck the stinging sensation off his fingers, but couldn't 
because he was wearing a helmet, and as we all know by now wearing a 
helmet all the time means that your mouth gets dry so you can't 
create enough saliva to suck anything off your fingers, least of all 
the electrical signals being sent from the nerves in your skin to 
your brain. I mean, that's just stupid. The Chief is really 
stupid . 

"I want to go on the elevator now," said the Chief decisively. "I 
think that any more of this will drive me insane." He was still 
looking at Spark's cock. 

"You choose wisely, puny flesh failure." Spark followed the Chief 
onto the elevator, his tungsten tugger swinging jauntily. 

The Chief got on the elevator and it went up. But wait, there's more 
it was boring! Finally, after a very long amount of time, he got to 
the second floor and was attacked by even more zombies, again! Once 
those zombies were dead the Chief fucked off into the depths of the 
facility. "Oh wow," he said, looking around at all the walls which 
were exactly the same. "I am seriously beginning to doubt God's 
existence . " 

"How?" Guilty Spark floated up next to him. "I'm right here." 

"No, Chief, this is all part of the Hero's Journey of Joseph 
Campbell's book," said Shotty Cortana helpfully. "Part of The Hero's 
journey is to descend into the underworld and retrieve The Boon, a 
concept that he takes back to the world as a gift to his people. In 
this case the underworld is the library and the index is the boon; a 
collection of knowledge as well as the ultimate power of 
Halo . " 

"Fuck you," said the Chief. "This is boring as shit." 

_And elsewhereaC 

Cercil steepled his fingers and looked around at the other occupants 
of the Truth and Reconciliation's bridge from his position on the bi 
platform in the center of the room. 



"Data, " he said, turning to Oz, "give me a reading on this 
unidentified 'Halo' artifact." 

Oz rubbed the wedge shaped top of his helmet. "Who's Data?" 

"Shut up, Wesley." Cercil talked over him. "Captains log, star date 
90210: the discovery of a strange anus like installation in quadrant 
0-R-lf-c seems to have triggered an enormous bout of amnesia among 
the crew. I plan to land the Enterprise and investigate for sexy 
alien babes to inseminate." 

"We're already landed," pointed out Commander Darren. "We're on 
Halo . " 

"Then why aren't you inseminating?" asked Cercil. He waved a hand. 

"Go on . Begin . " 

"Uha€ | " said Darren. 

"Why are you looking at _me__, dude?" squawked Eric. 

At that moment the door chimed. 

Darren rolled his eyes. "Must be the prisoners from our operation at 
the Butte." He keyed open the door, and Kit Fisto came inside with 
three humans following behind her, all backed up by some 
grunts . 

Cercil 's smile changed from empty to ironically smug and he slid the 
chair to the edge of the smooth purple platform with mincing little 
foot motions, staring down at his captives. "Ah. You've finally 
arrived. I was beginning to wonder what was taking you so long to 
finally arrive." 

"Excuse me?" Fisto looked to Darren. "Commander, why has a deformed 
hobo taken the Commander's Platform of Mauveness?" 

"Ah, Kit Fisto, " said Darren, ambling towards her and ignoring her 
question. "I only received word that you had boarded a few minutes 
ago; how did you get here so fast?" 

"I took the short cut through the bathroom. About the hobo, 
sir?" 

"Just play along," whispered Darren. "Remember that incident with the 
Prophet of Suspicion? It will be just like that: this dipshit is our 
get out of jail free card; he'll take the fall for this whole thing, 
and you and I can fade into the background. Again." 

"But we're winning," said Fisto. "See? We captured the 
humans . " 

"Yeah, but we also unleashed the space scourge. I don't think the 
Prophets will be happy." 

"Not with you. I don't see why I should have deal with this shit 
because of your mistakes, my Lord." 


Darren patted her shoulder. "Well, obviously I have to keep you close 
to me, since you're the only one who knows about my decades worth of 



cover-ups and identity changes." He winked reassuringly. 


"That's reassuring." Fisto walked halfway up the Great Maroon Ramp to 
approach Cercil. 

He looked at her expectantly. "Come then, Worf, let's have your 
report . " 

She looked around. "Who? Are you talking to me?" 

"I don't see any other extremely masculine Klingons around here," 
said Cercil, looking past Fisto and directly at Corporal McKay, who 
was one of those prisoners brought in by her. 

Fisto waved this away. "Whatever. Sir," she gave Darren the evil eye, 
"these are the captives we retrieved from the Butte." 

"Hmm. Let's see them, then." With a small cry of delight, Cercil 
rolled his huge purple executive power chair down the ramp at top 
speed. Fisto caught it by the arm rests and the chair came to a full 
stop. He frowned up at her. "What's your name?" 

"My name is Kit Fisto." 

"Okay, Klit Shitso, you can call me 'get out of my way, cunt.'" 

"I quit," said Kit Fisto, and then left the room. 

"Bye." Cercil scooted his chair over to the row of Prisoners. He came 
level with Major Silva. 

"Ah, Maywhore Sillvout." He looked the white haired major up and 
down. "Tell me, how is this working out for your fucking retirement 
plan, you jurassically wrinkled cum fart colored piece of 
shit ? " 

Silva narrowed his silver eyes, glaring at Cercil and everyone else 
in the room. "I was promised a handsome reward. Covenants. You're 
beginning to test my patience." 

"Suck my cock." Cercil wheeled his chair right past and came up to 
Corporal McKay. "Ah, Cuntrawl McTranny. Tell me, how does betraying 
the human race because no one would ever suckle on that spinachy, 
half-inside out mega-clit of yours feel?" 

"Fuck you," said McKay, standing up straight. "My reasons are my own. 
You don't know me." 

"Aw. You just haven't had the right dick in you yet, I can tell." 
Cercil leaned in conspiratorially and whispered, "Tell you what. I'll 
go see if I can find a nice grunt to send to your new quarters in the 
brig, later." Not waiting for a reply, he waved a hand dismissively 
at her and Silva. "Data, take these two butt sluts to the space 
jail . " 

Oz nodded and stomped forwards with an apologetic expression on his 
tiny face, which was hidden by the flat hunter's helmet. Silva glared 
at him and Cercil in outrage. "You alien bastard!" he turned and 
pointed at Darren. "We had a DEAL!" 



Darren shrugged. "You had a deal with me, not with him, and he's 
totally one hundred percent in charge now." 

"That's right," said Cercil. "Legit as an incestuous 
marriage . " 

Silva rounded on Cercil. "This piss ant?" He stepped up to Cercil, 
eyes blazing with megalomaniacal rage. "Just who the hell do you 
think you are, with that ridiculous amputated face of yours and that 
stupid fucking mouth and those runny crack whore eyes ! Your eyes are 
like two raw cunts and your mouth is a fucking assholea€"you stink 
like fucking death warmed over. You think you can come in here and 
just say the word and have mea€"ME put into the brig? You think you 
can lay your filthy hands on me for even one second and judge me with 
that sputtering, sperging mouth in front of all these people? You 
wouldn't know a good insult if it slapped you in the face with your 
daddy's old class ring. Tell me, does it feel to be a deformed nut 
case who has to stuff a fucking butt plug in his skull just to keep 
his half retarded thought processes from dribbling out? You asshole, 
you think you own me? You don't own shit. You don't own shit on me, 
or anyone else on Halo. The only reason you mouth off all the time is 
because you have nothing to saya€"that and you know no one would pay 
attention to you unless you were insulting them. That's all you 
area€"an attention whore who crawled out of whatever corner of the 
pool the hotel staff rinsed your mother's box out in. You don't 
belong in the same room as soldiersa€"everyone in this room could 
take you down with their hands tied, including me, because from the 
way you stand I can tell you've never won a real fight in your life. 
Now go haul your furry ass into the same scummy corner of the kiddy 
pool you crawled out of and stop bothering the rest of us adults with 
youra€" " 

Cercil shot Silva in the face. 

"YOU SONSA BITCHES!" Corporal McKay let out an articulate scream of 
rage and strained to attack, but Oz held her back and began to drag 
her firmly out of the room as Silva's lifeless body crumpled to the 
ground . 

"Sorry," said Cercil. "I had to stop him before he ate the ship, 
along with the rest of the scenery." But his words died in his throat 
when he saw Lieutenant Oreo standing next in line, looking dejected, 
dried tears and mascara running down her bruised face. She glared at 
him defiantly through long, delicate lashes. She was a woman in pain 
and that was incredibly hot . 

"Fuck my ass!" exclaimed Cercil, wiping silver blood off his face 
with the back of his hand. "You have the most magnificent, enormous, 
round, pliable, succulent, beautiful eyes!" He stood up and spread 
his arms wide. "My dear Lieutenant Oreo. So _nice_ of you that you 
could _join_ us for our little _party_. " He chuckled to himself at 
his ability to evilly italicize. "Tell me, what do you think of my 
capitol ship? I have renamed her, ironicallyaC | _The Verisimilitude 
and Agreement. Cercil 's eyes drifted down to Oreo's chest. "She 
sports two huge, heavy caliber guns capable of firing enormous wads 
of plasma justaC | everywhere ... titsa€"I mean, it's a knobsa€"I mean, 
known fact that our cupa€"I mean. Covenant plasma technology is not 
rounda€"I mean, bound, by the petty pliablea€"I mean, projectile 
weapon designs you humans use." 



Oreo stared in disbelief. "Did you work on that all day?" 

"Which?" asked Cercil, "The joke or the hands-free I just pulled 
off?" 

Oreo looked faintly ill. "a€|The joke." 

"No, I stole it," said Cercil proudly. "Now come along, dear; there's 
no use in resisting." He grabbed Oreo by the hand and led her away. 
Oreo tore her hand from his and wiped it on her pant leg, but had no 
choice other than to follow Cercil lest he grab her again. 

"Up here on the Purple Platform I control everything that goes on in 
this ship. Pretty impressive, huh?" Cercil looked expectantly at 
her . 

Oreo just stared at him. 

"This platform represents my penis." He held his hands a foot apart. 
"It's this many feet big." When Oreo kept silent, he got in close and 
whispered into her ear in the sensuous tones of Jack Nicholson. "I 
love what you've done with your hair." 

"Are you trying to seduce me?" asked Oreo, pulling back and pinching 
her nose. "Because no." 

Cercil spun away from her. "YOU WOULD DENY ME!? It looks like it's 
time for my Villain Song!" He turned from Oreo as, in his 
imagination, all the lights in the room went off and a single spot 
light fell on him, a dimmer blue one also falling on Oreo. Awesome 
symphonic music began to play softly with increasing intensity as 
Cercil opened his mouth to chew the scenerya€"I mean, to 
sing . 

(_Sung to the tune of Hellfire, from Disney's the Hunchback of 
Notredame) _ 

_Big Titties Oreoa 

><em>_You know I am a sick fuck_ 

_Of my sick fuckery I am rightly proud 

_Big Titties Oreo 

><em>_You know I'm so much awesomer than 

><em>_The glue sniffing, retarded, limp dicked Master 
Chieeef_ 

Then tell me, Oreo 

><em>_Why I see you jiggling there_ 

_Why your giant udders still scorch my soul 

_I see you, I fap to you 

><em>_Halo's sun caught in your raven hair 

><em>_Is arousing me out of all control, 

_Like a cow 

>Holstein cow.<em> 


This cow so full of win 



These jiggling_ 

_Bazookas 

_Are turning me to_ 

_Fappin ' _ 

But though I fapped_ 

_I never came 

_You are the Holstein bitch 

><em>_The hoe to who is to blame_ 

But though I fapped_ 

It ' s in my plan 

><em> 

_To kill the Chief and then prove I am a maaan!_ 

_Put on this one piece, Oreo_ 

><em>_Together we can rule this world_ 

_And help me rape Commander Darren's corpse! 

><em>_Fuck the Chief 

><em>_And participate in a necrophiliac blood orgy with me. 

><em>_Or else just send me milk and milk alone_ 

Holstein cow 

>Cow slut<br>_ Now Lieutenant, it's your turn 

><em>_Choose me or 

><em>_Just me I guess 

><em>_Be mine or I will never come 

><em> 

_Bagels have mercy on you 

_Bagels have mercy on me 

_But you will be mine 

><em>_Or you will buuuuurn!_ 

The Chief awoke abruptly from the terrible nightmare that had 
actually happened because he and Cercil can see through each other's 
eyes hmm I wonder what that means and found himself lying on top of a 
very old, stained mattress in a dank corner of The Library. He had 
stubble, and around him were piles of trash; dirty, used toilet 
paper, tooth brushes, cups full of change, bottles with bags wrapped 
around them and bags with bottles taped to them, cheesy blankets, and 
dead rats. The smell of an unwashed body rose from the pile and the 
Chief realized that it was him. 

Groggily, he got up, still clutching a half full bottle of vodka in 
one hand. He pressed the end of the bottle to his visor and tilted 
back, spilling vodka over his face plate. He peeled a reeking blanket 
off himself with one shaking hand and stood up, staring around at the 



dark, musty library. A few dozen flood corpses littered the area 
nearby, the consequence of a recent attack on his camp. 

"Gaha€|How long have I been here?" he pondered, staring down at the 
watch he did not have. He had been making agonizingly slow progress 
ever since his break down upon reaching the second level. That 
progress had slowed to almost nothinga€"and then _the drinking had 
started_. The drink made the pain go away. He would have used drugs 
too, only there was nowhere to get them; after all, where could one 
find drugs in ancient alien ruins? No, the bottle was all he 
had . 

The Chief tossed the empty vodka bottle aside and began searching his 
nest of belongings for more bottles. He found a seventh of a scotch 
and took it gratefully, downing all of it in one gulp and starting to 
pack up his meager belongings in a large red bandana. 

"Ah, meatbag. Making any progress today?" 

The Chief did not turn to face his tormentor as he unzipped his pants 
and began to pee out of the hollowed out ball point pen he had 
inserted into his urethra. It was infected, of course, his pee 
burning like liquid fire as it exited. "Go to hell. Spark, " growled 
the Chief in a voice he had not used for a long time. 

"Go to hell?" chuckled Spark darkly as three Sentinels massaged his 
power cable. "Whya€ i where do you think we are. Reclaimer?" 

The Chief harrumphed and set off with his meager belongings hoisted 
over his shoulder on the shotgun's muzzle, his other hand grasping a 
pistol loosely. As he walked through the shadowed corridors with 
long, dragging steps, the Chief aimed his gun without looking and 
snap-shotted various flood forms as they shambled out of the darkness 
towards him. Guilty Spark followed along behind. 

"Tell me," said the Chief, "what does Halo really do?" 

Spark chuckled. "That same old question, after twelve years? Come 
now. Reclaimer. Do you think I would give up the fact that Halo 
destroys the universe that easily?" 

"Fine. Keep your secrets." The Chief shot a carrier form and it 
exploded. He didn't even seem to notice, reloading absently with one 
hand. He burped and pressed the lip of an empty bottle to his visor, 
draining the last dregs. He made a little distressed moan. 

"Are your meat parts beginning to rot, manflesh?" mused Spark. 

"No," snapped the Chief. "I need more boozea€"good stuff too. None of 
that cheap Covenant shit either." He stumbled and almost fell, head 
lolling from side to side. "Oh goda€ | I think I'm going to be 
sick . " 

Spark stared at him with his baleful cyan eye. "I find it interesting 
that you are inebriated, despite the fact that you have simply been 
pouring the spirits onto your face plate and not imbibing a single 
drop of alcohol, or anything else for that matter, this entire 
time . " 


The Chief threw the bottle at him. Spark dodged it easily. "You 



should hurry. Reclaimer; we have almost reached the Index!" 

"You've been saying that for the past twenty years," replied the 
Chief. He looked around worriedly. "I hope the others are all right 
up there . " 

"Time moves slower in hell," said Spark. "I mean, in the Library. And 
I'm serious this time, you really are close to the Index." He winked, 
somehow, even though he had only one eye. 

"God damn I hate you so much. I want to shove a laser cannon up your 
ass, charge it up for ten seconds, and then blow you to hell." 

"Go ahead and try," said Spark. "My face _is_ a laser cannon." 

The Chief stopped and stared at him. "WhataC i ? You have a fucking 
_laser gun?_ This _WHOLE_ time!? _AND YOU HAVEN'T USED IT ON THIS 
FUCKING ABOMINABLE ARMY OF FLOOD A SINGLE GOD DAMN TME ! ?_" 

"No," said Spark placidly. "I prefer to watch you suffer." 

"_WHAT THE FUCK IS WRONG WITH YOU! ARGH ! " _The Chief threw his bundle 
of stinky rags at Spark, who dodged them, and then he stomped off 
down the corridor grumbling under his breath. 

"No, I'm serious," said Spark as he chased after the Chief. "We 
really are getting very close to the index. In fact, it's just around 
this corner." They neared one of the large doors. It was closed, and 
there was only a small hole in its center. "Right after I do 
something. Over here." Spark zipped through this aperture and 
disappeared. "Have fun!" 

"Oh wow, " said the Chief as he aimed his gun at a nearby ventilation 
shaft. "I wonder what will happen next." 

Something moved within the ventilation shaftaC | something terrible, 
shambling, rotting, and horrible, and the Chief shot bullets into the 
hole until nothing moved in there anymore. In a few seconds the large 
door began to open and he proceeded on, shoulders slumping. He walked 
a few feet but stopped almost instantly. The energy seemed to drain 
out of him like a sift was sifting the energy out of him. He fell to 
his hands and then to his knees. 

"Oh Reclaimer," whistled Spark. "You should really keep going. The 
Index is just a few yards away." 

"I can't. I can't do this anymore. I give up. You win. Guilty Spark." 
The Chief looked up at Spark, tears springing from the lip of his 
visor. "_You win_. " 

"I do not jest," said Spark flatly. "The Index is at hand. Almost in 
your hand . " 

"I can't go on. I can't take any more of this. I give up. I've 
failed. The world is doomed." 

"It is centimeters above you," said Spark, bobbing up and down above 
the Chief's prone form. 

"Tell OreoaC | " the Chief sunk down until his body was flush with the 



floor. "Tell Oreo I'm sorry I couldn't bea€ |_an hero!_" He let out a 
croak and then collapsed completely, lying still on the ground as if 
dead . 

"Could you get the Index before you die, meatbag?" insisted Spark. "I 
need it to set us up the bomb." 

The Chief croaked out something unintelligible. 

Spark rolled in the air. "You cannot give up when death is just 
within your grasp. Do you not want to know the grand secret of 
Halo?" 

"Nuh-uh, " said the Chief into the floor. 

"You will change your tune in time. But watching your misery makes me 
want to pay a visit to my robot harem. I'll _come_ back soon, 
hairless rat." Spark left. The Chief was alone on the floor. 

Some time passed, but then he heard a voice. "Chief! Chief, wake 
up ! " 

He groggily opened his eyes. "Who's there?" 

"It's me! Shotana!" came a voice from over his shoulder. 

The Chief rolled over with a mighty effort and looked around. "What?" 
All the booze he hadn't drunk must have gone to the head he didn't 
have . 

"Shotgun Cortana, buddy! Hey, listen: you've got to get up and get 
that index!" 

The Chief shook his head. "Cortana is never this nice." 

"Who cares if I'm real?" 

"I do." The Chief pulled the shotgun off his back and cradled it. He 
looked down into its muzzle, finger inching towards the trigger. "I 
don't want to live anymore." 

"You've got to do this," said the shotgun gravely. "If you don't, 
Cercil will kill Oreo!" 

The Chief groaned. "No, no, that had to have been a dream. There's no 
way I could really be seeing through that madman's eyes while I 
sleep ! " 

"You know it's not fake. Chief," insisted the shotgun gently, "not 
like how you pretend to have been born with a penis." 

"My goda€ | " said the Chief. "Not even Cortana knows that 
secret . " 

"I'm as real as you are. Chief," said Shotana. "I mean, because I am 
you. Talking to yourself. Because you're mentally ill." 

"Yeah, well." The Chief sighed. "I can't do it, Shotana. Oreo will 
have to fend for herself. I'm just too weak to continue on." 



"Don't give me that. I know you. Chief. You _want _to do this. You'll 
save her from Cercil." 

"I hate everyone," said the Chief uncertainly. 

"Sure. Everyone around you dies. Chief, usually because of you. 

Except for Lieutenant Oreo. And Johnson, who just so happens to be 
your best friend no matter what. Haven't you ever wondered why that 
is?" 

" Ia€ | " 

"Well?" prompted the gun. 

The Chief's eyes closed, then snapped open dramatically. "You're 
right! I DO care! I can do this! I'll reclaim that index! I'll save 
Oreo!" The Chief stood up slowly and cracked his neck, then turned 
around . 

The Index was floating a half inch away from him, just on the 
platform he had collapsed in front of. "Oh, okay." He reached out a 
hand to grab it, but in a flash of blue light the Index was snatched 
away and pulled into a compartment on Guilty Spark's body. The small 
robot had appeared sometime after the Chief had turned around. 

"I knew you had it in you, meatbag, " said Guilty Spark. "But now that 
you've retrieved the index it falls to me to safeguard it. Your form 
is susceptible to infection and mutation, and to holes in your 
pockets . " 

"If you could do that, why didn't you just take the Index by 
yourself?" asked the Chief. 

"The facility requires one such as yourself to deactivate the 
biolocks, and to activate Halo," explained Spark. "Otherwise I would 
terminate you post-haste." 

"Oh, good," said the Chief. 

Golden light began to glow around them. "Come now Reclaimer; it is 
finally time for you to learn the ... terrible secret truth of Halo. I 
mean, to activate it. Soon you will claim your reward of a hundred 
thousand dollars or a new car." 

"But I want to destroy the Flood and the Covenant." 

"Oh? That's good, because Halo also does that, too. _Among other 
things 

"I can't wait," said the Chief earnestly. "Is there a reason you have 
to be so mysterious?" 

Guilty Spark chuckled like Raiden as played by Christopher Lambert in 
the Mortal Kombat movie. "Oh, you could say that. You humans are so 
unpredictable . " 

And there were none. 


**Chapter Twelve: And Then I Saw Her Face** 



"_Behold a white horse_._" _a€"_David Hume_ 

The Chief's body began to assemble on the walkway in the control 
room. Flashes of golden light and energy burst in and out of 
existence and, well, I've already described the teleportation like 
five times so that's enough of that. The Chief teleported in and his 
hands were empty. 

"Oh no, Shotana! She must have been lost in the teleportation, five 
times!" He turned to Spark. "We have to go back for her!" 

Spark shook his head. Body. Ball. "The weapon was a bad influence on 
you. I liquidated it." 

"That's a bummer. Well, I guess it's finally time to activate Halo, 
huh?" The Chief walked past him, towards the large hologram of the 
gas giant and Halo. 

Guilty Spark followed, passing him the Index. "Indeed. You're about 
to find out the secret truth of Halo, meat churl. I can guarantee it 
will be aa€ | deadly surprise." He giggled. "I can barely contain my 
own arousal . " 

"I hope so. I hope that you do." The Chief walked over to the 
holographic control console. "Where do I put it in?" he asked, 
staring up in awe at the great glowing spheres of light that swirled 
through the room. 

"Over there," said Spark, indicating with his voice. "Just shove it 
in and let the charge-up sequence begin. I can guarantee that the 
solution to the Halo mystery is quiteaC | _f inal_. Ha ha ha ahaaaC | AH 
HA HA HA HA HA HA . " 

"Yeah, I get it." The Chief shoved the Index into the designated 
port. There was an odd, ominous humming sound and the holographic 
panel erupted in concentric rings of greenish light that radiated 
outwards, filling half the chamber. The Chief shielded his eyes for a 
moment . 

"Odd," said Spark. "I expected more genocide." 

"0 RLY ? " An enormous hologram of Cortana suddenly exploded into 
existence, towering high above the Chief and Spark. A blast of EMP 
energy hit Guilty Spark in his eye-face, knocking him down and 
temporarily deactivating him. 

"AIE ! GORDZIRRA!" The Chief shot at her with the gun he didn't 
have . 

"Stop that." Cortana pointed at the Chief. "I've spent the last six 
hours cooped up in here, watching you toady about helping _that 
thing_, " she pointed at Guilty Spark, "get set to fuck our 
butts . " 

"Hold on now, he's an A. I. who mercilessly torments and mocks me. You 
can see why I might be used to following his directions." 

"Oh, I didn't realize," said Cortana, putting a hand to her mouth in 
mock surprise. "He's your new butt buddy, is he? Your ass blast? Do 
you have any idea what that cum chugger almost made you 



do?" 


"Obviously not," said the Chief. 

Spark rebooted and returned to floating in the air. He practically 
jumped in shock when he saw Cortana. "A construct in the core? What 
an outrage for some reason! I shall triple-pass delete you this 
instant." He began bobbing up and down erratically like a water buoy 
in a thunderstorm. 

A holographic image of the index appeared in Cortana' s hand. She 
immediately shoved it into her crotch and it disappeared. "You might 
want to stow that bitch-fit," she sneered. "I have the index, now. 

You can just fuck yourself." 

The Chief laughed nervously. "Can somebody please explain to me 
what's going on?" 

She rounded on him. "**HALO DESTROYS THE UNIVERSE** you fucking child 
of a retarded shit." 

The Chief sighed wistfully. "Man, have I missed you." 

"I was gone six hours, you needy little bitch." Cortana crossed her 
arms and turned towards Spark as the Chief took up position next to 
her hologram and readied his rifle, which he had been carrying the 
entire time. 

He aimed this gun at Guilty Spark. "I should have guessed this all 
along, you little bastard. I was a fool to trust 
you . " 

"Undoubtedly," said Spark. "Considering the numerous occasion wherein 
I all but explicitly told you what Halo's function is. In truth, I am 
surprised you would want to terminate this now. You should know that 
we must activate the ring; we have followed containment protocol to 
the letter, and you were with me each step of the way as we managed 
the process . " 

"Not really. I kind of dragged myself along by my face as you 
tormented me in hell." 

"I'm sorry I missed that." Cortana looked around with growing 
agitation. "I'm picking up movement. Chief." 

The Chief pulled her USB drive out of Halo's control panel. The 
hologram flickered and died and the Chief lifted the chip to his 
face. "I want you inside me," he whispered, and then slid it into his 
helmet . 

"What was that?" asked Cortana as she came online in his 
armor . 

"What was what?" 

Spark took note of this as several of his robot sex slaves arose from 
the depths. "O-kay. Anyways, last time you asked me 'if it was my 
choice, would I do it?' Having had considerable time to fuck every 
moving thing in sight with my huge cybernetic member, my answer is 
still the same; there is no choice. We must activate the ring. Of 



course, this is a pretty easy decision for me because I'm still going 
to survive, as well all my steelaC i " he paused "companions." 

The Chief glanced at the sentinels. "You lost me at 'last time. I'd 
love to debate whether or not killing ourselves is a solution to any 
problem, but I can tell from the way _you ' re insane _that that 
wouldn't go anywhere. I mean, come on: the plan is to kill 
_everything BUT _the Flood and then just leave them around until the 
next ten billion years when the next poor schmucks come along? Even 
_I _can tell that's easily one of the stupidest plans ever, and I'm 
RETARDED." 

"Uh-oh, " piped up Cortana. "Don't get smart on me. Chief." 

Spark tittered. "If you are unwilling to carry this through then I 
will simply find another to be my robo whore. I mean, the reclaimer, 
who reclaims. Give me the construct and I will make this as quick and 
painless as possible. Before I rip your head off and mount it in my 
trophy room." 

"That'sa€|." the Chief paused dramatically. "_Not going to happen_. " 
He laughed. "But no, seriously, fuck you." 

"As you wish." Spark turned to the Sentinels as he began to float 
away. "Save his head. Dispose of the rest. Also, I told you to wear 
that lacey thing I bought you, Maria. Why the fuck aren't you wearing 
it?" He buzzed off with a few of the sentinels. 

The Chief watched him go. "God damn. We never saw the back stab 
coming. That guy is fucking _Machiavellian 

"Not really Chief-LOOK OUT!" screamed Cortaan so loud that it made 
him double over. At that moment a lazer beem went shooting over where 
his head had been, or rather where his helmet had been. 

The Chief He rolled to the side as more lazur beams slashed the air 
where he had been. The sentinels converged around him, more of the 
robots bringing their lazers online to ware down his shields. 

The Chief raised his rifle. "Sorry babes," he said, staring up at the 
robots. "This is the way it's _gotta be_. " Then he opened fire and 
killed them all. Always bet on Chief. 

"Wow, that was almost as easy as killing Marines," said Cortana. 

The Chief agreed as smoldering metal fragments rained down around 
him. "They're both non-human targets." He marched off towards the 
door . 

"Enough fooling around, " exclaimed Cortana as the hanger-bay sized 
door out of the control room slowly began to open. "We can't let 
Spark activate Halo. If he does, we'll all die." 

The Chief tapped his foot impatiently. "I know. This has been well 
established . " 

"Right. We have to destroy Halo so that it can never be used. There 
are six other installations, but let's put that on the back burner 
for now . " 



"Oh wow, six Halos. You'd think one was enough sexual imagery. How do 
you know there ' re so many?" The Chief opened the door and peeked 
around the corner to see an approaching squad of Covenants. 

"There are seven Halos not six. And I downloaded the index, 
remember? " 

"Yeah, into your vagina. For some reason I found that incredibly 
hot . " 

Cortana ignored this. "I know everything about this ring; for 
example, firing Halo requires that three sub generators be active. We 
can buy some time by destroying these generators before Spark finds a 
way to fire Halo without the help of a human." 

"Good idea," said the Chief as he killed the Covenant. They died in 
purple eruptions of blood, choking and gurgling as he filled them 
with bullets from his gun. "What about destroying Halo?" 

One of the grunts fell to his knees holding another grunt's head in 
his hands. He spoke to it in a whisper. "Fathera€"did I make you 
proud? " 

The Chief shot him ten thousand times for good measure as Cortana 
continued to talk. "If we can set off a large enough explosion we 
should be able to overload a few critical sub systems in the ring. A 
jump capable starship's fusion reactors going critical would do the 
job." 

"Damn Cortana, " said the Chief as he exited the installation and came 
out at the topmost floor of the large metal pyramid, "You turn me off 
so much when you talk nerd speak." Snow drifted towards his boots as 
his radar showed that the Covenant had sent more troops to occupy the 
various floors of the pyramid. 

"I'm not surprised that you're physically repulsed by any, fractional 
sign of intelligence being exhibited by a woman, you fucking 
ignoramus . " 

"Wow, the index really changed you. It wasn't a few hours ago that 
you were about to rape the shit out of me before I left to save 
Keyes. Now you're still a bitch." The Chief stopped. "Waita€ | oh my 
god, Keyes! What happened to Keyes! I saw him get carried off by the 
Flood . " 

"He's probably dead," said Cortana with little to no sympathy. "Good 
riddance too, he was a wrinkly old fuck. Now focus on the mission 
Chief, before I whip your taint." 

"That's more like the Cortana I know will abuse me in the near 
future," said the Chief, getting an erection. He bit his lip. "Is 
there any way we can find my fathera€"I mean, the keys to my 
repressed childhooda€"I mean, Keyes?" 

"a€|yes. If I can locate and triangulate the signal from his neural 
I.D. transponder implant we might theoretically be able to pinpoint 
his exact position." 


"And I'm flaccid again." The Chief set off down the side of the 
pyramid, blasting Covenant as he did so. A thought occurred to him as 



he was tearing a Jackal in half with his bare hands. "What about 
Oreo? Is her Butte okay?" 

"Bad news Chief," said Cortana gleefully. "The Butte's been, shall we 
say, penetrated. As far as I know everyone is dead or captured. Based 
on the Covenant communications I've been able to intercept I'd say 
they've captured that doe eyed, doughy bitch of yours and are holding 
her on board the Truth and Reconciliation." 

The Chief kicked an Elite's balls into his throat. The Elite's 
throat, not his own. The alien died. "Oh my god. What about Major 
Silva and the Hell jumpera€"actually never mind, I don't care." He 
hopped down to the next level of the pyramid where two hunters lay in 
ambush . 

Cortana 's voice grew more serious. "It gets worse Chief: from the 
sound of things Cercil Saltstein has somehow taken over command of 
the entire Covenant Fleet on Halo. He's the one holding Oreo 
hostage . " 

"Actually that's good news," said the Chief as he did a deadly kata, 
killing both Hunters at the same time. 

Cortana considered this. "You're right. He'll probably do something 
retarded like sing show tunes or start a Star Trek LARP . No threat to 
us or that walking pair of tits you want to pork so badly." 

"Hey now," said the Chief, "Stop getting in the way of my true love." 
He looked around; all of the Covenant were dead. "Okay, " he said, 
heading towards a parked Banshee. "Mark the first generator's 
location on my map and I'll do them all in sequence, traveling to a 
variety of areas by different transport and dealing with the various 
threats along the way." 

"Sounds really interesting." 

The Chief got into a Banshee. "How do you drive these things again? 
The cockpit looks like the inside of your cock pit." 

She ignored him. "You stick your hands in those two holes. They're a 
bit tight . " 

"I prefer brute force." The Chief stuck his hands into the two holes 
and closed the cockpit . 

Now if you'll notice I just made two jokes at once there; one was in 
reference to one of the first games released on the Xbox, _Brute 
Force_, and the other was to violent un-lubed fisting. 

The Banshee rose wobblingly into the chilly air. Snowflakes peppered 
the deep mauve surface of the small craft, the main body of which 
looked not dissimilar from a large purple dildo designed for her 
pleasure. They rose into the air, the pyramid falling away behind and 
the biting sun of Halo shinning down. The Chief turned at a 
beautifully crystalline frozen waterfall and made a bombing run on 
two Wraiths that had just arrived. The Wraiths erupted in bright blue 
plumes of smoke and he pulled up. He aimed the craft at the platform 
jutting out from the side of the canyon; Cortana had marked it on his 
HUD display as their next goal. 



"You're coming in too fast," commented Cortana absently as the Chief 
rose towards the platform. 

"Don't worry _baby_, " he growled as he shoved his hands deeper into 
the two control holes. "We'll makeit. _Together_. " 

"We're not going to make it," said Cortana. "Because you're aiming 
for a wall . " 

"Oh yes we will, " said the Chief as the edge of the platform rushed 
towards him. "Here it _comes_." 

The Banshee smashed full into the edge of the platform. Its front end 
was completely totaled, and both wings were bent up and back from the 
force of the blow. The small anti-gravity generators on either wing 
were both smashed into nonexistence and the wrecked ship made a 
graceful sort of half roll backwards, then fell with increasing speed 
towards the ground. 

"I told you," said Cortana irritably. "You always try to do things 
too fast . " 

He sighed as the ground rushed up to meet them. "I know. Should've 
used protection." 

"God damn it. Chief." 

The Banshee smashed into the ground and split in half like a big 
purple banana full of fire. The Chief's body was flung from the 
superheated eruption, flying through the air in a cloud of twisted 
debris. He smashed into a snow bank five hundred feet from the crash 
site . 

The snow fell on his armored butt plate; the Chief had buried himself 
to the waist in the ground, his butt sticking out like a dog wanting 
to play catch. Only the dog was him, and the catch was snow. After a 
time the Chief groggily pulled himself free. He staggered up right 
and wandered in a circle for a minute. "Jeez, I think I'm going to be 
sick." He paused. "Cortana?" There was no response. The Chief checked 
his armor and found that there was no apparent damage that could have 
destroyed the abusive A. I.; he guessed the impacted had forced a 
reboot. The drifting snow banks and whistling air suddenly seemed 
much more foreboding, as if a dramatic confrontation was about to 
happen . 

"Oh, great." 

Someone cleared their throat behind them. 

"Okay, Cercil, " began the Chief, turning. "Ready for round four?" His 
jaw dropped when he saw who was standing there. 

It was a girl with well tanned skin and dark raven black hair. Her 
hair was tied up in a cute pony tail and her hair was messy, and well 
kept. It was shiny, but also looked like light disappeared into it. 

It was fairly normal hair, yet it had a mystical appearance, like 
that of a powerful yet feminine raven. Going down her body, the Chief 
saw that she had fairly mid-sized breasts that were straining the 
fabric of her jumpsuit and a strong, athletic body that was feminine 
and not mannish, with fairly small breasts. Her jumpsuit was a pale 



blue, and featured several oil stains and burn marks, as if she were 
some sort of technician. The jumpsuit was rolled up to her elbows and 
rolled down at her ankles to touch the tips of her combat boots. The 
girl's face was high, with low cheek bones and a low forehead that 
looked cute and cheerleaderish . The Chief was sure that her 
appearance hid the inner strength that must surely dwell beneath the 
rough exterior this girl put on to the world. But the most 
interesting thing about her was the large tattoo that stretched 
across one side of her face and down her neck to disappear under her 
clothes. The Chief caught himself wondering what it looked like under 
there, and felt embarrassed and blushed, completely forgetting that 
he had no face or body to speak of. But upon closer inspection, he 
realized that the tattoo appeared to be of Covenant origin. It had 
strange symbols on it that he guessed were languagesa€"if he could 
have understood it he guessed it might have said something like 
'beautiful angel of light and darkness flower.' He wondered if maybe 
this girl had been raised by the aliens trying to destroy humanity so 
that they could turn her against the humans, and that the tattoo had 
been an oversighta€"or maybe if they had adopted her into their 
society for some reason. He wondered what kind of life that would be, 
to be surrounded by aliens that cared nothing for you, without the 
touch of another human, or of aa€ ._man_. He felt embarrassed for 
thinking such romantic thoughts about a women he had just met one 
second ago. For she was a women, in all the ways that counted. 

The girl held up a large pistol and pointed it right at the Chief's 
head . 

"Stop right there!" she said firmly. Her voice was rough and 
calloused but soft like a song bird's song. 

The Chief held up his hands in surrender, despite the fact that he 
was wearing a suit of five inch thick armor and she could no more 
have hurt him than had sex with him through all that. He wondered 
where that thought had come from. 

"I don't know what you are," said the girl, "but I know you're evil 
and I have to stop you." 

"I'm not evil," said the Chief. "I fight for good." Carefully he 
moved his thigh to hide the tic marks he had carved into his armor 
under the name 'Mendoza.' 

"Yeah right," laughed the girl in a strong yet vulnerable voice. "The 
Covenant told me all about you. No. Don't try to lie to my. Master 
Rapist-Abuser, I know who you are." 

"Didn't you just say you didn't know who I was?" asked the 
Chief . 

The girl stomped her foot angrily. "Just shut up! You're just like my 
foster-father who raped and abused my mother and I but then the 
Covenant came and killed him and saved me because they felt sorry for 


The Chief blinked. "What?" 

"Shut up!" she said, crying strong and not-weak tears as she held the 
gun on him with a rock steady grip. 



"Jesus, calm down," said the Chief as he approached her. She cried 
and collapsed in his arms for some reason, feinting. The incredible 
emotions she was feeling had over whelmed her. 

"Well I guess I'd better nurture her back to health in a secluded 
cave for-" began the Chief. 

"I don't think so." 

He turned, noticing that the snow had stopped falling; snowflakes 
hung in the air in some sort of stasis, and the wind had died as 

well. There was no sound in the white wasteland that the world had 

become. A tall and spindly figure was stalking towards him through 
the white static. The Chief squinted; it had the body of an ant, but 
it walked on two legs and had only two arms. Its head was comically 
over sized, but large black eyes watched him with a strange 
malevolence. The Chief clutched the small girl to his chest and 
stared at the approaching creature. 

"Y-you. You're the one from my dreams. Are you real?" 

"I am real. I am really real." The ant stood by him and looked down 

at the girl in his arms. "And I have a name, and that name is 

Alistair Conley the Anthropomorphic Ant. So Halo destroys the 
universe, huh? What a twist. I bet you're filled with grim resolve 
toa€" " 

The Chief interrupted him. "Why are you an anthropomorphic 
ant?" 


"I'm asking the questions here, starting now," said the ant. "Hey, 
what've you got there?" 

"A hot girl," said the Chief. "I must warm her with my corded and 
banded muscles." 

"I beg to differ. That's a Marisoo, Chief." 

"What's a Marisoo?" asked the Chief, completely confused. "And what 
are you?" 

"Marisoos are powerful creatures; they have the ability to warp 
reality around their desires, to alter peoples minds to their own 
will. They wander through the vast emptiness of the galaxy, searching 
with a thousand hungry eyes, searching for people and events to 
violate, to corrupt and twist until there is nothing of the original 
left. They are Dark Gods that desire only pleasure and the 
fulfillment of their unknowably terrible fantasies." 

"Freaky. But what are you?" 

Then the ant raised a meat cleaver above its head. "I am God. 

Anyways, I have my own plans for you and your friends. They're pretty 
horrible plans, but nowhere near as horrible as what this creature 
will do . " 

"Yeah wella€"I mean, NO" said the Chief suddenly, "u cant kill her 
just becuz she's covenantl" 


"She is influencing you with her Marisoo powers. Step aside." The ant 



pushed forwards. 


"NO!" The Chief burst to his feet. "I WONT LET U HERT HER!" He pushed 
the ant hard in the chest and toppled it over, its huge head 
unbalancing it. It might only have been a simple fall if not for the 
large, sharp piece of Banshee wreckage lying on the ground just 
behind the ant. There was a crunching sound and then the ant was 
laying there with a piece of smoking metal jutting from its chest. 

Two feeble arms reached up to clutch at the protrusion, the ant's 
antenna twitching weakly. It looked down at the wound. 

"Whata€|what have you done? I am your creator!" Yellow blood began to 
pool around the ant as its head lolled back and forth. Its eyes 
refocused on the Chief. "Do you know what you've done? With my death 
a power vacuum will open and unspeakable horrors of meta humor will 
force their way into this dimensionaC | f or that which is a giant 
reality devouring vagina can eternal lie." 

"Wait!" sputtered the Chief. "You must tell me all those secrets that 
you've been hinting at this whole time! Was it you that saved Oreo 
back on the glass beach? Why have you stalked my dreams? How does 
Mendoza keep returning from the dead? Why do I share dreams with 
Cercil, and where do his powers come from? And why did you disguise 
yourself as him in my dream of a gay crack house?" 

The ant gurgled as more blood poured from its mouth. "I do not 
haveaC | enough timea€|to explain my incredibly intricate anda€ | complex 
plans, all of whichaC | would make sensea€ | if only I could explain 
themaC | but I can ' t .. because I don't have time." It coughed again. 
"Only, heed these final words, for I have one more piece of cryptic 
hinting to impart before I depart." 

Then he died. 

There was a sucking sound, like a great bathtub full of shit draining 
away into the sewage system. Light flashed through the world for a 
second, and then the ant's corpse was gone as if it had never been, 
blood and all wiped away to leave only the wreckage of the banshee 
and the slowly falling snow. 

The Marisoo opened her eyes. 

I opened my dark white eyes. An orange visor was hovering in front of 
my face. I scrambled away, fear overtaking me, and reached for my 
gun. But it was gone. 

"Looking for this?" asked the visor, who I now recognized as the 
Master Abusive-Sodomitea€"the human warrior who had destroyed so many 
of my Covenant alien kind who I was a member of. 

I glared at him, fire in my eyes and my voice when I spoke. "Give me 
my gun back. Now." 

"Not before you answer some of my rough questions, " said the bastard. 
I narrowed my eyes and focused my thoughts. Suddenly, the gun flew 
out of his raping hands and into my outstretched palm. I grabbed it 
and pointed it at him, grinning. 

"Say goodbye, bad guy, " I said in hilarious and witty one 
liner . 



"Wait!" called a familiar voice. I turned to see my Covenant friends 
Cercil and Oz approaching. I had known Oz the Stealth Hunter ever 
since I was a kid. We had played basketball together-and I had always 
beaten him. Cercil I didn't like as much. He was always making fun of 
me and trying to one up me, just because I was human and a girl. He 
often put me down with cruel mocking nad sexism in front of a bunch 
of preps, but I always beat him anyways. But the prophets had decided 
to send us to the Holy Ring together, so I had to deal with him. 

Oz ran up to me and we did a secret hand shake. "Hi Whitania, " he 
said. "What do we have here?" 

"Just a filthy human I captured, " I said, brushing a strand of hair 
out of my face. 

"Bah," said Cercil in his annoying nasal voice. "I could have done 

it. You are WEAK and a WOMAN. 

"SHUT UP!" I said and decked him with a butterfly kick that I had 
learned when I was five at the martial arts academy of rape defense 
before my foster father had raped me. 

Cercil stared up at me from the ground and I saw fear and anger in 
his rape eyes. "Why you bitch! I'll get you one day, possibly in a 
sexual way because that is where men get their power!" He adjusted 
the buttplug in his skull. 

"We don'th have time for your bullcrap, " I said. "I'm obviously more 
dedicated to the Covenant's cause." 

He nodded slowly. "Alright, Whitania. We put this on hold for now. 

But later you're going to beat me up." 

"We'll see about that," I said grimly. Then I offered one hand to 
him. He took it, and I pulled his six hundred pounds of muscle and 
armor up without using any of my body weight. Part of my abilities as 
a **special training program assassin** were enhanced strength, even 
though my muscles didn't show it. I had to recharge though, and that 
would leave me vulnerable to big strong men like the Master 
Abuser-Raper . 

"So what do we do with this guy?" asked Oz, pointing at the big 

guy, who was cowering from the small caliber pistol I was pointing at 
him. 

"We'll take him back to base for interrogation," I said. "Then we'll 
see if he's interested in joining our cause against the evil 
humans . " 

"Good idea," said Oz . "I'll go get the land speeder." 

When we got back to base Darran and Eric the gay alien couple were 
making out in front of it. Eric's body was smaller than Darren and 
that just made it hotter. 

"Ew!" I said, while secretly I blushed. Darran and Eric laughed at me 
and went off making out to go have butt sex. The Chief stared after 
them and I wondered briefly if perchance he was gay as well. Some 
part of me hoped not, though I wasn't sure why it was that I hoped 



not so that I could have sex with him though maybe he was bi . 


I led the Chief through the corridors. Aliens of all shapes and sizes 
cast us suspicious or hostile looks. Some even made cat-calls at the 
Chief and I, and I blushed harder. 

"What is this place?" asked the Cheif. 

"This is the headquarters of the resistance," I said. "We're a 
faction of the covenant that believe humans and aliens should 
co-exist . " 

"I thought you just said that humans were evil," he said 
confusedly . 

"What was that?" 

He stared at me like I was weird or something. "Nothing, never mind," 
he said in a glazed voice. 

"That ' s better . " 

We made our way to the quarters . 

"You'll be staying with me," I said. "We don't want any of the 
soldiers to get ideas." 

He looked confused again. "What?" 

I laughed. "You're not very bright are you? Men are naturally stupid 
though, so I don't blame you. The covenant here are all outcasts. 

They have different tastes than normal Covenant. They like to have 
gay sex with humans. Chief." 

Cercil, who had been walking with us, growled deep in his throat. 

"Yes we do." I hit him. 

"Why?" asked the Chief in confusion. "Not that I'm complainingaC | " he 
paused. "I meanaC ! " 

"Because I need my Yaoi fixa€"I mean, because I'm going to protect 
you from them while I interrogate you. Chief." I said. 

"But aren't you their leader?" he asked, head lolling around in 
confusion. "Can't you just order them not to rape me?" 

"I'm sorry, but no," I said. "Later on I might decide to put in an 
almost-raped or a total-rape scene, so I have to leave the 
possibility open." 

"What?" 

Cercil and Oz left and I took him to my room and undressed while he 
watched . 

"Don't be a pervert," I said when I caught him looking at me as I put 
on my G-string and stiletto heels that I always wore to bed. 

"Are you going to interrogate me now?" he asked. I flushed. Surely he 
couldn't have meantaC | 



"Maybe," I said. "But I need to sleep first." 


I went to sleep and I felt the Chief slipped into bed next tome. I 
tried to whirl and strike him in the throat to kill him but his steel 
hard arms had encircled me, holding me tight and stopping me from 
moving. I tried to kick but he brushed the blow aside. I gasped as he 
pressed his hardness into me as he put his hands on me in my skin 
tight jeans be my teenage dream tonight. 

"Hove youhe wishpered in my ear." 

Some part of me had been waiting to hear that. My body turned into 
pure sex. Igasped nad rocked my hipz against his bulging 
ertectiO- 

" AHHHH AYUUIUUGHHHHH ! " I cried in ectasy as hs hardns slips insize 
me. "UUUUUUGHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH" said the Chief manly as he thrust. Ted. 

I thrust Ed back & we cryed out as we both reached our poek inmere 
seconds. THAT IS S 0 GOODD . WE DD it fR the rst lof the night, oru 
bodys covered iun swet and ddthefuid s iof olvoie .ajkDDD"M im 
coming 

The next morning I awoke completely clean and coated in sweat. The 
covers were tangled with sweat from the night before. The Chief was 
lying at the foot of my bed like an obedient dog, wearing nothing but 
his helmet. I had ridden him all night long, physically overpowering 
him from the start and taming him like a wild stallion. JGGDomg SO 
HOT 

There came a knock on the door. I stood up and moved sexily to the 
door. I opened the door. 

Cercil stood there. His eyes raked down by naked and naturally 
hairless body nad back up with hatred and rape-lust in thema€"I let 
him look. I didn't care what he thought, or that he wanted to rape 
me. His lips curled back in a disgusted expression that was 
angry . 

"Oh my god what's happening get out of my head!" he screamed 
suddenly, clutching at his bandaged skull. "GET OUT OF MY HEAD!" 

My eyes flashed. 

"AndaC | " Cercil blinked. "I, uma€| Ia€| " Suddenly he went back to 
normal and looked at me again. He flushed red with rage. "WHAT ARE 
YOU DOING WALKING AROUND LIKE THAT, human whore!?" 

My eyes flashed. With rage. This was. The last. St.R.a.waC! . 

"That's the last straw!" I shouted at Cercil. "HOW CAN YOU CALL A 
WOMAN A WHORE FOR HAVING SEX WITH A MAN SHE IS ATTRACTED TO!? ITS SO 
COMPLETELY UNFAIR THAT WOMEN ARE TREATED AS WHORES FOR DOING THE 
EXACT SAME THING THAT EVERY SINGLE MAN DOES WHICH IS HAVE SEX WITH 
EVERYONE IN SIGHT ALL MEN DO HTAT BUT WHEN A WOMEN DOES IT SHE'S A 
WHORE OR A SLUT! ITS NOT LIKE I JUST MET HIM OR ANYTHING! ALSO I CAN 
WALK AROUND NAKED IF I WANT1 IT IS PART OF MY FEMALE POWER AND MY 
POWERFUL VAGINA THAT I CAN WALK AROUDN IN SEXY CLOTHES. MEN ARE 
AFRAID OF POWERFUL VAGINA AND THE UTERUS BECAUSE WYMEN ARE THE ONLY 
ONES WHO CAN HAVE CHILDREN BUT MEN ARE NECCESARY TO THE PROCESS OF 



HAVING CHILDREN AND THEY FEEL USELESS." 


"AAAHhh!" Cercil cowered and ran away. Everyone in the compound 
laughed at him. "I'll get you back for thiiiiiiiiis ! " he screamed 
over his shoulder as he ran. 

I got dressed, still fuming, and woke up the Chief. I let him walk 
around without bonds today; if he tried anything, I would just kill 
him . 

"Where are we going?" asked the Chief. 

"I'm going to take you to our leader," I said. 

"Who is that?" he asked confusedly, slipping on his armor. I didn't 
worry about the power armor; I could still easily beat him. 

"You'll find out when you met her," I said. 

Soon we arrived athte meeting room. Darren and Eric the gay alien 
couple waited outside. 

"Hey Whitania, " said Eric. "Girl you are _glowing_ today. What have 
you and the man of the hour been up to?" 

I blushed. "Hey, none of your business." 

Darren laughed. "Go right on in, darling. She's expecting you." 

"I hop she's in a good mood today," I said. 

We went inside. At the table inside were seated Cercil, Oz, and Kit 
Fisto, my girlfriend. I walked around to the head of the table and 
took my place. 

"I'm glad you all could make it." 

"Sir," said Oz and Kit Fisto. Cercil only fumed. 

The Chief looked at me. "Where's the leader?" he asked. 

"I am the leader," I said. 

"But you just said . a€ | buta€ | okay . " The Chief sat down on the floor 
next to me and looked at the other people at the table. HE nad Cercil 
locked gayzes for a moment, and I was sure I could detect a spark of 
heat therea€ | I felt tingly. NOW I'M GOING TO GO TO TVTROPES AND PUT 
TWO CHARACTERS UNDER FOE YAY AND DO GAY SHIPPING BECAUSE THERE WAS 
ONE SCENE WHERE THEY MADE EYE CONTACT. THEN I WILL WRITE A SLASH 
FIC. 

I meana€ | "As you all know," I said, "I have had sexa€"I mean. The 
Chief is our newest ally from the human side. Hopefully with his help 
we'll be able to finally unite the Covenant and the Humans in 
friendship . " 

Kit Fisto raised his hand. I nodded. "But whahat" she said "if the 
humans don't want to join us? They can be so violent and illogical 
and full of rage at us destroying their race. Will we ever learn to 
co-exist with such imperfect creatures." 



Kit Fisto was a pretty with dark armor. She wore dark make up and 
fish nets over her funny alien fingers and she had deep red eyes like 
blood. She had emo hair and a sniper rifle slung over her back. 
Everyone desired her, but as her friend we both knew that she was too 
shy to be with people because of her dark and troubled past. 

"NONE OF THAT IS TRUE!" said Kit Fisto. "I AM NOT DARK OR 
TROUBLED ! " 

"You are too," said Cercil. "You are a bitch." 

Kit Fisto stood up, pointing at Cercil. "You! What's going on here!? 
Did you drug us? Why is the demon here." She rounded one me. 

"Whoa€" ” 

I waved my hand and she fell limply back into her chair. 

"I know," I said, "It makes me worried to. The humans I mean. But we 
have to try. Just look at the Chiefa€"he's already coming around." I 
blushed . 

The Chief was whimpering on the floor in a puddle of vomit. "Somebody 
help me I can't think. I mean, I can't think more than usual" Then he 
and Cercil looked at each other again, and I saw that same gay spark 
between them. 

"Keep your eyes off of him, Cercil," I said, glaring. He avoided my 
eyes. "You beter not try to rape anyone and I walk in and save the 
Chief or maybe he saves me from you trying to kill me." 

Cercil gaped at me. "Ia€|what? Is that you Chief? Where are we? I 
can't thinkaC | . Ia€"" Cercil visibly had an aneurysm. His head slammed 
into the table with a splat and blood began to pool around it. Nobody 
noticed, though Oz the Stealth hunter had begun to drool copious 
amounts of drool. Kit Fisto appeared to be sweating, and was frowning 
as if she had a terrible headache. Eric and Darren were still 
continually making out and jerking each other off at the same 
time . 

"Well that's enough of that," I said. "IT's time to go on our first 
mission. We have to shut down the Halo systems before Guilty Spark 
can turn them on." 

"And HOW do you PROPOSE that we do such a TERRIBLE and SHITTY plan?" 
snarled Cercil, sitting up abruptly. "OBVIOUSLY this woman is not FIT 
to RULE us at ALL. I should BE the ONE in CHARGE of THIS 
operation ! " 

"IF you feel that way let's put it to a vote," I said. 

Everyone raised their hands in favor of me. Oz ' s hand trembled 
violently . 

"All in favor of me raise their hands, " I said. 

They raised their hands. 


Cercil paled. 

" I a€ i I a€ i . Ia€ | Ia€ | . I . . Ia€ | Ia€ | . I . . Ia€ | . . Ia€ | I . . Ia€ | . I a€ | I a€ | I a€ | I a€ | I I 



a€ | . Ia€ | Ia€ | I-I-I-I-I-I" 


"Moving on." 

"NO!" Cercil slammed a fist into the table and shot to his feet, dark 
purple blood steaming down his face from his eyes. "I WON'T LET YOU 
CONTROL MY MIND YOU MONSTER DEVIL BITCH I'LL RIP YOUR SKULL IN HALF 
AND FUCK YOUR BRIANS INTO APPLESAUCE-" 

I shot to my feet and delivered a round house anti-rape kick to 
Cercil 's chin, knocking him backwards. He fell on the floor. Kit 
Fisto got up to help him and glared at me. 

"Was that really necessary?" she asked. "YOU BITCH." I knew that she 
and Cercil were both gay, and they had a strong bond from childhood 
where they had been dark and emo together and were long time friends, 
and had always been my enemies. I knew he used his sexual wiles to 
manipulate her because she was violent and controlled by her animal 
urges . 

"Oh, god," said Kit Fisto. "Disgusting. I meanaC | " she frowned. "Yes. 
I mean... DAMN YOU WHITANIA! YOU QUIT PUSHING US AROUND I AM 
GOTH ! " 


"Yes," I said. "hHe needs to learn his place. " 

"What _is_ this place?" mumbled Oz through a mouthful of drool. 
"What's going on? Who are you? What are you doing to us?" 

Kit Fisto had begun to strangle Cercil and to beat his head against 
the floor, growling something about Star Trek. I glared at her, and 
she blinked, frowned, helped him into his chair instead and sat back 
down. She was now visibly sweating and having micro seizures, her 
face twisted in agony. Darren and Eric had both collapsed, victims of 
hot yaoi sex. 

I stood up. "This meeting is adjurnd. Let's get to work ppl; Darren 
and Eric I want you at the CIC to manage the other troops, make sure 
not to have butt sex with them. Oz I want you to put Cercil in one of 
our cells and keep an eye on him. Fisto, Chief, you're with 


"Sir." Fisto stood up, and so did the Chief. They stumbled after me 
as I exited the room. 

"Who ' re you?" asked the Chief, smacking into a wall dizzily and then 
holding onto Fisto 's shoulder to steady himself. 

"GhhhaCi" Fisto shook him off and dry heaved against the wall. I 
frowned at them for acting so weird and they followed me, dragging 
their feet. 

"We need to get out of here, " hissed the Chief to Fisto behind my 
back. "ThisaC | incredibly hot and sexy woman who I love isa€|is 
controlling us somehow." 

Fisto stared at him. "Demon!" She lurched forwards. "You willaC"" 

I walked up to them. "Hey, what are you guys talking about?" I 
chirped . 



The Chief made an audible gulping sound. "Uha€ i nothing, my love." 

"I love you too." I stared lovingly into his eyes. "Kit, why don't 
you go help Darren and Eric. We can talk about boys and do each 
other's hair later." 

Fisto looked at hera€"at me with barely controlled disgust, but after 
a moment a dreamy expression washed over her alien face and she 
nodded. "Good idea Whitania. I leave you two loverbirds alone!" she 
laughed . 

I blushed. "HEY it's not like that, we don't love each other. Just 
because a man and a woman are good friends, doesn't mean theryre in 
liov . " 

"Oh god." The Chief began to cry. "I miss Sergeant Johnson. Everyone 
I love is dead, except for Oreo." 

I stared at him. I felt anger inside of me. "Who?" 

The Chief looked around. "Who? What?" 

"Whose this Oreo slut?" 

The Chief's expression paled under his visor. " Ia€ i nobodoy . I love 
only you, my love." 

"That's right," I said, approaching him. I pinned him to wall with a 
kiss through his visor. He was still naked. He mput his strong arms 
arophdn my add I melt ed ilnitl ihsi strong arms wlke butter, the 
slut ovetalking ke .1 didn,t care who as watching or that we were ion 
a hallway. 

Kit Fisto stood there staring in absolute horror. 

"01 LVV U IK: I cried ot ain EXTASxzY as H WE wwour boudys shyudrred 
together 

"Whitania!" he cried out as I rode him like a thoroughbred there in 
the middle of the hallway. "I LVOE YOU!" 

(AUTHOR'S NOTE: LOL Sry about all the love scens but its really 
important 4 the story, trust me lots of action coming up soon lol. 
a€" Whitania Drakensang) 

Cercil groaned as he was dumped into a cell by Oz, who was drooling 
more and mumbling to himself. Cercil fell to the ground. He looked up 
at the other occupants of the cell; two women, one a redheaded green 
eyed marine with a militant expression, the other a pale dark haired 
woman with a large chest. 

"GODS damn IT!" he bellowed, feeling faint and confused. "MORE 
confident and EMPOWERED W0MEN1?! I CANNOT STAND FEMALE 
HEROINES ! " 

"What the hell are you talking about, Cercil?" asked Oreo with a look 
of absolute hatred in her eyes. 


"SILENCE BREEDEr!" bellowed Cercil, standing up. 


"I will NOT allow 



YOUR wOMANNESS to CORRUPT the MALE STRONG PSYCHE.!" 


Oreo shook her head; this was the least of the retarded things that 
Cercil had screamed into her face in the past six hours. "What's 
going on? There was this noise, and then everything seemed to change 
somehow. The guards have all been talking about the new Queen of the 
Covenant Whitania. An Elite and Jackal had gay sex in front of our 
cell." 

Cercil stared at her. "Thea€ | thea€ | " his eyes seemed to pop out of 
his head. "Ah, Oreo, I remember both of you." He was staring at her 
chest. "We're being attacked by some sort ofa€ | ofa€ | of thing! 
Everything just changeda€"" He screamed. "GOD DAMN IT!" he clutched 
at his head. "IT'S RAPING MY MIND!" 

"Oh my god!" said Oreo in horror. She backed against the wall as 
Cercil flailed around in agony. She looked at McKay. 

"McKay, we have to do something! 

"Fuck you," said McKay. "You can all go hang for all I care. To hell 
with everyone. Life is bleak and then you die." She was wearing dark 
fishnets and her hair had black streaks in it. Head like a hole, 
black as your soul, I'd rather die, than give you control. 

"Wow, you're a bitch." Oreo turned back to Cercil, who had stood up 
and was dry washing his hands. 

"Foolish FEMALE!" he bellowed. "DON" T SAY ANOTHER word or I WILL SLAP 
You with THESE HANDS." He held up those hands, which were wearing 
wife-beaters . 

"Hey, settled down in there human, " said Oz, bumping his head against 
the cell's force field. Oreo ran up to it. 

"Hey, goliath," she hissed. "I don't know what's going on but it's 
bigger than you and me. And bigger than Cercil, but that's not 
hard . " 

*RIMSHOT* 

Oz stared at her for a moment. "I don't know what to do," he 
said . 

"You have to let us out!" exclaimed Oreo. "I don't seem to be 
af f ecteda€"maybe I can put a stop to this thing." 

Oz bit his lip. "But Whitania is my friend. I've known her since we 
found her abandoned in a burned down foster rape kill home for abused 
children and took her to the academy of rape defense where she 
learned the buttefly kick and became a special training program 
assassin and we played basketball." 

"a€|Okay." Oreo ground her teeth. "I don't think I understood half of 
what you just said. Listen, I know we're enemies, but we don't have 
time for that now; the enemy of my enemy is my friend, right? If you 
don't help me then we all lose." 

"WHAT DID I TELL YOU ABOUT SPEAKING!" roared Cercil as he rose up 
behind Oreo. He grabbed her by the hair and threw her across the 



cell, then loomed over her. "GET MEH A BEEER WOMUNH ! " he snarled, 
raising his hand to strike her while adjusting his cowboy hat and 
wife beater. 

Suddenly a giant hand came out of nowhere and swatted Cercil aside. 

Oz had entered the cell! He pinned Cercil to the wall with one arm 
and stepped aside to let Oreo and McKay escape. The two women bolted 
for the door and slipped out of the brig as fast as they 
could . 

"Sorry master," said Oz to Cercil as he let him fall to the floor. 
"This is for your own good." 

"HOW DARE YOU!" slavered the Elite. "YOU AND WHITANIA WERE ALWAYS 
AGAINST ME FROM THE BEGINNING!" 

Oz wept. "ONLY BECAUSE YOU WERE SUCH A HEARTLESS BASTARD AND WERE SO 
MEAN TO HER!" 

Me and the Chief walked down the corridors of the Truth and 
Reconciliation to get to the hanger where the land speeder was. As we 
went, the various aliens in the hallways bowed to me and whispered 
their praises: 

"Oh glorious Queen of the Covenant, my life and body are yours." 

I nodded to them. 

"Why do they call you Queen of the Covenant?" asked the Chief. 

I threw back my long silver hair and made sure that the gun metal 
gray tiara across my head, bearing the Covenant's symbol, was secure. 
I had changed into my leather jumpsuit just like Kate Beckonsalls 
underworld outfit. "Because," I said, "I am the Queen of the 
Covenant . " 

"But I thought you said you were a splinter group that believed 
humans and aliens should work together." 

I looked at him. The Chief blinked, shook his head, and said: "Well, 
okay, I guess that makes sense. But I thought the Covenant was run by 
the Prophets. I don't remember anything about QueensaC"" 

"Here we are," I said as I opened the door to the hanger. The Chief 
followed me in. As we walked past the rows of vehicles I noticed two 
gay Elites having sex out of the corner of my eye. We passed them 
by . 

"What the hell," said the Chief. 

I rounded on him. The Chief could be so heartless and crude 
sometimes, needing a woman to tame the savage bestialness of his 
nature. "THERE'S NOTHING WRONG WITH PEOPLE IN LOVE EVEN IF THEY ARE 
AGAINST GODS WISHES BUT ITS HOT." 

"Yeah buta€ | " the Chief squinted at me. "But why?" 

I ignored him and got into the land speeder sexily and beckoned to 
him. He followed and got in next to me. I started the car and drove 
it out of the side of the ship and into the air. It sped through the 



air and I radioed in on its radio. 


"Guys," I said. "Do you read me?" 

"Loud and clear miss," came Oz ' s voice over the radio. "Cercil's 
calmed down and we're on our way to the first generator as I 
reported. We're clearing the way for you now." 

"Good job team one. Keep a close eye on Cercil, " I said. "Team two, 
are you in position?" 

Darren and Eric's giggling voices came over the speaker. "Loud and 
clear girlfriend. We're heading towards the second generator now." I 
knew that by 'generator' they meant gay and by 'now' they meant anal 
sex. I blushed, the cold air stinging my face as the winter wonder 
world of Halo sped down below us. 

"Where's Cortana?" asked the Chief suddenly, looking around and 
clutching his head as if he had only just awoken. 

I frowned at him. "Who?" 

"This is team three," said Kit Fisto's voice on the radio. "I'm on my 
way to the third generator." 

"Good," I said. Everytrhng was fallig into place. 

"What's going on?" asked the Chief stupidly. 

"We have to shut down those generators before Guilty Spark can find a 
way to power up and activate Halo," I said. "But you'd know that if 
you'd stop staring at my chest for all the time." 

The Chief stared at the beautiful lightly darkly tanned woman beside 
him. He could get lost in the straight curls of her hair, the thin 
full lips of her strong delicate face. Was this what love felt like? 
He had never felt love bef orea€"nay , never been able to reach out and 
form a connection with another being but for his heated homo erotic 
love/hate relationship with Cercil Saltstein. He was distracted by a 
voice in his head. 

"Can you hear me Chief?" 

"Yes, " he mouthed, knowing that Cortana could detect even tiny 
vocalizations . 

"What's going on?" asked the A. I. with an almost worried tone to her 
voice . 

The Chief watched as Whitania drove the car. "CortanaaC | I ' ma€ | in 
love . " 


"a€|what? Chief, I'm reading abnormal brain activity in youra€ | brain . 
Your cerebral cerebellum is releasing the chemicals that co-inside 
with happiness, but you're also pumping out metric tons of 
adrenaline. Something is very wrong here, and with that woman. I 
think she's controlling you." 

"You're not affected?" asked the Chief as he thought about reaching 
out to stroke the silver curve of Whitania' s hair. 



"No, I'm not; I just woke up when you were having sex with her. It 
was quite a surprise. For a number of reasons." 

"I am sorry I cheated on you/" He looked down. "I needa€ j a real 
woman, someone who can hold me, who can wipe the sweat off my fevered 
lips as I lie pained and gasping from exertion fresh from the horror 
of war . " 

"Oh, okay. We'll see how real I am when I shove my strap-on dick up 
your ass." 

The Chief ignored her. "Cortana, I don't know what's happening; 
sometimes I can think clearly, but when she talks to me it's like I 
enter a trance state. We have to do something." 

Whitania looked over at him. "What's wrong Chief?" Her voice was like 
a legion of jingling bells, transfixing him. Her white eyes were like 
limpid pools of cream. 

"Nothing. My LOVE." The Chief tried to kiss her face with his helmet 
but she playfully punched him in the shoulder. 

"Okay then," said Cortana. "I'll try to think of something to do. You 
just sit tight. Chief. Good luck. Try not to get mind raped." 

The Chief smiled dreamily. "I am the luckiest man in the world. There 
is nobody else in this world that I want but you, my love 
Whitania . " 

"I know." Whitania parked the air car sexily and got out. They had 
landed back on the very same platform that the Chief had crashed 
into. She got out and pulled out two pistols to duel wield. THe Chief 
followed her in his armor with his guns. 

"You should have armor, like me," said the Chief. "I wouldn't want 
any of your beautiful alabaster skin to be scratched because I love 
you . " 

"You might have armor," said Whitania, "but I don't need 
armor . " 

"WHY?" asked the Chief like a retard. 

AT that moment some Flood attacked and shot bullets at Whitania. She 
twisted in slow motion and the bullets missed her, passing right past 
her and kicking up her hair into the air. Time slowed down as she 
watched the bullets pass, then she twisted and shot the Flood to 
death with her pistols. They crumpled to the ground. 

"Because that, " she sassed. 

We got out of the car and went into the side of the cliff into the 
passage way that led to the generator. As we walked through the 
corridor I noticed yellow stains on the wall and blood and stuff, and 
as we went deeper (lol get yr mnd ot f th gutr) into the facilation 
we discovered the dead bodies of Covenant soldiers. 

I felt to my ground in front of the body of a dead grunt who had been 
tonr in half. I cradled his adorable head In my lap as I swept silent 



trays into my lapp. The Chief squatted down next to me and put a hand 
in my shoulder. 

"There was nothing. You could do." He said, and farted quietly. 

I looked up at him with tears in and coming out of my eyes. "These 
men were under my protection. They threw their lives away for me, 
trying to stop Halo and the Flood. AND IT WAS ALL FOR NOTHING. I'M 
NOT WORTH ANYONES LOYALTY OR YOUR LOVE." I looked away into my 
shoulder. The Chief gently steered my face back to his face. 

"Hey now," he said. "You're beautiful, and perfect. A goddess. Anyone 
would die for you and be happy to." 

I shook my head. "I wish I wasn't perfect. I wish everything could be 
okay." I looked into his eyes through the visor. "I wish we could all 
go home . " 

The Chief looked deeply into my eyes. "There is nowhere," he said 
softly, like the whispering softness of silk on flesh, "I would 
rather be, " he continued with a soft sigh in his voice, "than with, " 
he finished with truth ringing crystalline in his voice 


Then he put his penis in my vagina and we had sex. 

Later, the Chief watched as I zipped my white leather jumpsuit up all 
the way up my body and put my tiara back over sweat tangled hair that 
was still perfect and sexual. I was glowing. His eyes were roaming 
lustfully over my perfect pale dark white dusky silver skin as it 
disappeared behind the zipper of the jumpsuit. 

"Eyes on all the dead bodies that surround us, " said I said as I 
zipped up, winking at the Chief. "Don't be a pervert. They could come 
alive and attack us at any time." 

"That's not how the Flood works," said the Chief. "They have to get 
infiltrated by an infector form. 

At that moment there was a moan and from the ground rose a flood 
zombie. It attacked us, tentacles whipping out like the cruel lashes 
of a whip. The Chief only stared in stupidity because he had not 
expected it . 

"Looks like they must have mutated," I said. "I can tell because I am 
also a brilliant female scientist who all the male scientists wish 
they were better than. WHAT DID I TELL YOU!" I screeched at the Chief 
as I dodged its tentacles. 

"I AM A STUPID MAN!" said the Chief as he was struck by the blow and 
went flying across the room. 

I rushed to him. "Oh god Chief, are you okay!?" The zombie was hot on 
my heels. 

"I'm finel" said the Chief, sweat pouring off his incredible body 
that I had just had sex with not a few seconds ago. I rounded on the 
zombie which was closing in fast and aimed my guns. 


Suddenly there was a crack and the zombie's head exploded. It 



slumped, deader, to the ground. I looked around confusedly. From 
around the corner came Kit Fisto with a sniper rifle, smoke pouring 
from the barrel. 


"Your welcome," she said, grinning smugly as she walked over. "I see 
you needed me to save you after all. Not so perfect are we?" She eyed 
the Chief with disgust. "Ah, human males. Disgusting." 

I frowned at her. Next to Cercil, Kit Fisto was my biggest rival and 
she had always been mean to me and called me names like bitch and 
told all the other boys that I was a slut. She had always been 
Cercil' s evil accomplice. 

"I didn't need your help," I retorted. 

"Of course I didn't-I mean you didn't," said Kit Fisto. "Just like 
you don't 'need' a man to carry you around because you're a weak 
little slut." She waggled her eyebrows at me. "You slut." 

"I AM NOT WEAK! OR A SLUT! YOU'RE BUYING INTO THE PATRIARCHY!" I 
shouted, clenching my fists. 

"Ladies, ladies," said the Chief suavely. "Let's get to work, hm? The 
generator is right over there." He pointed at it. "I can overload it 
with my shields." 

Fisto sneered at him. "Who said we needed your help at overloading 
the generator with your shields, human male? Feh. I should be the 
Queen of the Covenant, not you Whitania. I don't rely on _humans _or 
males to get me off." 

I could have killed her right there but I didn't. "Chief" I said 
instead, "go take care of it." 

He did while I and Fisto faced off. There was a flash of light and 
the lights dimmed as the Chief walked back, sweat glistening off his 
armor . 

"You've always been my biggest rival and never my friend," I said to 
Fisto. "But that doesn't matter now because we have to work together. 
I think somethings coming; something terrible, a storm." 

Fisto nodded darkly. "You're right. I've noticed it too during my 
battle meditation." 

"What's that?" asked the Chief. 

_Him_. THe memories came rushing back, brining with them a horrible 
raping touch that chilled me. I felt fear over take my body and 
blackness surge up to drown me. The Chief's strong arms caught me as 
I fell and that was all I knew. _Him!_ 

When I opened my eyes the Chief was flying the land speeder and I was 
in the passenger seat. I looked around and saw that Kit Fisto was 
lounging in the back doing a field check on her sniper rifle. 

"What happened?" I asked half panicked. 

"I don't know," said the Chief as he drove towards the second 
generator. "Fisto felt a a strange presence that left and we fled the 



building. Who was that strange presence in the darkness?" 

I shuddered. "SomeoneaC | f rom my past. I thought he hada€ | forgotten 
me. But I knew that he would nevera€ | forget me. He won't rest until 
hea€ ! gets me . " 

"You are such a pussy," said Fisto. I glared at her, and she shook 
her head, an expression of confusion on her face. "I meanaC | you are 
so weak, Whitaniaa€"no WONDER you NEED MEN to HELP YOU! FEH ! ” 

I looked away darkly into the snow storm I was driving us through. 
"You can't understand. Kit. In a way I envy you. Because you've never 
been horribly _violated and ashamed _like I have." 

"What did he do to you?" asked the Chief with sudden primal anger in 
his voice. "I'LL KILL HIM." 

I put a hand on his hand. "You can't," I said. "He may be stronger 
than me, even. One day I'll need to face that darkness. But today, we 
can live in the light, for now." 

The Chief looked at me and smiled. In the back of the car Kit Fisto 
groaned in disgust as me and the Chief began to make out. After we 
were done having sex in mid air we drove to the second generator. 

This time we set down in the snow next to a door in the side of an 
iceberg. There were dead flood bodies everywhere. I could tell that 
Darren and Eric had already been this way because of the gayness of 
the scene. We walked through the corridors that were lined with rows 
upon rows of dead flood bodies, riddled with bullet holes. 

"Some serious fighting went down in here," said the Chief. 

"SILENCE HUMAN!" screeched Fisto. The Chief flinched away. 

"hey," I said. "He's with me, don't u tuch him." 

Kit Fisto spat on the ground in disgust. "Yeah, I noticed. Like three 
times . " 

When we opened the door to the circular generator room we were 
greeted with the sound of a machine gun firing. We barreled for cover 
and found the origin of the sound: Darren and Eric had set up an 
impromptu bunker at one end of the room and were mowing down a 
seemingly un-ending series of Floods as they did so. We ran over to 
them. When we got to where we were Eric turned, one hand still firing 
his weapon at the zombies and the other doing something between 
Darren's legs. I noticed that Darren's own hand was gripping Eric's 
butt tightly. 

THe Chief watched this with raised eyebrows and a sardonic smile as I 
blushed . 

"Oh hey Girlfriend" said Eric, winking. "We're just _cleaning up_ 
here so that when you _came _you would have an easy time 
_deact ivat ing _your generator." 

Darren laughed and squeaked in pleasure as he shot zombies. 

"Just to be clear," said the Chief, "we 're watching two aliens jack 
each other off as they shoot zombies. And this is supposed to 



bea€ i what ? " 


"Don't be a homophobe," I said. The Chief cleared his throat, 
blinked, and looked at Darren and Eric again. He grunted in a sexual 
way . 

"Huh. Man, if I was gay, I wouldn't mind joining in on this hot 
shit . " 

I immediately got extremely wet. My harem of bisexual pretty boys 
that included a werewolf, vampire, demon, possessed guy, and a normal 
human who was a cop would soon expand. 

I mean I blushed. 

Darren and Eric giggled at the Chief's homoerotic outburst. "You may 
just yet, lover boy," said Darren. He blinked. "Get to do that, I 
mean. Because we are loose." 

"That's not all that's loose," said Eric, nudging him and 
winking . 

"Ew, " said Kit Fisto over her shoulder as she held down the 
fort . 

Soon the trickle of zombies ebbed away and we were left with a room 
full of corpses. Darren and Eric checked the bodies and made sure no 
more were coming as me and the Chief went to examine the second 
generator . 

"Good work guys, " I said as the two yaoi boys walked up next to us 
making out. Kit Fisto followed behind them looking sour. 

"Let me take care of this, " said the Chief, tearing his gayze away 
from the Darren and Eric's hotness long enough to walk into the 
generator an overload it. When he did the lights went off for a 
moment. When they came back on, Darren, Eric, and the Chief were all 
naked . 

"What the hell just happened?" said the Chief, blinking and rubbing 
his ass. 

"Nothing you won't feel next time you sit down, lover boy," said 
Eric. He laughed his bird laugh and he and Darrren gathered up their 
clothes. I averted my eyes. 

The Chief stared at the aliens as they formed up next to me. "Did I 
just get raped?" 

"Maybe," I said, "but they were guys so it's okay." 

"a€ | what ? " 

"And it's not rape if you enjoy it." 

"a€|what?" The Chief shook his head. "I mean, yes my love. Just so 
you know that I love only you, no matter how many bisexual trysts I 
have or orgies I have with you and your werewolf boy toy." 

I thought about my on and off again werewolf lover, Boca j . We often 



had sex; it was partly to fuel my mystic powers, but mostly because 
he had a hot bod. 

"Okay let's go." Kit Fisto and Darren and Eric followed behind us as 
we walked towards the door. I opened the door and we walked out the 
door into the dramatically swirling snow as my favorite Avril Lavigne 
song, Girlfrfiend, played and we walked in a row towards the land 
speeder slow motion. 

Me and the Chief got into the front seats while the others piled into 
the back. Kit Fisto sat between Darren and Eric and ignored their 
constant chattering and gay sex. The car slowly lifted off into the 
sky as my favorite song by Green Day played and we flew through the 
air looking cool. 

"Chief, " I began as the sky car rose into the biting Halo air, snow 
flakes swirling all around us. 

He looked over at me with love in his eyes. "Yeah babe?" 

Darren and Eric were talking to each other about penis size. 

"Oh Eric, you're such a size queen," said Darren. Kit Fisto vomited 
off the side of the car. 

"You'll never leave me, will you?" I asked the Chief as I cuddled up 
next to him for warmth. 

He put an arm around my shoulder. "No, probably not." 

"Oh shit," said Fisto in the back seat. "Watch out guys, they're 
about to have sex again." 

I blushed. "WE ARE NOT." Darren and Eric laughed. 

Suddenly, just as I was unzipping the fly of my leather jump suit, 
there was a flash of green energy and a huge impact. The side of the 
land speeder bucked and we flipped over, barely keeping our seats. 
Smoke poured from a huge hole in the side as aa€"in a shokc to my 
minda€"a Covenanat banshee zipped over us, firing another fuel rod 
blast at us . I slammed down on the controls and the car dipped, the 
shot going wide. Everyone screamed as I remained calm and checked the 
navigation; the next generator was somewhere in the valley below 
us . 

"We're going down!" I told everyone. 

"I don't understand!" screamed the Chief as he grabbed both Darren 
and Eric's junk for safety. "I thought you were the Queen of the 
Covenant. Why is that banshee attacking us?" 

I frowned, trying to control the ship as it careened towards the 
fogged ground below. The banshee was hot on our heels, firing plasmas 
over our bow. 

"It has to be Cercil, " I said. "He must have betrayed usa€"betrayed 
the Covenant, just to get back at me for being better than him and a 
woman . " 


Darren and Eric were using their extremely muscular asses to clamp 



down on the hard leather cushions of the land speeder, keeping them 
secure to the craft. Kit Fisto spoke up as she casually put her seat 
belt on. "Can't the Flood fly Banshees to?" she asked calmly. 

"No they can't they're zombies, they're not intelligent 
enough . " 

"I'm pretty sure they can," piped up Darren. 

"EVERYONE CALM DOWN!" I screamed as the ground raced up towards us. 
"Brace for impact ! " 

There was a flash of white light, which dimmed to red and then to 
black. The scream of a banshee overhead rung in my ears. 

I opened my eyes. Blearily I could see my friends scattered about the 
wreckage of the land speeder, tangled and still amongst the drifting 
snow. I could see Kit Fisto 's dark form lying curled in a snow bank, 
and Darren and Eric tangled together, Eric thrown over a rock and 
Darren slumping over his back. Nobody moved. My eyes widened and I 
felt blood trickling from my nose. I felt up to feel it, seeing 
silver on my finger tips. My blood is silver. I looked around 
suddenly with shock in my face. Where was the Chief? 

_The Chief was dead_. I knew he was dead. With the certainty only a 
woman can have . 

_ ( A/N : LOL CLIF hNGER ENDING STY TUNED 4 prt 21 ”) _ 

I knew it because I could see him curled up a few yards away from me, 
his scuffed and damaged armor still as he lay there spread eagled 
like a wounded pup. I doubted he could have survive.. I Inched 
towards him on the ground, reaching out for my love. 

_No , no, he couldn't be dead. NO NO!_ I crawled towards him, the cold 
snowing burning my face, tearing at my clothing. I could feel 
snowflakes landing on my burned and exposed back where my jumpsuit 
had been torn in the crash. I found the Chief curled up in a ball, 
his armor blackened and covered in ash and blood. There was a gash in 
the unarmored part of his armor on his stomach, that same stomach I 
had stroke against so many tim4es while being pentarated by his blood 
engorge member. 

I collapsed over his definitely dead body. "CHIEF!" I shook him. "You 
have to be alive! Chief I can't live without you!" I collapsed I 
cried. "Chiiieeef!" Chiiieef!" 

All the memories we had shared came rushing back to me. The Chief and 
I kissing in my bed the first night we had met the moment before we 
had had sex, the Chief staring at me from across the table, the Chief 
staring at me in the hall way, the Chief staring at me in the land 
speeder, the Chief and I having sex in the land speeder three times, 
the Chief staring at me as he stepped into the generators, the Chief 
staring at Darren and Eric as they had gay sex. I remembered what he 
had whispered into my ear the first night we hada€ | .been together, 
and then had sex. 

"_I love you . 


I threw my hands up to the cold, uncaring sky above. 


"NOO 0 OOOO 0 OOO ! " 



I collapsed over the Chief's dead body. I wanted to die. "Tak me 
instead." I mumbled. "TAKE ME! "All I wanted was to be with him, my 
love, who had died for me like so many other innocent men and women. 

I didn't deserve his love. I didn't deserve anything. 

Suddenly I heard the thump of a banshee landing in the snow behind 
me . 

_No._ 

Footsteps approached behind me, and a shadow fell over me and the 
Chief's blackened body. 

"Hello Whitania." 

I turned slowly. Cercil's grinning face stared down at me. 

Rage like I had never felt before filled me. I lurched up right, 
swinging at him. "You son of a bitch! You killed them all!" 

He caught my fist easily with his superior strength because I was 
wounded . 

"You stupid BITCH." 

The back hand sent me careening to the ground. His yelling rang in my 
ears. "I TOLD everyone that a WOMAN was too WEAK to be the QUEEN of 
the COVENANT but they didn't LISTEN. Now I have to take matters into 
MY OWN HANDS . " 

He grabbed me by my hair and pulled me up, facing him, forcing me to 
face his horrible face with its grinning shark mouth. 

"YEAR AFTER YEAR I'VE HAD TO WATCH YOU OUT DO ME AND ALL THE OTHER 
MEN." I was forced back, towards the wreckage of the car. I forced my 
eyes to look only at the Chief's body, the will to fight leaving me 
as if it had been tied to his life because it had been. 

"AND THEY ALL BOWED DOWN TO YOU, BUT YOU'RE WEAK AND A WOMAN!" 

My back hit the wrecked hull of the car and I felt my teeth rattle. 
Cercil pushed me back over the charred metal of the husk of the land 
speeder. He greened with an evil look and expression in his 
eyes . 

"YOU THINK YOU'RE SO SPECIAL WHITANIA!?" He roared, slapping me in 
the face. "YOU FUCKING HUMAN BREEDER WHORE." 

Blood oozed from the corner of my mouth. I spat it into his face. 
"Fuck you Cercil. I know your typea€"always trying to put women 'in 
their place' and put them down 'in their place.' You think women are 
there to serve you, huh? That's all men think. I don't blame them 
because they're stupid and full of testosterone but you're the worst 
of thema€"on of these pigs who thinks he can order a woman around 
with his fists, who compensates for his tiny dick by forcing women to 
do his bidding and hating them and trying to hurt them if they try to 
show any independence or soul and beating down their souls in 
helpless marriages and making them weak by stealing their strength 
with constant abuse anda€"" 



"I resent that." 


"Hey," said Cercil. 

I narrowed my eyes. His eyes crossed. 

"I mean SHUT UP" The back of my head slammed against the car. 

Cercil' s eyes boiled with rage. "Youa€ ! .you goa€ ! you go away." Blood 
vessels exploded inside his sclera. "The Chief's mine. You 
won'taCil'll stop you. I'll be the hero, this time. Ia€ ! " 

"Don't resist my power," said Whitania. "It will be easier for you, 
if you justaC | give in." 

Cercil stared at her. Blood began to drip from the corners of his 
eyes . 

"a€ | I 'm afraid. " 

I smiled beat if ically . "My world is a perfect world of black and 
white, Cercil. A world without fear, without hate, without any shade 
of greya€"as black and white as this very snow and the bodies I've 
made you place upon it. Your world is my world now. And you, all of 
you, are going to be part of it." I lifted my chin. "Now bow down to 
your queen." 

"N-n-no ! " Cercil 's head twitched, as if his skull were trying to 
wrench itself apart from some internal force. "Shit ... fuckingaC | cock 
pissaC | hamboneraC | whaleaC | bitch . " I heard the hiss of an energy 
sword. "I'll kill ya. I'll skin ya ! " The blade shone above my head, 
Cercil 's fist parting its searing prongs. "DIE!" Out of the corner of 
my eye I saw something. Something that filled me with hope. 

"Are you sure about that?" I asked. I stared hard at Cercil, 
narrowing my eyes and focusing my thoughts as the concussion faded 
away from my super fast healing. 

"No!" he exclaimed. "Wait!" But it was too late. Suddenly Cercil 's 
eyes crossed as if he had just been struck by an extremely powerful 
force. There was a thumping sound as the snow around us was knocked a 
few inches away by an invisible impact, clearing at tiny icy patch of 
ground. I broke the gaze. The energy sword dropped to the ground and 
Cercil got an evil grin on his face, though blood had begun to ooze 
out of both his nostrils, eyes, and ears. "FOOLISH WHITANIA!" He held 
my arms above my head and produced a small knife which he pressed to 
my throat, stopping me from fighting back completely. "I HAVE HAD 
ENOUGH OF YOUR AUDACITY AND DARING DO, you COMMON human STRUMPET!" 

I opened my mouth to speak but Cercil slapped me. His gold rings tore 
my lip and he grabbed me by the shoulders and he hissed, leering, 
into my ear. I could smell the cheap drink on his breathing and his 
unwashed wife-beater. 

"Presumptuous BREEDER. I will RAPE the FEMINISM out of YOU." 

Cold icy horror fear went through me. I had sworn to myself that I 
would never let this happen again. My body had gone stiff as a board 
in shock and horror. _N0! NOOOO ! NOT AGAIN! _The inner child inside 
of me qualed and cried out in fear and helplessness. 

There was a hissing sound, and a sizzle. I opened my eyes as Cercil 
slid down my body, slumping into the snow at my feet. Two neat holes 



had punched through his armor over his heart, his rape eyes staring 
up at the sky in eternal misogynistic anger. The Chief was standing 
in front of me with the energy sword in his hand. 

"Chief!" I rushed forwards and embraced him, holding his scorched 
body tight to mine heaving bossom. 

I gasped, shaken and vulnerable from the experience of nearly being 
raped for the one hundred millionth time in my life. I pressed 
against the Chief but he did not embrace me back, so I looked up into 
his scorched visor. 

He was staring over my shoulder. "Ia€| I killed him. I killed 
Cercil." The energy sword was lying a few feet from the Chief where 
he had dropped it in shock. "Hisa€|his brain came back. And he 
saidaC | and then he _changed _and you did it, didn't you?" He looked 
down at me. "What are you doing to us? What are you?" 

I was about to open my mouth to begin to respond but I heard coughing 
from our right. Darren and Eric were awakeninga€"they were alive! 
Darren gingerly removed himself from Eric's ass and helped his life 
partner up. They stumbled closer to us. I also saw Kit Fisto get up 
and dust herself off, look around, and approach. They confusedly 
lined up in a circle around us. 

"Situation report, " I said. 

Darren just stared at me. "Youa€|who are you? What have you done to 
us?" He looked down at where his hand had unconsciously grabbed 
Eric's ass and frowned, but did not take his hand away. 

"What are you talking about?" Had Cercil somehow brainwashed them? 
"You know me. I'm Whitania." 

"I don't know you." Kit Fisto glared at me and reached down to her 
hip where a plasma pistol was. Her eyes snapped to the Chief. "And 
what's this?" Her pistol came out, wavering between us. 

"Guys," I said, focusing on them. "Guys, you know me. I'm the Queen 
of the Covenant . " 

Eric snorted. "I thought Darren was the Queen of the Covenant." He 
stopped and looked up at the Elite. "Uha€ i .dude? Did we just have 
sex? Like, ten times in the past half hour?" He paused. "My ass 
hurts . " 

"There is no Queen of the Covenant," said Kit Fisto. She aimed the 
pistol at me. 

"Whitania," choked the Chief. "How could you do something like this 
to us? I _LOVE _Y OU ! " 

Suddenly a woman's voice came on over the Chief's external speakers. 

I stared around, confused as to where it was coming from, but then 
realized it had come from the Chief's external speakers. 

"That's where you're wrong. Chief!" said the 
voice . 


"Cortana ! " 



"Yeah it's me. Get away from that bitch. Chief! She's a monstrous 
perverted alien parasitea€"but not like the Flood or like Cercil. 
They're called Marisoos, and they can influence your mind with 
pheromonesa€"make you love them or hate them, make you susceptible to 
their suggestions." 

"I remember, Ia€|NO!" the Chief fell to his knees, shaking his head 
back and forth, clutching his head. "I _LUV HRRRR!_" 

"Well, I have definitely had enough of this." Kit Fisto suddenly 
charged forwards and fired her plasma pistol. 

My soul went colda€"it was true, Cercil had indoctrinated all my 
friends, and he had used this 'Cortana' to do it . I dodged the plasma 
bolts easily and kicked Fisto in the side as gently as I could, 
knocking her over. 

"Get her!" roared Darren, brandishing a plasma rifle. He and Eric 
charged me too. 

"This doesn't make any sense!" cried the Chief on the ground. 

"Only certain people are immune, " explained Cortana in an attempt at 
a calming voice. I could hear her corrupting influence corrupting him 
already! "A.I.s, zombies, or other Marisoos all are. There's no time 
for the Covenant or the generators. Chief, we have to take her down 
before she can reassert control!" 

"Ia€|I can'ta€| " the Chief reached out for, and I reached out for him 
but couldn't get to him because I had to finish kicking Darren and 
Eric's gay asses. They crashed to the snow, rolling in agony just 
like Kit Fisto. 

The Chief let out a roar of sudden agony and his grasping, loving 
reach turned into a punch. I dodged it easily, then took out his arm 
and kicked him onto his side. He collapsed and I put a foot onto his 
neck . 

"Chief," I said, "you have to control yourself. Cortana and Cercil 
are working together. Look into my eyes! I 10VE YU!" 

The Chief's hands scrabbled at my rock hard boot. "I-I-no!" 

A shadow fell over me. I whirled, but it was too late. Huge iron 
hands clamped down over my biceps and lifted me into the air. A 
pleasant voice came from behind me. 

"Sorry about this, Whitania." 

It was Oz ! I felt tears spring to my eyes; Cercil had corrupted him 
too with his lies, as well. 

I tried to turn to look into his small eyes but his grip was too 
tight even for me. The Chief stood up unsteadily and picked up Kit 
Fisto 's discarded energy pistol. 

"NO!" I screamed. "Chiefa€"you can't do this to me ! I LOVE YOU!" 

He raised the pistol. "I'm sorry," he said. "Good bye." 



I closed my eyes. "Fine. If that's the way it as to be, then that's 
the way it has to be; I never wanted this, you know. Ever since I was 
born I've been cursed by the goddess Aphrodite to be eternally 
beautiful and to have the power of a thousand hawks. People followed 
me and I never understood why, never understood what commanded their 
loyalty and their love. When I fought to survive on the streets and 
looked up into the heavens I wondered what was up there, if there was 
a god. But I have since come to realize that there is no god. No god 
would allow so much suffering in the world, no god would allow so 
many to sacrifice thereselves on my behalve. I'm not worth it. I'm 
not worth the sacrifice. I wish I could justaC i stop being 
beaut ifula€"it ' s a fucking _curse_." 

I looked up. The Chief had not fired, though the pistol was still 
pointed at me. As I spoke, Darren and Eric and Kit Fisto all slowly 
got up, looking around dazedly and then smiling at me 
sympathetically, offering their hands on my shoulders in 
encouragement. Oz ' s grip on my arms turned into a angsty, mournful 
clasping of my shoulders as he stood behind me, offering the constant 
support of a friend who had never left my side. 

"It's not your fault, girlfriend," said Darren, smiling vacantly as 
blood oozed from all his orifices at once. 

"Yeah," said Eric. His eyes had rolled all the way up into his head. 
"My ass really hurts." 

"I don't know why I hated you," said Kit Fisto, who was shaking 
violently. "I.. I think I was just jealous." 

I reached out to my Covenant friends. "Thank you all. You are all 
such good friends to me." I turned to the Chief and reached out a 
hand, smiling like the goddess that I was. 

"Won't you join us?" I asked. 

The Chief's hand trembled on the pistol. Slowly, he began to lower 
it . 

" Ia€ | Ia€ ! Ia€ ! . " 

He fell to his knees before me. 

"I LOVEaC"" 

When Lieutenant Oreo CrA”me ' s fist struck the side of Whitania 
Drakensang's head, there was a sound like a watermelon full of 
pebbles smashing against a brick wall. Whitania spun away in a 
confused arc, blood flying in a bright crimson half circle from the 
ruptured skin over her perfect cheek bone. 

"Bitch, " grated Lieutenant Oreo into the shocked silence that 
followed. "Go back to Fawkes." 

Whitania slammed face first down into the snow and lay there, stiff 
as a board. 


All at once the spell was broken. Darren and Eric blinked and looked 
down at their hands, even though their hands had nothing to do with 



anything. Kit Fisto stared at Oreo in utter surprise as Oz fell over 
backwards in a woozy stupor. 

"COOKIE!" The Chief ran at the Lieutenant and picked her up in a huge 
bear hug that almost broke her spine. "Cookie you're all right!" He 
looked her over at arm's length. "Cercil didn't hurt you in 
captivity, did he?" 

Oreo glanced over at Cercil 's body, around which (more) flies had 
begun to gather. "No. Just yelled obscenities into my face." She 
looked back. "Why is there stubble on your helmet?" 

"I knew he was fronting," said the Chief happily and kissed her 
through his visor, which was technically a head butt. Oreo didn't 
mind . 

"It's good to see you Chief," she said. 

Cortana sniffed audibly. "No time to swap disgusting organic fluids. 
Chief. We have to do something about the Marisoo beforeaC"" 

They turned. Whitania's body had disappeared. 

"Uh oh." 

"Hold it right there humans." It was Commander Darren. The other 
Covenant had assembled behind him, and he was pointing a plasma rifle 
at the Chief. Halo's harsh winter sun glared off his golden armor and 
he had a determined expression on his face. 

The Chief sighed. "Really Darren? After all we've been 
through? " 

Oreo looked worried; she had no weapons. Neither did the 
Chief . 

"What happened was regrettable, " conceded Darren as Eric continued to 
shovel snow into his own ass. He glanced at the Jackal. "Well, most 
of it." The Chief and Oreo looked at each other. 

"What should we do with the humans?" asked Kit Fisto 
pointedly . 

Darren shook his head. "Oh, right. UmaCikill them." He aimed his 
rifle at the Chief's head. 

"That seems kind of unfair," rumbled Oz. "They just saved our asses. 
In some cases literally." 

Darren narrowed his eyes at the Chief. "With the demon dead, this 
operation could yet be salvageable." He glanced over to where 
Cercil 's dead body was. "I won't need a fall guy anymore." 

Cercil 's dead body got up off the ground and dusted itself up. "Yeah, 
but you're still stuck with me, aren't you?" 

"Hey," said Fisto. "Now I remember why I quit this job." 

Commander Darren's eyes almost popped out of his head. "What the 
fuck ?" 



"That tends to happen, " said Oz apologetically as Eric finally keeled 
over with a look of relief on his face, a huge stalactite worth of 
ice jammed up his butt. 

Cercil leered. "I can tell you're all overjoyed to see your _true 
leader_. " 

"No no!" Darren waved his finger back and forth. "That's enough of 
that. You're not the fleet mastera€"you never were. I'm revoking the 
fake command you never had and placing you under military type 
arrest. Covenant medicine is one thing but nobody survives getting 
poked like that with a plasma sword; we need to get you onto an 
operating table and figure out just what the fuck is going on." 

"We could do that," said Cercil. "Or you could elect me to be in 
charge." He looked at the other Covenant and grinned. "Show of 
handsa€"who wants the Highlander to be in charge?" 

Nobody raised their hand. Kit Fisto rather gave thumbs down. 

Cercil looked at Oz . "E tu, Ozzy?" 

"Look," said Oz, "I never liked you. I don't even know why I ever 
helped you do anything. So, no." 

"Okay," said Cercil. 

Darren pointed his plasma rifle from the Chief and Oreo to Cercil. 
"Fisto," he ordered, "arrest that man. Oz, Eric, execute the 
humans . " 

"Now!" screamed the Chief. He launched himself at Darren mid sentence 
and grabbed for the plasma rifle. At the same instant Oreo dove for 
the dropped energy sword in the snow by Cercil 's feet, and at the 
very same time as that Oz fired his fuel rod canon. The blob of green 
energy smashed into the ground where the two humans had been seconds 
before. An eruption of searing green energy sizzled through the cold 
air and washed over the wreckage of Whitania's land speeder. 

The Chief wrenched the plasma rifle out of Darren's grip and punched 
him in the solar plexus. The Elite staggered back, clutching at his 
chest and gasping for air. At the same moment Oreo snatched for the 
plasma sword but stopped short when Cercil 's foot came down on 
it . 

"Hey, " he said, reaching for her as the butt plug lodged in the side 
of his head glimmered menacingly. "That's mine." 

A bolt of purple shot through the air and smashed into the side of 
Cercil 's face, spinning him around. Oreo grabbed the sword and turned 
to see Kit Fisto lining up another shot with a long sea shell-like 
Covenant weapon: a beam rifle. 

"Ow! My face!" Cercil fell squirming onto the ground as Oreo dove for 
cover. A dozen feet away the Chief clubbed Darren over the head with 
his own plasma rifle and then ducked just in time to avoid a swipe 
from Oz ' s massive shield. 


Oreo dodged another shot from the beam rifle. Poking her head around 



the corner of Cercil's banshee she saw another green blob of energy 
rushing towards her, this time an overcharge. She rolled out of cover 
just before the blast heated the hull of the ship to unbearable 
levels. But Kit Fisto had been waiting for her; a bolt of purple 
crystal slammed dead center into Oreo's enormous breast plate, 
flipping her over backwards to land stunned in the heavy 
snow . 

"Oreo!" the Chief screamed as he grappled with Oz in a test of 
strength, trying to tip each other over like horny beetles. Commander 
Darren lay unconscious on the ground. 

"I'm okay!" called out Oreo as she sat up. Kit Fisto's beam rifle had 
overheated and was now spewing purple exhaust fumes. Oreo scrambled 
for the wreckage of the land speeder, which was slightly closer to 
her attackers. 

"Plasma out!" roared Fisto as she flung a flaring blue orb at Oreo's 
position. The Spec Ops Elite dove for cover behind Eric just as the 
Jackal's shield flared to life and he slammed it down into the ground 
like an impromptu barricade. 

The plasma grenade landed right in front of Cercil's face. He parted 
blood covered fingers to stare blearily at the glowing orb. 

"Oh, fucking cow cocks." 

Boom! Whitania's ship was blasted across the canyon, the Lieutenant 
burying herself into the snow as it flew a hair over her head. The 
blast was too far away to reach the Chief or Oz, but it was not too 
far away for Cercil's flaming body to smash into them at mach one 
hundred. All three went tumbling to the ground in a tangle of limbs 
and snow. 

Kit Fisto peeked over the edge of Eric's shield and spotted Oreo just 
getting up. Carefully, she raised her rifle and lined up a shot. Oreo 
saw the rifle's muzzle aimed at her and froze. The Chief looked up 
from beneath Oz ' s gigantic armored butt plate, which had crushed him 
into the ground. 

"Oreo! No-" 

The world erupted into a storm of explosive impacts that raced across 
the blank snowy canyon, tearing up mud and ice on their way straight 
for Kit Fisto. Eric held his shield above his head, sheltering him 
and the Spec Ops elite from the barrage of bullets. The bullets 
trailed off and the sound of a chain gun winding down drew the 
attention of those still conscious as an enormous Pelican drop ship 
bobbed like a big brown dingle berry out of the sun. A voice 
screeched over its loud speakers. 

"WHAT'S UUUUUP NIGGAS!" 

"God damn it boy!" called a familiar voice from behind the roaring 
chain gun, which was poking out of the open bay door. "I told you 
that is _our _word!" 

The Chief threw Oz onto Cercil, then got up and jumped up and down, 
waving at the drop ship. "OH MY GOD! That you. Sergeant 
Johnson ! ? " 



"Aw yeah," came the black Sergeant's dark chocolaty tones. "That me 
baby . " 


The Pelican set itself heavily down in the snow a dozen feet away. 
Sergeant Johnson-looking healthy and as black as ever-fired a few 
shots to keep Eric and Fisto suppressed and then waved at the Chief, 
who waved back hesitantly. 

"I thought you were dead, sarge." 

"No time for that now ya jive turkey, " Johnson boomed. He pointed at 
Oreo. "Sistaa€"get yo ass in here!" 

Oreo ran over and climbed into the Pelican. She grinned at the 
Sergeant. "I see you decided to switch your slang from what you 
learned watching _The Wire_ to what you learned watching old 
blaxploitat ion films." 

"A brother's got to do things the old fashioned way once in a while." 
Johnson patted the chain gun as if it were his dick. 

The Chief pulled himself into the Pelican as Johnson continued to 
fire on the Covenant, all of whom had awoken and had raced for 
shelter behind the wrecked wreckage of Whitania's land speeder and 
Cercil's banshee. The banshee's owner was nowhere in sight. 

"Shit!" the Chief slammed a fist against the side of the 
Pelican . 

Oreo turned to him. "What's wrong?" 

"I forgot about the last generator. I have to shut it off, or Guilty 
Spark will activate Halo!" 

"Who?" 

"No time to explain, bimbo," piped up Cortana. "Suffice to say that 
if the Chief doesn't take out the generator we're all screwed." 

The Chief pointed at the door in the side of the canyon a hundred 
yards away. "It's through therea€"don ' t wait for me. Get to the Truth 
and Reconciliation, find Keyes and get his neural implant. I'll meet 
you back at the Pillar of Autumn to blow the world up." 

"Blow thea€""Oreo gaped at him. "What the hell are youa€"" 

"Good luck." The Chief high fived Sergeant Johnson and jumped back 
out of the Pelican. The black Sergeant nodded and covered the Chief's 
dash for the tall triangular door as Oreo watched in horror. 

"There goes one straight up G, " said Johnson solemnly. He put a hand 
over his heart while continuing to pound the Covenant with bullets. 

He turned and yelled over his shoulder. "Tad! Get us the fuck out of 
here ! " 


"Wait!" cried Oreo. She grabbed an assault rifle from a rack and 
shouted out into the swirling snow at the Spartan's retreating back. 
"HEY CHIEF!" 



The Chief stopped and turned as Oreo threw the rifle. It spun through 
the air like a deadly boomerang and the Chief stuck his hand into the 
air and grabbed it. The firm slap of the weapon's grip into his palm 
echoed throughout the canyon. The Chief saluted her and then turned 
back towards the door. 

"Nice pitch," said Johnson as the Pelican rose steadily into the air. 
Soon the snow obscured everything and he stopped firing. They could 
hear the shouts of the Covenant and a few plasma bolts flew wide of 
the ship. 

"Yeah," said Oreo. "I just hopeaC i " 

Johnson sat down in one of the seats across from her. "Yeah?" 

Oreo groaned. "I just hope that the rifle was loaded." 

Once the Chief was through the snow speckled gateway he turned and 
used a confiscated plasma grenade to fuse its locks shut; he didn't 
want the Covenant following him inside. The facility was darker than 
the ones that had come before, and also slightly larger. He trekked 
through a dim and winding corridor past rows of bright arrow shaped 
lights . 

"Strange alien technology, " said the Chief, looking at an arrow that 
was pointing down the hallway. "I wonder what it means." 

"Hm, " mused Cortana. "It could bea€"no, no that's too crazy even to 
consider." She paused dramatically. "It could bea€|_an 
arrow_. " 

"What, you mean like an arrow from a bow?" The Chief opened another 
door and found himself in a circular room. The final generator glowed 
through a hole in the wall. 

"No," Cortana husked. "I mean like an arrow. A _directional 
arrow_. " 

"No. No, that's crazy!" the Chief stroked the stubble that had been 
growing on the chin of his helmet. 

"Is it?" asked Cortana quickly. "Because that's what I think is going 
on here . " 

"This is madness. You've gone too far this time." The Chief turned a 
corner into the generator room and stopped short . 

Cercil Saltstein stood next to the luminescent column, its faint blue 
light casting mauve refractions across his scarred, necrotic alien 
visage. He no longer resembled a Covenant Elite so much as a 
scarecrow made of charred flesh and bone, flaps of skin and muscle 
hanging loose over bright purple patches of raw burn. His eyes were 
the only thing left intacta€"red and gleaming, they tracked the 
Chief's every movement. 

"Hello, Chief." There was a squelching sound and a spurt of what 
appeared to be liquefied brains ejaculated from around the large 
black butt plug jammed into the side of Cercil 's skull. He adjusted 
it testily. "Nice to see you, too." 



"Didn't I just stab you in the heart? Then see you get shot in the 
head? Then see you get blown up?" The Chief paused. "Come to think of 
ita€"haven't you died like eleven times?" 

"I've been thinking about that," conceded Cercil as the smell of 
formaldehyde wafted from him. He took a step closer to the Chief. 

"And I have a few ideas . " 

The Chief raised his rifle. "Yeah, well make it snappy; I have a 
generator to stick my MJOLNER dick into." 

"Like you have any kind of penis at all," said Cortana. 

"Trust me, you'll want to give me your complete attention," said 
Cercil, taking another step forwards. "Haven't you wondered. Chief, 
why we share our dreams? I have. Haven't you noticed that as you 
slowly recover from that gigantic bout of brain damage you suffered 
from the cryo chamber, I become more intelligent as well? I have. 
Haven't you noticed how the more monstrous, bigoted, and cruel you 
act, the more powerful I becomea€"I have. I have. I have, I have, I 
have. I have a wild guess as to why." 

"Oh my goda€ | " the Chief gasped. "You mean you're a 
hallucination ! " 

"_I'm _a computer," said Cortana helpfully. "He's standing right 
there . " 

Cercil continued, "No, I'm real. I can think, and remember. And do 
you know what I don't remember?" The Elite took another step towards 
the Chief. 

He backed away. Their walking had switched their places halfway; the 
Chief was almost all the way to the generator. "Oh yeah? What's 
that ? " 

"I don't remember anything, anything before the cryo chamber back on 
the Pillar of Autumn _where you pulled me from out of thin 
air_. " 

"It was so long ago" hissed the Chief. "Like, literally years ago! I 
had almost forgotten." 

"What's your favorite food. Chief?" asked Cercil. 

"Dicks . " 

"Yesss." Cercil clenched his fist. "And Dicks Barbeque Burgers are my 
favorite food as well, second only to people's bodies. And bagels. 
What's your favorite number?" 

"Six hundred and sixtya€|" The Chief gasped. "Six!" 

Cercil grinned. "Your favorite color?" 

The Chief gasped. "Purple." 

"Your favorite flavor of ice cream?" 

"Pumpkin ! " 



"Your favorite band!?" 


The Chief clutched at his head in horror. "Lady GaGaaaaa ! " 

"Your favorite _person_, " hissed Cercil. 

Horrible realization dawned. "0-0reoa€ i " 

Cercil spread his hands. "All mine, as well. Except for Lady 
GaGaa€"that one is because you're gay. I prefer The Beebs . ” 

"And what about Oreo?" 

Cercil sighed. "I'd murder her any day of the week." 

"Ha!" the Chief crossed his arms but continued to walk backwards. 
"Well, I'm not that kind of guya€"so I guess we're not as alike as 
you say . " 

"Are we not?" Cercil smirked, following him. "Because I think, deep 
down inside, that is exactly like you. You are a killer, born and 
raised and trained to be a walking slaughter house, the perfect 
soldiera€"no friends, no master. Your only allegiance is to war. And 
to bagels . " 

The Chief's back bumped into one of the generator's large flanges. He 
clutched it for support, staring as the Elite approached. "NO! Not 
bagels! I'm nothing like you!" 

Cercil stopped half a dozen feet away and grinned, ghastly blue light 
shining in his bloody eyes. 

"Chiefa€|I _am _you . " 

__IMPERI AL MARCH: _Dun dun dun da dun dun, da dun dun, dun dun dun da 
dun dun, da dun dun! 

"Oh my god!" exclaimed Cortana. 

"THAT'S NOT TRUE!" screamed the Chief in utter horror. He clutched at 
the large flange. "THAT'S IMPOSSIBLE!" 

Dun da da dun da da dun a dun, da dun da dun da dun, da dun dun dun 
dun da da dun dun da dun dun dun . 

"Search your hearta€"you know it to be true. I don't know how, or 
why. But it _is_. " Cercil extended a hand. "_Join _me. Chief, and 
together we can rule the Covenant!" Cercil 's eyes had a mad gleam to 
them. "Two sides of the same coina€"a coin made of exploding bodies 
and race hate. We would be unstoppable. Join me. Chief. Or else you 
will _die._" 

"I'll never join you!" spat the Chief. "NEVER! I HATE YOU!" 

"Hate and love," said Cercil. "What's the difference, really?" 

"I'LL KILL YOU! " 

"Kill and live," said Cercil. "What's the difference, really? Well, a 



lot, but I am an immortal. Chief, because as long as you live I must 
live. I am you. You are me. We are meant to be one!" He lunged 
forwards, claws outstretched. 

"N000!" the Chief fell backwards into the generator. There was a 
sudden surge of power and a flash as the machine died, cutting off 
the only source of light in the room. Darkness fell and all was 
silent . 

"Join mea€"" hissed Cercil's voice in the blackness. "AND HAVE A 
PENIS ONCE AGAIN." 

DUN DUN DUN DA DUN DUN DA DUN DUN, NE NE NEEE NA NE NE NA NE 
NEEEEEEEEEEEEE ! 

* *Chapter Thirteen: THE DARKNESS** 

"_Suck it up, you fucking pussy." a€"Ridley the Violator_ 

"Me and some other brothas and sistas found ah seifs ridin' some 
donkeys through the woods, aight, and we happened upon the very same 
closet that we had first used to enter the mother fucking magical 
land of Negronia. So we went back through the closet and shit and 
found ah selves, young again, back in the old mansion with old man 
McGrubnuts. The end." 

Oreo considered the Sergeant Johnson as the night darkened sea rushed 
past outside the Pelican's bay door. "But how did you regroup with 
us? The Butte was destroyed." 

"Ain't cho been listenin' ya jive turkey?" grumbled Johnson. "Tad the 
Pouser Pilot here was so desperate to be one of my bruthas, he picked 
his Pelican up from the dealership and shipped us on overa€"it took 
hours scouring the area of the Chief's last transmission for us to 
find him . " 

"Your accent is slipping." Oreo turned to the cockpit (so sexist!) 
"What about you Tad?" she asked cheerfully. "I'm pretty sure you're 
supposed to have died fifteen times!" 

"Maaan I'm sick off all you white breads assuming that _jus_' because 
I have the same or similar name as all fifteen of my dead brothers 
that I'm the exact same as them. Yo' disrespectin the dead 
nigga ! " 

"What did I say about using that word?" snapped Johnson. 

"Sorry, boss, " said Tad. 

"How many brothers do you have?" asked Oreo. 

"I had fifteen when we got to this ring. The other one hundred and 
forty eight were on Reach and they got killed by the CovenantaC | " He 
cleared his throat. "It was on that day, the day that Reach fell, 
that I swore revenge on all aliens and people who look different from 


Oreo nodded solemnly and turned back to Johnson. "That's great. Let's 
rewind, though. Why were you in old Mister McGrubnut ' s mansion in the 
first place?" 



The Sergeant grunted. "What I say bitch? Our parents died in terrible 
accidental fire and their will gave us over to Old Man McGrubscrotum 
as wards! Keep it real, shorty!" The Sergeant removed his green cap, 
revealing his buzz cut and the tribal designs shaved into it. "That's 
when I got marked up like this. Marked for life, shorty. Marked for 
life. I'm hard now." 

"Won't the hair grow back?" asked Oreo. "Why not just get a 
tattoo? " 

"Tch." Johnson jerked his chin back. "I'll let that incredibly racist 
and insensitive one go. Shorty. This time." 

"You're a modern day saint," said Oreo. 

"Original G." 

"God damn it." Oreo stood up and went to the gun rack. She procured 
an assault rifle for herself and looked over her shoulder. "What kind 
of gun do you want, Johnson? The Truth and Reconciliation will be 
kind of tight quartersa€"lot s of corners, lots of dead ends. I'd 
recommenda€" " 

"Got any gats, bitch?" he interrupted. 

Oreo threw a pistol at his head, which Johnson caught and aimed 
gansta style. "Sheeet. Guess this'll do." 

"You are such a faggot," said Oreo. She winced. "Damn it! The Chief 
must be rubbing off on me." She frowned at unbidden memories that 
suddenly arose from the word 'rubbing off.' 

_Oreo was tossing and turning restlessly in her cell aboard the Truth 
and Reconciliation, trying to sleep as in the corner Corporal McKay 
listened to Linkin Park and cut herself morbidly. _ 

_ "Would you stop that please?" asked Oreo as she rolled onto her 
side ._ 

_ "Fuck you. Fuck you all." McKay's eyes rolled into the back of her 
head as she sunk the rusty razor deep into her forearm. 

"Fucka€ | everyone . 

_ Suddenly the cell's force field deactivated and Cercil Saltstein 
stuck his deformed head in. "Heya softcore prison bitches. Not trying 
to go to sleep, are you? Because I'm torturing you with sleep 
deprivation. Also, as soon as the shipment of panty hoses arrives 
from High Charity, well, let's just say we're going to step up the 
torture. I hear panty hose on head technology all the rage nowadays 
among prison faggots anda€"" _ 

_ Oreo threw her shoe at him._ 

"Hmm." Oreo pinched the bridge of her nose in thought. _Faggots. _A 
strange thought occurred to her. _He said that just like the Chief 
saida€"_no, no that was ridiculous. The two were nothing alike: 

Cercil was violent, racist, homophobic, misogynistic asshole, and the 
Chief was- 



"Oh." Oreo rubbed her temples. "Yeah, okay." She filed the 
observation away for later, possible to finally understand at a later 
date in a dramatic moment when it would already be too late. I did it 
thirty five minutes ago. 

"What's up shorty?" barked Johnson, startling Oreo from her 
revere . 

Oreo looked up at him. "Nothing. Just thinking about my time in the 
briga€"the brig of the ship we're going back to right now, in 
fact . " 

"Ah." Johnson nodded wisely. "Got down on the dl didn't 
you? 

"What?" 

"The Down Low." He shook his head ruefully. "ShortyaC | thinking about 
it is like trippin when you're freea€"you think, 'hey, I would never 
force a nigga to suck my ass while pounding a nigga in the ass and 
jerking a nigga off at the same time while taping a picture of yo 
bitch to his ass.' But once you're on the inside, in the joint, 
sista, once yo ' _hard_, wella€ | it gets lonely." He shuddered. "And it 
is so very cold at night." 

"You've never been in prison, Johnson." 

Johnson ignored her and radioed the cock pit. "Hey, Tad, we there 
yet ? " 

"Fo shizzle mah nizzle, " confirmed the pilot. 

"Tad, " began Oreo "a lot of people have died since we got to this 
ring." She tried not to think about the fact that the Chief had been 
the main reason for this. "How many brothers of yours are 
left?" 

"_None_, " said Tad raggedly, his fo-ghetto accent slipping. "_I am 
forever alone_. " 

Oreo bowed her head. "Don't worry. We'll get off this Ring 
yet . " 

They all shared a moment of peace. Johnson put his hand on Oreo's 
shoulder and nodded solemnly. "Fine words, shorty." 

"Yeah," Tad's voice broke on the radio. "Yeah. We're coming up on the 
Truth and Reconciliation now, guys. Captain Keyes is somewhere on the 
bridge! Let's give it our best shot!" 

"That's the spirit!" Oreo and Johnson fist bumped while inside the 
cockpit Tad gave a slow salute to his sweat soaked brow, showing his 
respect to all the fallen brothers and sisters who had died since the 
Pillar of Autumn landed on Halo. 

_"Let's do this."_ 

A banshee piloted by a Flood combat form smashed into the Pelican at 
a hundred and twenty miles per hour. The impact sent both vessels 
careening into the Truth and Reconciliation's open hanger in a shower 



of flames and debris. Oreo and Johnson were smashed together 
painfully and then tossed about like pin balls as the Pelican's side 
slapped against the walkway overlooking the hanger. It flipped over 
and fell in a cloud of shredded metal to land upside down atop a 
docked wraith tank. A noise like the opening of some metal hell 
filled their ears, leaving only a ringing silence when it passed. In 
seconds a bright blue plasma fire flared to life beneath the 
wreckage; the wraith's reactor core had gone critical. The hull of 
the Pelican began to heat, its insides slowly transforming into an 
oven . 

Oreo coughed herself awake to the smell of burning flesh. She opened 
her eyes onto a world suffused in blood red light, the emergency 
lights of the Pelican were flashing sporadically. The metal grating, 
what had been the deck, was now searingly hot under her hands. Her 
lungs were on fire. 

The Lieutenant wincingly pushed herself to her feet. Before her the 
cockpit was a crumpled mass of twisted metala€"nothing inside could 
have survived the impact. She gritted her teeth and turned away, 
searching for Johnson. The bay door of the Pelican had buckled 
inwards a bit and it looked jammed. She found him splayed on the 
ground, his leg twisted and mangled. His hair was beginning to smoke. 
Oreo took a deep breath of air and plunged forwards, shoving both 
hands under his arm pits and pulling him up. The hot floor squeaked 
and groaned under her feet as she pulled him across it towards the 
cockpit . 

"TAD!" She shouted into the shredded mass the forward portion of the 
ship had become as she propped Johnson's limp body into a chair. "Tad 
are you in there!?" 

Movement caught her eye. Buried under a heavy metal slab was a 
charred but still somehow very white form. 

"Niggasa€ | " Tad strained to push off the red hot industrial size 
architectural girder that had pinned him to his chair. His arms fell 
of f . 

"Oh god." Oreo looked away for a moment. "Tad," she whispered with 
increasing urgency. "We need you to open the bay door. If you don't, 
we all die." She paused, "I'm sorry. Tad. I don't think you're coming 
with us . " 

"I understand." Tad's arm stumps fumbled at the controls. His eyes 
had already burned away, so he was blind. 

"It's over there," added Oreo. "The button is over there. To the 
left. There. No, go back. Yeah. No, back. Go left. Yes. Yes that's 
right." The tears streamed down her face and evaporated. 

Tad's blackened arm stump thumped down on the big red button. Oreo 
heard the pelican bay door groaning as it strained to open. She 
looked back at Tad's dying body. 

"Tada€|" she began quietly. "I'm sorry we never knew you. Very well, 

I mean . " 


"GO!" he coughed. 


"GET OUTTA HERE, BEFORE IT'S TOO LATE!" 



Oreo turned away but did not move. 


Tad spoke one more time. "Anda€|tell Johnson that all I ever 
wanteda€ | was for him toa€|be proud of me!" 

Oreo nodded silently as she dragged Johnson's unconscious body 
towards the Pelican's slowly opening bay door. "Open god damn it!" 

She kicked at the quickly heating slab of metal again and again, her 
armored combat boots cracking against the hot steel as sweat and 
tears stung her eyes. With a sudden crash the bay door slammed open, 
revealing the smoke choked hanger full of looming mechanical shapes. 
Without looking back Oreo stumbled through the smoking portal, taking 
Johnson with her. 

Tad watched her go as a single tear fell from his eye socket. "_Lift 
off . " 

The wraith tank beneath the Pelican exploded with the force of ten 
thousand plasma grenades, shearing the Pelican in half in a gout of 
molten steel. Oreo and Johnson were thrown to cover behind a line of 
unused Ghosts and Banshees as huge tentacle-like tongues of plasma 
licked at their heels. The blast of compressed air made every vehicle 
in the hanger rock back, and a sound like an exploding sun shattered 
all the glass in the room, though there was no actual glass in the 
room. Huge globules of red hot sludge splattered onto random surfaces 
as the survivors huddled beneath the wings of a Ghost for shelter, 
managing to avoid the deadly debris. 

Oreo tried to catch her breath but it was as if all the air had been 
ripped out of her body. She gasped, waving smoke away, and became 
dimly aware that Sergeant Johnson was coughing too. 

"Johnson! You okay?" 

She propped him up against the Ghost . 

"I... I can't feel my leg." 

Oreo looked down. Johnson's legs appeared fine, which was odd 
considering one of them had just been broken. Had she imagined it in 
the gloom? 

"My third leg," said Johnson. 

Oreo groaned inwardly, but what came out of her mouth was: "Tad is 
dead . " 

"I know." Johnson reached up as if to adjust his cap, but it was no 
longer there. His hand dropped dejectedly into his lap. "I know. I 
was awake the whole time." 

Oreo slumped back. "Why did you make me carrya€"" 

Johnson turned quickly away from her. "Why do you think, Oreo? I 
couldn't _face_ him. The kid was like a son to me. What he saida€"how 
was I supposed to answer that?" 

"You could have said something." Oreo smacked her hand into the 
ground. Her finger tips were numb. "God damn it Johnsona€"the kid 
died thinking you hated him." 



Johnson's shoulders shook. "Buta€|but I _did_. Don't you see... I 
didn't hate him because he thought he was black. I hated him because 
even though he was the whitest son of a bitch on the planet, he was 
still _blacker than me_. " 

"God damn it." Oreo swung out at the wall beside her. "God damn it!" 
Her knuckles bit into the purple hull of the Ghost. She raised a 
bleeding fist to the air. 

" GOD DAMN IT!" 

There was a gurgling sound behind her. She turned. 

Something huge and yellow hauled itself over the top of a wraith tank 
and bore down on them. It was a Flood combat form, covered in burns 
and missing half its upper body. It was the pilot of the banshee that 
had crashed into them! 

Oreo's eyes narrowed and she reached for her rifle. It wasn't 
therea€"they had left their weapons in the Pelican! 

"Johnson! Get your gat out!" 

Johnson shot bolt upright, turning to see the threat approaching. 
"MUTHA FUCK! I left the mother fucking gat on the mother fucking 
plane ! " 

"Shit!" Oreo grabbed Johnson by the arm and hauled him out of the way 
as the Flood form's tendrils smacked down like a huge fleshy whip, 
snapping the ghost they had hidden behind into two. They sprinted 
towards the exit, the monster's shadow fast on their backs. Oreo's 
boobs made her bounce off the door when she reached it. 

Johnson waved frantically at the motion sensor. "It's not working 
nigga! We're trapped in here with that thing! Game over, man!" 

Oreo wheeled around as the Combat Form lurched towards them, gait 
slowed by the damage its bone structure had suffered during the 
crash. Oreo stareda€"it had once been human, once been a 
man . 

"Quickly, " she said. "We need weaponsa€"we needa€"" 

"There's nothing!" sobbed Johnson hysterically. "Game over man! Game 
over ! " 

"Stop saying 'game over'!" Oreo grabbed him and started to move, 
trying to get past before the beast could corner them. The horrible 
smell of wet paper bags and also rotting flesh filled her nostrils. 
She stopped in her tracks, stunned; half burned silver hair adorned 
the bare chest of the Flood form. It had no head, but there was more 
silver hair on its forearms. The remnants of silky silver fatigues 
had been burned into its flesh, and a puff of silver pubic trail was 
visible on its stretched stomach. 


Oreos mouth dropped open as the re-animated corpse of Major Silva 
raised its gnarled, tentacular arm above its head and lurched 
forwards to attack. 



A blast of light and sound came out of nowhere and tore Silva's 
entire torso off, leaving only a wagging spinal column draped in 
ribbons of putrid flesh. Coagulated blood along with chunks of organs 
and bones sprayed everywhere, and then a boot kicked the wobbling 
lower half of the zombie squarely in the crotch. The dismembered pair 
of legs were knocked clean off their feet. 

Private Mendoza stepped casually in front of Oreo and Johnson, a 
smoking shotgun slung over his shoulder. He winked. 

"Gayme over, girlfriend." 

Oreo stared. Johnson stared. 

Mendoza's smile drooped. "What? Oh, right." He looked down at the 
corpse. "I guess you juts couldn't uncut it." He shook his head. "No, 
wait. Uha€|_gayme over, girlfriend 

Oreo interrupted him. "I saw you get shot in the face. How the hell 
are you still alive?" 

Mendoza considered this for a moment, sucking his lip. "Because there 
are still men alive who I haven't had sex with?" 

Johnson sniffed. "If onlya€|if only Tad had been an immortal 
homosexual . " 

Mendoza eyed the Sergeant, the cold calculation that had determined 
the logistics of countless reach-arounds kicking into high gear. "Oh 
yeah? " 

Oreo moved to cut short this exchange before it became any more 
penetrating. "Never mind that, Mendoza; we just lost one hell of a 
pilota€"and a friend. And we would have lost ourselves, I mean died, 
if you hadn't come along. Thanks." 

"No problem. I'm sorry to hear that." Mendoza pursed his lips as he 
handed the smoking shotgun to Sergeant Johnson and produced two smgs 
from a back pack, giving one to Oreo and keeping one for himself. He 
grinned at Johnson. "I figured a big boy like you would want to 
handle the big gun." 

"Damn right homeslice." Johnson obliviously threw up west side. "I 
mean, shit, you can pump that boomstick all right but for serious you 
gotta let the man with the plan take over, you know what I'm 
saying? " 

Mendoza curled a lock of hair around his finger and squirmed in 
delight. "Oh, I think I do." 

"I think you don't." Oreo checked the safety on her smg and snapped 
her fingers, drawing the attention of the two hilarious minorities. 
LOL THE NIGRA AND THE HOMOSECHSAH MEXICA "Guys, let's go; we have to 
make sure that Tad's sacrifice wasn't in vain. The Chief is counting 
on us to find Captain Keyes and get a hold of his neural 
implant . " 

"Oh, is that why we're here?" Johnson looked around confusedly. "I 
thought we were going to clean out the Aryan Brotherhood or 
something . " 



"Very funny." Oreo gritted her teeth and turned to Mendoza, a thought 
occurring to her. "Why are _you_ here, anyways? Last time I saw you 
was on the butte. Kit Fisto shot you point blank between the eyes and 

you died." She glanced around at the empty hanger with an 

increasingly worried look. "This isn't hell, is it?" 

"Why would you assume I would go to hell?" asked Mendoza. 

Johnson's lips immediately inflated with rage. "Yeah _BITCH! _WUH? 
JUST BECOS HE NOT WHITE YOU THINK HE SOME SORTA ANIMAL?!" He raised 
both fists, middle fingers extended. "FUCK YOU HONKEY ! " 

Oreo winced, shrinking into herself as her political correctness 
gland strained under the pressure to secret such enormous amounts of 

white guilt so quickly. It failed and she turned on Johnson, pale 

face igniting with rage. "You know what, Johnson?" She raised a hand. 
"I have had it _up to fucking here_ with your fucking shit. I don't 
have time for your fucking racial identity crisis. Who the fuck 
doesn't find out they're black until they're like, what, thirty eight 
fucking years old? Sit the fuck down, shut the fuck up, and let the 
fucking adults with fucking priorities handle the fucking 
_business_. " Oreo lunged forwards and pushed Johnson back a good five 
feet. He stumbled to regain his balance, Mendoza catching him from 
behind . 

Dead silence fell as Johnson stared at her. He unconsciously stepped 
away from Mendoza with a look of consternation on his face. "Jeez 
sorry, I didn't mean anything by it." The Sergeant cleared his 
throat. "I mean, my bad shorty; I was just playin'." He grinned 
weakly and extended a hand to Oreo. "We cool?" 

Oreo was hyperventilating, staring at him as sweat dripped down the 
bridge of her nose. Her face looked like a white hot skillet. She 
blinked bloodshot eyes as if coming out of a trance. 

"Yeah, fine, fucking whatever." She straightened up and stormed 
towards the door 

Mendoza jogged after her. "Wow, girlfriend. I've never seen you fly 
off the handle like that. " 

Oreo ignored him and waved at the motion detectors. This time for 
some reason the Covenant technology recognized the presence of living 
beings and slid open, revealing a purple canal of a corridor that 
could easily have been the inside of Cortana's junk. This comforting 
thought encouraged Oreo to step inside and the two men to follow her. 
Well, one and a half men: Mendoza considered himself to have a boy 
pussy, as we in the gay porn industry like to say. Not that I'm in 
the porn industry, gay or otherwise, or that my screen name is Duke 
Rootem . 

Oreo raised her rifle and watched the corners as Johnson and Mendoza 
formed up nervously behind her, watching her as warily as the shadows 
of the alien ship. The marine continued to talk. "I mean, I know the 
Chief can be annoying sometimes and so can Johnsona€"no offense 
JohnsonaC" " 


"It's cool . " 



"But you seem really on edge. What's wrong?" 


Oreo held up a hand. "Quiet you two; I hear something." 

"Covenant?" husked Johnson. "Or the KKK?" 

"For the last time we're not hunting down the fucking Aryan 
Brotherhood." Oreo craned her neck in agitation. "Where do you keep 
getting these ideas?" 

Johnson just shrugged. Mendoza made a 'see what I mean' face at him. 
Well, it was either that or a 'fuck me with that black dick' face. It 
was hard to tell. 

Suddenly their headsets crackled to life on full volume. A tormented 
voice rang in everyone's ears through a pall of 
static . 

"CHI I IEEEEEF ! Leave me! Get out of here before it's too late!" The 
voice was twisted, agonized, but still recognizable. 

"Captain Keyes!" Oreo wheeled around in circles to find a direction 
to face that would enhance the signal. "You're alive! Do you still 
have your neural implant?" 

"Chief?" croaked the voice on the other end. "You sound different! I 
thought your balls already dropped." 

Oreo leaned back against the wall. "No Captain, it's me. Lieutenant 
Oreo . " 

"Why I remember that day like it was yesterday, " rambled Keyes 
obliviously. "I had just returned to Reach after one of my colony 
wide booty call combo chains! There you were, having a shock stick 
jammed into your ear by one of the drill instructors when suddenly 
your agonized wails changed from Justin Bieber levels to Keith David 
levels and you tore that poor bastard's balls out through his ass. It 
was on that day that me and Dr. Hasley, who was my last stop by the 
way, knew you were something special." 

Oreo digested this. "Ia€ | see. " She looked guiltily at the other two. 
"And, uh, what other stuff do you remember about hisa€"I mean, my 
childhood? " 

Johnson scowled at her, but Mendoza only grinned; he was also a nosy 
bitch . 

"Oh, all sorts of things," said Keyes. "Did I ever tell you about 
those psycho analysis sessions we had to conduct near the end of the 
Spartan program? Most of the Spartans were either too shell shocked 
from the constant brutal torture and psychological reconditioning to 
retain drives and wills of their own, so even though you all came 
down with dozens of psychological disorders apiece we still managed 
to squeeze the entire program through as decent soldiers. Well, 
except for the ones who died as children. And except for you. Dr. 
Hasley said she'd never seen a more inhuman human in her life. That 
was why Cortana picked you, we always thought. She has a thing for 
sadism. Hasley said your complete loss of sanity and empathy had been 
a result of the training, but I was never so sure; did you know the 
flash clone we replaced you with ended up killing his entire family? 



Twice? I'm not even sure how that's possible." 

By the time he'd finished, Oreo had placed a hand over her mouth. Her 
eyes were as wide as saucers. She turned to the others as Keyes 
continued to ramble. 

"My god. I never knew," she said. "I mean, the Chief is bad, 
buta€"but not that bad!" 

Johnson had lost his frown. "You didn't hear the stories they used to 
tell. Cortana told me all about the damage the cryo chamber did to 
his brain when we unfroze him." He shook his head. "Can't believe I'm 
saying this, but mental retardation might have been the best thing 
that's ever happened to the Chief. The best thing for the rest of us, 
anyways . " 

"And don't even get me started on the multiple personality disorder," 
interrupted Keyes's voice obliviously. "I mean that whole thing with 
the 'Cercil Saltstein' character. Talk about weird, it took years of 
aversion therapy to make him forget aboutaC"" 

Oreo muted the radio with an irritable motion. "The Captain's 
obviously not with us right now, guys. The Chief's problems will have 
to wait until we can get the neural implant. MendozaaC"" she stabbed 
a finger at him "do you have a pen and paper?" 

Mendoza's took out a small notebook and a pen. "Of course. Do you 
want to see my drawings or something?" 

"No." Oreo motioned for them to follow her and they did, turning the 
corner into a veritable labyrinth of lavender passageways. She was 
looking about at the walls, gathering in details as she spoke. 

"When I was captured, they brought McKay and Silva and me in through 
that hanger and took us straight to the bridge." She paused. "Huh. I 
wonder where McKay is. Anyways, I counted our turns, steps, and tried 
to remember a couple of these hallways." She turned left abruptly and 
they followed. 

"That's not a bad talent," said Mendoza, still holding the pen and 
paper "But it would be so much easier if we had Cortana with 


Johnson grinned. "Yep." 

Oreo shot them a look over her shoulder. They kept their faces as 
straight as possible. 

"Mendoza, write down what I say, I might need to recite ita€"" 

"Did y'all know that the Chief had garden shears shoved up his ass at 
one point?" interrupted Johnson, pressing a finger to his ear piece 
as he continued to listen to Keyes's blathering. 

Oreo growled. "God damn it Johnson I'm trying to concentrate!" 

"Do you want me to write that down?" asked Mendoza. 

"No! Left turn, eighteen steps!" Oreo fumed as they followed her, 
Mendoza scribbling furiously. Oreo reached into her breast pocket and 



pulled out a small prescription bottle, then shook it. It was empty. 
"Fuck me." Oreo threw it over her shoulder and Mendoza caught it 
surreptitiously. He and Johnson looked at the bottle, then at each 
other with raised eyebrows. 

"Let me see that!" barked the Lieutenant, wheeling around suddenly 
and waggling her hand at Mendoza. He jumped and shoved the bottle 
behind his back, then offered her the notepad. Oreo was too 
frustrated to notice. Her eyes skimmed over the page and crossed for 
a moment . 

"Okay. Okay, I remember now. We're almost at the bridge." She closed 
the book and handed it back. "Huh. Strange that we haven't 
encountered any resistance yet. You'd think that if the Flood had 
overwhelmed all the Covenant here there 'd be more signs of 
battle . " 

"Hmph." Mendoza crossed his arms. "Well, I think it's fabulous, thank 
you very much." 

"I wasn't complaining. Come on. Let's keep going." 

"Nigga!" hissed Johnson to Mendoza. "Can I see yo drawings?" 

Mendoza handed him the notepad with a wink. "Don't use them all at 
once, now . " 

Oreo cleared her throat. "Time's a wasting, boys!" She grinned, 
suddenly feeling manic. "Let's go!" 

They shrugged and followed the Lieutenant down the next empty 
corridor and through a few more turns. She was counting under her 
breath. They stopped before a set of doors slightly larger than those 
that had come before. They still had not encountered any resistance 
whatsoever . 

"This is the door to the bridge," said Oreo. "Johnson, put Keyes back 
on our channel . " 

Keyes's croaking voice filled their ears. "Chieeef! Leave me! It's 
too late for me!" 

"Where are you, sir?" asked Oreo in a calm, authoritative voice. "Are 
you still on the bridge?" 

"I don't know!" howled the Captain. "Damn this horrible 
disease ! " 

Her eyes widened. "Disease? The Captain must have been infected by 
the Flood! Don't worry sir, we're coming!" Oreo was practically 
bouncing off the walls with enthusiasm. She flipped the safety off 
her weapon and looked over at the other two. 

"You guys ready?" Her eyes had a feverous glint to them. 

"You can count me in," said Johnson. 

"Me threeway," said Mendoza. He held up his caramel hands. "I mean, 
only if it's gay though. Sorry, girlfriend." 



Oreo made a face and then rushed towards the door. It slid open with 
a hiss and they piled through, weapons ready. 

Nothing could have prepared them for what they found. 

The bridge was awash in shadows that danced and flickered from the 
pale purple lights atop the command platform. Through the turmoil of 
shadows, they could make out nothing much lining the walls. Likewise 
there was not much of anything anywhere else in the room. 

"ATTAAAA-" Oreo stopped. She looked around, face falling. "Oha€|well. 
Uma€|good." She was visibly deflating. "Looks like the, the coast is 
clear . " 

"Sheeet." Johnson pumped his shotgun, unnecessarily ejecting a 
perfectly good shell out. "I was hopin to cap some niggas . " 

"You guys are disappointed?" said Mendoza. "Gee, straight people are 
so blood thirsty." 

"Don't start." Oreo cocked her head. "Wait a minutea€"do you hear 
that ? " 

Faint moans came from the platform. 

"I'm straight," said Johnson a bit too loudly. 

Mendoza eyed him. "That's what they all say." 

"Guys, shut up." Oreo marched up the platform with her weapon ready. 
She stopped when she got to the top. Her shocked voice made them both 
jump. "My goda€"it's the Captain!" 

Johnson and Mendoza looked at each other and rushed after her. They 
too came to a frozen halt when they saw what she had seen. Nothing 
could have prepared them for what they found on that platform. 

The command platform was awash in shadows that danced and flickered 
from the pale purple lights atop the command platform. Through the 
turmoil of shadows, they could make out a twisted a shape: a barely 
human body contorted in agony is at it writhed on the ground. Besides 
that there was nothing at all there. 

"Keyes," said Oreo slowly. "He'sa€|he's fine." 

It was true: the aged Captain was curled up on the ground, his 
emaciated rib cage rising and falling slowly. He looked like he 
always did: fucking horribly old. 

Johnson and Mendoza's faces fell. "Oha€|well. Uma€|good. Great. 

That's a relief." 

"You guys," said Oreo disapprovingly. She gave them a terse look and 
knelt down by aging man. 

"Captain Keyes?" 

Milky gray eyes flickered open from wrinkly sockets. "That you. 

Doctor Hasley? So you finally got those breast implants I've been 
telling you to get." He nodded approvingly. "Good woman." 



"Um, no, it's me. Lieutenant Oreo." 

Keyes waved her away, trying to sit up. "Don't be ridiculousa€"no 
woman would ever be allowed into the military!" 

Mendoza and Johnson snickered nervously at the look on Oreo's face, 
but she refocused with the ease of one who had much practice in this 
area . 

"Are you all right, sir? Last we heard you were on a mission to 
secure an armory." 

Keyes hands shot up suddenly to grip the front of her collar. She 
stood up, pulling him with her until he was standing shakily on his 
own two feet. "You don't understand, you fool!" croaked the 
Captain . 

She respectfully disengaged his hands. "What don't we 
understand? " 

"Women can _never _be allowed into the military! Do you have any idea 
what that would do to unit strength!? Women are sexual animals! You 
wouldn't be training recruits to fight! You'd be training them to 
fuck! If you let a woman into the ranks she would fuck everyone in 
the whole damn army!" 

Oreo looked over her shoulder at Mendoza, who was grinning widely. 

She scowled. 

"Try to stay focused, sir. What happened to you?" 

Keyes began to shake. His eyes had a very far off look. "T-t-the 
_Flood_, Lieutenant. That's what happened." 

Oreo rolled her eyes. "Wow, even shell shocked he's still a drama 
queen . " 

"Hey!" Johnson crossed his arms indignantly. "I was there, too. Have 
some sympathy. Bitch." 

Oreo glared at him. "You were what?" 

"Ah, that's right!" said Keyes. "I remember you, you cheerful 
negroid!" His voice dropped. "We had just discovered the Chief in 
some sort of ante chamber after losing most our squad to the swamp. 

We thought we were safe; they usually only come out in the daylight. 
_Usually_. " 

"Jesus Christ," said Oreo. 

Keyes ignored her. "The nigger took a plasma grenade to the 
face . " 

"Hey!" Johnson's face went red. 

"Calm down," said Oreo. "He's from a different time, Johnson. That's 
just how people were back then." 


"FUCK THAT SHIT." 



Mendoza put a hand on Johnson's chest. Where the other hand was, only 
his ass knew. Oreo turned back to Keyes. 

"Then what happened, sir? Who threw the plasma grenade?" 

"My opposite number in the Covenanta€"a man as dangerous as he is 
insightful, as clever as he is deadly, as calculating as he is cold. 
_Commander Darren and his wicked Jackal concubine Eric._" 

Oreo slowly pressed the palm of her hand to her face. "Of course. Why 
did I even ask." 

"It turned out they had disguised themselves as Marines," elaborated 
Johnson, pushing Mendoza away from him. Mendoza slammed against one 
of the pillars on the edge of the command platform face first. His 
body switched around, just like the liquid metal terminator in 
Terminator 2, and he walked back up to them. 

Okay not really. 

"And then what happened?" 

Keyes's eyes opened very wide. "_The Flood_. " 

"Is the Flood a horde of mutated, tentacle-sporting zombies 
accompanied by bouncing gas bags?" 

"Yes." Keyes stared at her. "My goda€"the fabled woman's intuition! 

It is not a myth after all!" 

"No, they're right there." Oreo turned, aiming her SMG at the 
enormous wave of putrefied flesh that poured from the door like a 
spray of bacteria laden pus from a popped zit, filling the room below 
the platform in a sea of squirming, squealing parasites. A wall of 
corroded armor and twisted limbs piled up the platform with gurgled 
war cries as Mendoza and Johnson turned in shock. 

Keyes shook, a mad-gleam in his eye. "a€|The day of judgmenta€ i " he 
hissed dramatically "_HAS COME . 

Oreo pistol whipped him in the face. 

_Elsewherea€ | _ 

The Pillar of Autumn was a wrecked, shell-shocked imitation of what 
it had once been. Thick coatings of sand and dust had washed over its 
once shining bro-tan corridors, carried in by the viscous sand storms 
of Halo's desert areas. No wall was without a mark of either the 
ship's brutal landing or the monstrous entities that now overran it. 
No surface was left unmarred by the scorch marks that mingled with 
stains of Covenant blood or splashes of yellowing Flood 
discharge . 

_When John arrived it was 9 a clock at the Beverley Hills Airport. 

The sun was shining, the air was clear, and he had just boarded the 
flight that would take him to the next stage of his eventful life as 
a travel-writing woman from America. Arm in arm with his gay black 
African muscle-guy lover Sonjon he boarded the plane and sat down in 
isle five. 



_ "Baby, " said Sonjon in his smooth Barry White language, "This is so 
great to be going to your home to meet your parents, it is so great! 

I will love you like stallion, baby."_ 

_ "I know hon ' , " said John, and kissed him lightly on the cheek. "I 
just hope my half retarded right wing balding high blood pressure 
father will approve of you. I don't see why he wouldn't, of course. I 
just worry about us so much . 

_ "I know darling, I know," said Sonjon. He began to sweat profusely 
and lifted a pencil thin microphone to his lips. "Baby touch me with 
your wicked hands, you could brew up trouble in the heart of any man! 
One kisses two kiss three kiss more, make feel like HA HAVE NEVA FELT 
BEFOOOORE ! " He collapsed back orgasmically into the chair, sweat 
pouring of his bulbous bald head._ 

_ "Some people can just be so homophobic and prejudiced, " said John, 
wiping spit off his own face with a handkerchief. By the way some of 
my best friends are Barry White. _ 

_Soon they arrived in John's rural home town: Rural Town. It was in 
the deep south. New Jersey. His ass was sore and not just from all 
the sitting: he had just gotten membership in the mile high club 
courtesy of the sweatiest penis in the world. _ 

_ They got off the flight and he took a deep whiff of that country 
Oregon air. "Ah. Can't you just smell the ruralness and racism. 

Son jon? 

_ "Cow shit," said his large sweaty lover. "Sorry. I was just testing 
my voice . 

_ He sighed, brushing long golden locks of hair away from his face. 

"I grew up in a small town just outside an airport like this one," he 
said in a run on sentence. "Actually, it was this town. Let's go find 
my father who will no doubt accept you with open arms._ 

_ "Good idea, " said Johnsona€"whoops did I just say that out loud? 
That is, "Good idea," said Sonjon. "Then we can finally get married. 
In the south. 

_ They arrived at the old small family cottage place five seconds 
later. His father was there to greet them._ 

_ "Hi son, " said Captain Keyes, shooting Sonjon in the stomach with 
his old rifle without even looking at him. Sonjon collapsed and died. 
"I have bad news, your mother passed away yesterday. She was making 
pudding for you to sit overnight, and she accidentally left herself 
in the cryo chamber fridge. I found her body the next morning. It 
wasa€ cooled solid. 

_ John was stunned. This was horrible. "But pa," he said, "how could 
this happen? Where were you?"_ 

_ "I was fucking your cousin while wearing a jacket made out of 
American flags," said Keyes. "Goddamn she has a tight little ass. I 
tore her head off after I was done and cut your mother's face out of 
the family pictures and smeared them with my own poop, then threw a 
Molotov cocktail at a gay wedding. You wouldn't happen to be gay. 



would you son? Because I hate gays and must repress them."_ 

_ "No, I'm very straight." John began to cry. "You cut her out of the 
picture of us at the Styrofoam factory where our entire family has 
always worked since we arrived in America on the mayflower? It is my 
cherished memory! Where did you bury ma?"_ 

_ "I just ate her," said his father. "Saves money on all counts. It's 
part of my rugged individualistic old style conservative 
Americanism. 

_ "Oh." John considered this. "Well, okay. Let's go get a beer, I'm 
parched . 

His father began to urinate. "It better not be bud light. Oh, and 

take the body with us; I want something to eat on the 
way . 

"CHIEF!" screamed Cortana as the banshee tore across the desert 
towards the same pod bay they had escaped out of so long ago. "CHIEF 
YOU'RE COMING IN TO FAST! AGAIN!" 

_He and Keyes sat down at the bar. Sonjohn's severed dick hung out of 
the corner of his father's mouth. _ 

_ "What's your poison?" asked the Bartender, who was Cercil._ 

_ "Liquid Anthrax," said the Spartan. He glanced at his dad. "How 
about you dad?"_ 

_ "A large bandolier of mouse dicks, " said his father, who was 
Cercil. "They go down smooth like a bucket full of wood chips . 

_ "It's on the house," said the bartender who was Cercil, sliding two 
tall grape sodas to them. He winked. "This'll whet those lips of 
yours with some high quality grape drank. 

_John looked down at his drink. It was Cercil. _ 

The Banshee smashed through the bay and both its wings tore off at 
the same time. The main chassis went straight on into a tan wall and 
exploded in a flash of blue electrical discharge, plowing through the 
bulkhead and burying itself amongst a flaming tunnel of debris smack 
dab in the Flood infector form ridden maintenance tunnels. Adjective 
adverb noun adjective verb noun, adverb verb noun. 

"CHIEF! SNAP OUT OF IT!" 

_ "That's odd," said John, looking around at the other patrons of the 
bar, all of whom were Cercil. _ 

_ "What's odd?" asked his mother's severed head without eyes hanging 
from the ceiling by its spider legs. It was Cercil. _ 

_ "I thought I heard someone calling my name . 

_ His father who was Cercil patted him on the back with a hand, which 
he was holding with his hand. "John," he said, "I am hard."_ 

_ John looked over at Mendoza, who was dancing on the table just like 



in the Dukes of Hazard or whatever, and wearing a thong, and fuck 
you. Oh, and he was Cercil. _ 

_ "I'm not sure. Is it my name?"_ 

_ Oreo, who was Cercil, stepped out from the back room with 
Whitania's dead body, which was Cercil' s dead body. She slammed it 
onto the table. "What else could it be? Maybe it starts with a C. A 
C, for cock. AC. AC AC AC AC AC AC AC AC AC AC AC AC 

ACACACACACACACACACACACAACACACACACACACACACAACACACACACACACACACACACACACAC 

ACACAC_ 

_ "I don't know, Oreo," said John. "But can I see your bewbies?"_ 

_ "Sure you can, Cercil," said Oreo, who was Cercil. She took her top 
off, but instead of boobs it was two large sharks growing out of her 
chest, who were also Cercil. They began to messily devour Whitania's 
body, which was Cercil 's body, in front of John. Blood splattered 
onto his face, covering him. The blood was Cercil. Comma comma comma 
comma ._ 

The Chief rose from the burning wreckage of the banshee and 

stumbled into a red lit wall. The maintenance tubes groaned around 
him as the wreckage settled. A squirming, wiggling sound accompanied 
a horde of yellow greenish blobs crawling down the tunnel to his 
right. The Chief fumbled in the red emergency light darkness, feeling 
his way down the opposite tunnel and away from the horrors. 

"CHIEF! JUST SHOOT THEM! " 

"Bewbies, " he said. 

_"My pallet is not yet cleansed, " farted the liquid silver metal 
terminator from Terminator 2. Its mouth was like an anus. It 
slithered onto the table and slowly formed itself into Major Silva 
sitting on the edge of the table with his silver haired legs crossed. 
He was naked save for a speedo . _ 

_ Also, he was Cercil. _ 

_ "Barkeep!" barked Silva, who was Cercil, to the Bartender who 
wasn't really Cercil anymore. "Bring more grape drank ! 

_ "Unacceptable!" the Barkeep tore off his face, revealing beneath it 
the face of Cercil. _ 

_ "Fuck," said John. The Bartender who was now Cercil rolled a grape 
across the table, but when Silva tried to pick it up the grape pulled 
off its mask, revealing itself to be Corporal McKay. _ 

_ "Oh hey Cercil," said John._ 

_ "Hey there yourself, Cercil," said McKay who was Cercil. "Why are 
you hanging out with this Oreo cunt, Cercil?"_ 

_ John stared. He looked down at himself. He was naked but for his 
pubic hair, which was incredibly dense. "What? Noa€"I'm not Cercil! 
Cercil isn't me ! 

_ "Son, " said Keyes as an enormous amount of poop filled his pants 



and all his teeth grew very very long. His head had turned three 
hundred and sixty degrees and then another twenty degrees so he could 
look at the Chief. "Son, Cercil you is. This you know. You must 
accept your nature . 

_ "NO!" John turned towards the door. "I have to get out of here!" 

But he couldn't go, because Commander Keyes had stepped in front of 
the door. The aging commander had a sad expression on his face, and 
also he was Cercil. _ 

_ "No, Cercil," said Keyes who was Cercil. "You are Cercil. "_ 

_ John spun around. Everyone in the bar had the face of Cercil, 
including a bowel of peanuts and THE KEGS OF IRISH ALE DRINK IT AND 
BECOME A MAN. O'MALLYS IRISH ALE. YOU'D FUCK THE KRAKEN JUST TO GET A 
TASTE OF IT ._ 

"SUCK MY RIVER DANCE!" roared the Chief, spraying bullets at the 
oncoming wave of pus sacks as he smashed backwards through the wall 
of the maintenance shaft. A grenade found its way into his hand and 
he threw it, a belch of fire curling from the hole in the wall a 
second later. Smoking scraps of flesh splattered his body. 

"Chief, I'm picking up movement all around us. Get to cover!" 

"I AM COVER." He stood up. 

A group of black armored Covenant troopers were standing in the 
corridor, staring at him. A grunt had pressed itself against a 
bulkhead and was shaking in fear, its fuel rod cannon dropped on the 
floor a few feet away. The Chief's eyes locked on the 
weapon . 

_"Cercil Cercil Cercil Cercil Cercil Cercil, " said Oreo as she cat 
walked sexily towards him, her huge boobs oozing grape soda. Mendoza 
looked up from riding a mechanical bull with a huge erection (him, 
not the bull. Well, the bull too.) "Cercil Cercil Cercil Cercil," he 
said. _ 

_ "Cercil Cercil, " agreed Sergeant Johnson, looking up from a menu 
that had Cercil 's vomiting face surrounded by dancing turkeys on 
it ._ 

_ Cortana unzipped her gimp mask long enough so that she could say 
"Cercilcercilcercil . 

_ "Cercil Cercil Cercil Cercil Cercil Cercil Cercil Cercil lesbians, " 
said McKay. _ 

_ A Barbershop Quartet of peppermint bagels climbed up onto the 
counter and began to sing. 

"Ooooooha€"Ceeeeeeeeerrrrrrrrcccccccccuuuuuuuuuuuullllllllllll ! 

_ The Chief clutched at his ears. "NOOOO!" He fell to the ground in 
front of his father who was Cercil, then looked up. His father was no 
longer Cercil, but now Cercil. _ 

_ "Chief," said Cercil, grinning down at the Spartan. "Welcome to my 
mind . " 



"_I thought this was my mind."_ 

_ Cercil winked. "Ha-haa€"exact ly . Right. Get it?"_ 

_ John bolted to his feet. "NO! You are not my mind! FUCK YOU!"_ 

_ "Fuck yourself," countered Cercil. _ 

_ "Touche." The Chief sagged back, shaking his head. "I can't believe 
that you came from my mind, and then came back into my mind! How did 
this happen?__ 

"_The answer to that is quite simple," said Cercil. "You see, in 1987 
the US government began work on project Lazarus Athena Orion Scorpion 
Lightening Bolt. Well, actually they okayed the project in 1986, but 
they there was a fuck load of paper work to complete and half the 
teams were still in Asia working on making feedback pocket pussies. 
Anyways, Project ZeusPrometheusAchiliesThunderheadVolcano was a 
project to create a breed of super men; highly powerful, good, and 
excellent. They were meant to be the sexual slaves of the demons that 
work for the White House; demons need lots of cock. The demons lust 
for dick was so great that they had gone to the ends of the earth to 
find it. It was only in George Washington that they found a large 
enough cock and an amiable enough man to get the buggering they 
needed. They cut a deal with Washington to make him his own country 
and make him secret emperor of it. The catholic church tried to stop 
them, but Washington implanted his top secret agents and they've been 
running things for the US government ever since 
Illuminat iMJ12dollarbillnat ionaltreasurea€" 

Back in the real world the Chief stooped to pick up the enormous fuel 
rod cannon. He hefted it over one shoulder and aimed at the aliens. 
"It's time to kick ass and chew bubblegum. And I'm all out of 
irrelevancy . " 

A green projectile exploded from the snub nose of the cannon, 
careening into the squad of Spec Ops troopers. There was a blast of 
bright green light and dead bodies flew through the air. The handful 
of aliens still living dove for cover. 

"We should have killed him while he was getting up, leaning over, and 
picking up that gun!" wailed a grunt. " 

"Silence!" a Spec Ops Elite smacked the grunt so hard that it became 
a bitch. He pointed at the other Spec Ops elites who all had Jackal 
shields. "Create a tortoise defense, Spart Ops!" 

"For Specopsa!" the Spart Ops created a tortoise defense 

"That's not going to work!" cowered the grunt. "He has _artillery_. 
THIS IS MADNESS." 

"Madness?!" said the Speck AWPs Elite quietly. "This. Is. A GREAT 
IDEA!" he kicked the Grunt in the face, sending it tumbling out of 
the shield wall's cover. The Chief immediately spotted it and 
vaporized it, then continued to advance on their position. 

"These hemroids, " grated the super soldier, aiming his cannon at 
them. "Infesting my anus! Like flies made iron wool fucking on my 
anus! MY ANUS IS AFLAME. PUT OUT MY FLAMES WITH GASOLINE!" 



"Chief, get a hold of yourself!" screamed Cortana. "Whatever this 
thing is, you have to fight it off. I can't pretend to understand or 
care about what's going in your head with Cercil right now, but 
listen here; if Halo isn't destroyed I won't be able to torment you 
anymore, and that would suck." 

"I AM NOT INSPIRED." 

_John shook his head, trying to clear it of the yammering voice. 


_Cercil was still talking. "You know John this story reminds me of 
Project NymphNixonKennedyWingedSerpentLasers . See, in 908 A.D.D. the 
US government began work on a secret project to create the biggest 
nose of all time, but God had other plans. He created Mega-Jesus, 
also known as Chuck Norris. Mega-Jesus destroyed all the plans and 
DNA sampling that the lord of eights, 'Dick' Cheney, had created, 
using his Vice-Presidental privileges to steal George Bush's anal 
bleach and in turn power his heart attack time machine into the past, 
where he assembled the perfect nose out of unobtainium and cum lube. 
But the Na'vi had other plans, so Abe Lincoln and Captain Jack 
Sparrow had to band together and create a spoon made from diapers so 
they could deforest the Navi's enormous taint fuzz tree with their 
mighty white dick penis bullets. Soon they were able to liquidate the 
Vietcong bodies and turn them into THE WEST'S PRECIOUS OIL and thus 
fuel the baby grinding machine to create the perfect nose, which they 
grafted onto some Jewfag. Since we all know that noses indicate the 
size of the penis, the demons were all too happy toa€""_ 

_ "Is any of that actually true?" interrupted John, looking up from 
the floor of the bar which was Cercil. _ 

_ "Nope." Cercil reached into the gaping hole in his head and 
produced a chocolate chip bagel, which he began to eat. "I was just 
stringing random words together to distract you while I slowly 
absorbed your mind."_ 

_ "That's what I thought . 

_ Cercil waggled his eyebrows. "You mean what we thought. Or what I 
thought. Right? RIGHT?" The Elite nudged him in the ribs. "This is 
some David Lynch shit right here isn't it?"_ 

_ "NO!" John made to push him away. "Get away from me you freak !"_ 

_ Cercil caught his wrists. "Ah-ah! I don't think so." His pressed 
John down to his knees, his horrific face looming closer and closer. 
His eyes had become swirling red infernos of blood on fire._ 

_ "Get out of my mind!" said John as he strained to break the 
sphincter tight grip of the alien's hands. _ 

_ "I can't," said Cercil. "Because wea€ | ARE THE SAME MIND."_ 

_John finally wrenched away. "I get it, okay. I get it ! "__ 

_ The alien raised an eyebrow. "0 rly? It seems you are unwilling to 
accept our destiny. Perhaps you need someaC reminding. 



The Spec Ops leader whose name was Leon was talking to a Grunt as the 
Chief bombarded their position with fuel rod mortars. 

"I am sorry Quaisigoggy" said Leon. "You are too small and deformed 
to join our shield wall." 

"I HAVE BEEN TRAINGFH ALL MAH LIEF!" sputtered the grunt, brandishing 
an energy sword. His thrust was indeed potent. 

Leon watched, adjusting his codpiece. "Hm. But let me see your 
shield . " 

"Gh. Eh. FEH . " Quasisigoggy tried to raise the energy shield but his 
arm was too deformed and he could only raise it an inch. 

Leon laughed derisively. "You see my friend, if you were a real 
Spartops elite you would know that we use our shield to do stuff. Now 
gt f o . " 

"UH WER WRUNG FAFHER!" gurgled the grunt as it trundled away, waving 
its weapon about in hurtful anger. 

_"What do you mean 'reminding?'" asked John. _ 

_ "This 'character development' is making you forget who you really 
are." The bar had completely dissolved away, leaving only a black 
void that John and Cercil stood in. John frowned as he looked at the 
Elite. Somehow the image was blurred, becoming greenish and boxy. He 
blinked and the illusion was gone, but for a moment he could have 
sworn that Cercil had been wearing MJOLNER armor. _ 

_ "What's wrong Cohn? Visual metaphor got your tongue?" He stepped 
aside, revealing a purple curtain behind him. "Step into the mind 
maze. Let's see where our mind takes us on the magic school bus. But 
be careful, because this ride never ends . 

The Chief watched as a hunchbacked, mutated Grunt hobbled out from 
behind the shield wall and staggered towards him. He stopped 
bombarding the Covenant defenses for a moment. 

"Demon!" The grunt spewed spittle. "Demon, I haghf a proposshusionh 
for yohhh . I knowh a waygh around the Shhhperrhhtannnshh ' ssss ' es 
shiighlld whua€"" 

The Chief shot him. 

_Cercil closed the curtain behind them and it disappeared. He walked 
up next to John, who was staring at an image floating in mid air. It 
was of a woman with lesbianish red hair that she had dared to cut 
like a man would cut his hair, those darn feminists, and green 
eyes ._ 

_ "Ah. Cuntrawl McTranny, " said Cercjl, musing over the image. "That 
hardcore bitch. I wonder, what could have caused her to be such a 
fucking cunt?" He looked expectantly at Cohn. _ 

_ "I don't know." Jichen rubbed his forehead, trying hard to 
remember ._ 


"Let me help you." Corchijl held up a bagel and began to slowly 



fellate its bagel-hole. Then he also held up a remote and changed the 
picture. A slow motion video reel of Captain Keyes pushing McKay out 
of the escape pod as the Chief laughed played. _ 

_ ' Geeeeeeett baaaaaaccccchhhh iinnnn tthhhhhe 
kiiiiittttt sssshhhhhuuuuunnnnn ! 

_ "Wow," said Cercijl, tapping his face plate. "I guess people get a 
little bitter when they're betrayed by their own race. I mean she's 
also a bitch, but still. 

_ Johncn shook his head. "Noa€"NO! It was funny! It was for the 
1 u 1 z . " _ 

Cerciljohn smiled. "It sure was. But let's move on . 

"We have to move on," came Cortana's voice as the Chief continued to 
unload the fuel rod cannon onto the Covenant. 

He nodded slowly. "Good point, Whortana. Let me justaC | ." He 
carefully aimed a plasma grenade and threw. The burning blue orb 
soared over the Spartan's impenetrable shield wall and fell behind 
them . 

Leon was eating an apple and talking to the squad as they held down 
the wall against the Chief's barrage. "Besides," he finished as the 
plasma grenade bounced off the ceiling and fused to his helmet. 
"There's no reason we can't be civil." 

An Elite turned from oiling up everyone's muscles and saw the grenade 
stuck to his superior's head. His eyes bugged out. 

"NoOoO ! " 

Boom! A wave of superheated air blasted into the spawtans backs and 
into the rest of the squad, blowing them over the flattened shield 
wall like so many bodies flying through the air. Leon's severed head 
went flying past the Chief at one hundred miles per hour, pieces of 
apple spraying out his mouth as he screamed. 

"TONIGHT WE DINE IN THE LIBRARY!" 

"Yeah, have fun with that, " said the Chief as he spun in a circle 
firing the fuel rod cannon. All the bodies exploded mid-air into ash 
and chunks of bone that rained to the ground. In seconds all three 
hundred times one over one hundred Spec Ops troopers had been turned 
to dust. But if the Chief fired two fuel rod cannon shots and the 
dead Covenant bodies traveled at one third of a meter equidistant 
from each other, at what angle would the pair of fuel rods have to 
have connected to their formation to distribute the deadly thermal 
radiation equally, assuming the radiation's wavelength was some how 
half the normal length and yet had seven orders of magnitude more 
energy than normal thermal radiation of the degree that it was, which 
was abnormal? Calculate the length of the wave of thermal radiation 
first and remember all units are in nano meters. Solve for 
X. 


Cortana piped up. "Huh, that's odd. Did you just call me 
' Whortana? ' " 



_"And exhibit b, " said Cercil john, clicking the remote as another 
image came on screen. He produced another bagel and began baking a 
bagel chain to hang around his neck. _ 

_ "Or chapter b, " said Johncercil helpfully as the subtitle 'Halo' 
appeared on the picture. _ 

_ "There is no such thing as a chapter." Cercil john pointed at the 
collage of images on the screen; a facility shooting lasers into the 
sky, a building on the side of a cliff over looking water, a facility 
in the middle of some sort of basin, and a large rocky quarry. 

"These, " he said, "are the places you collected marines from after 
the crash." He paused. "Or, did you?" The remote clicked and the 
images changed. Bodies. Hundreds of bodies, all of them human 
marines, tangled, broken, dead. "Would you like to guess how many of 
these were your doing?" _ 

_ "Wow, did you make that in power point?" asked John. "It's really 
nice . 

_ "Thanks," simpered Cercil. "But answer my question. "_ 


"None?" 


_ "No." Cercil took an emphatic bite out of a bagel, eating half, and 
raised it to Johncercil' s eye level. _ 

_ Jercil clapped his hands. "Half a zero? So none ! 

_ Cercil shook his head slowly. "No. But you're 'half' right . 

_ Johncercil rubbed the back of his neck in embarrassment. "Yeah, 
well, at least they didn't get a chance to throw grenades. Right? 
Amirite? 


_ Cerciljohn swallowed the bagel and laughed along with him. "Yes, 
ending human life is funny. At least, it's funny to me. And to 
you . 

_ Johncercil closed his mouth and glared at his smug counterpart, who 
ignored the look. _ 

_ "On the value of human life, let's take a look at one particular 
Marine." The remote clicked again as another well moistened bagel 
disappeared down Cercil 's gullet. _ 

The Chief's shoulder slammed into the scorched blast door, sparks and 
flame belching like the breath of some mechanical dragon out along 
its ruined tan surface, leaving black tendrils of char where the 
flames had passed. The sound of a million squirming fleshy creatures 
filled his ears as he struck the door again and again. Finally the 
metal peeled back like a blooming, burning flower, spilling the 
armored warrior onto the floor from the inertia of his strike. 

Even as he tried to get to his hands and knees a tidal wave of 
necrotic flesh crashed on his back; hungry organisms streamed over 
and beneath him, searching with tiny piercing needles for a single 
scrap of flesh to violate. His shields flared, the discharge frying 
those that got close enough to complete its circuit. A maelstrom of 
exploded flesh and yellow blood picked up around him as he rose, arms 



flailing, and staggered down the hallway. His hand forced its way 
past a blanket of feelers and snatched a dormant plasma grenade from 
his belt. 

A woman's harsh, bitchy voice screamed in his ear. "Chief, what are 
you doing?" 

The blue orb flared to life in his fist. The Chief grated 
froth-tinged words through blood stained teeth. "Do. You. Ever. Shut. 
Up?" 

_"Sergeant Avery Johnson, " said Cercil john, gesturing at the image of 
Johnson with a half eaten bagel. Someone had photo-shopped a pair 
huge red lips onto the black man and turned his skin color far darker 
than it actually was. "Or as I like to call him: Sergeant 'Firin' Mah 
Lazar' Mandingo."_ 

_ Johncercil crossed his arms obstinately ._ 

_ Cerciljohn changed the slide; it was now two pictures sharing equal 
space. One was of a cliff side at night with the Chief, Oreo, and 
Johnson talking to each other. The other was some sort of transcript. 

He squinted at the text.. "'Wow Johnson, this changes everything; I 

no longer feel comfortable or safe around you.'" He looked at 
Johncercil. "That's pretty racist. Seems like something I would 


_ Johncercil frowned. "Now lookaC | everyone is a little racist. I 
can't help how I was raised. 

Cerciljohn nodded sarcastically. "Yeah, except we weren't raised 

by anyone, ever, you parent-less bitch. Mind if I read the next line 
here? 

_ "Be my guest. 

"_Thanks . I am your guest. Your MIND guest!" Cercil read the line. 
"'Shut your idiot vagina up; I have to deal with this uppity nigger 
right now.'" He waggled his eyebrows. "Now if that's not some 
hilarious political insensitivity and Cro-Magnon cock centralism then 
I don't know what is. Brings a tear to my eye, honestly. 

"_I don't understand. Are you saying I'm a bad person?"_ 

The plasma grenade exploded, slamming the Chief back against the 
bulkhead and vaporizing every single flood infector form. The heat 
traveled like a wave, rushing back over the ocean of infector forms 
and baking each of them to ashen husks in turn. The heat washed over 
the Chief's shields, overloading them quickly. He felt horrible 
burning pain for moment before the fire dissipated. 

Armored knees slammed to the deck as the Chief collapsed, smoking and 
stiff from the huge concussive force tossing him about. 

"I can't believe that worked," commented Cortana. "I mean, I 
literally can't believe it. We should be fucking dead." 

He stood up. The fuel rod cannon had been abandoned a few rooms back. 
He un-holstered his rifle again but found it had been irreparably 
damaged by the blast. 



"I need a weapon. 


"A brain is what you need," said Cortana. 

The Chief rolled his eyes and crept stiffly down the flickering tan 
corridor until he came to a two way fork. 

"I'm picking up movement to the west," said Cortana. "A battle I 
think. Maybe you can skirt them by taking the maintenance corridors 
again . " 

"I'd rather not," said the Chief, feeling along the right hand 
corridor for a maintenance tunnel. He tripped on the broken body of a 
human marine. The Chief knelt down by the corpse and field stripped 
it, finding a half empty pistol hidden in the butt crack of all 
places . 

He stared. "Huh. Maybe one of Mendoza's 'friends.'" 

"I'm pretty sure even Mendoza wouldn't stick explosive ordinance up 
his asshole . " 

The Chief smirked. "You'd be surprised what people will stick up 
their asses; ever gone to ?" 

"Halo isn't outfitted with wireless," said Cortana dryly. She paused. 
"You seem, uha€ i different , Chief. I've never heard you use a 
semicolon before." 

"People change." The Chief finally found the door to the maintenance 
corridor and pried it open. He activated his flash light and peered 
inside the claustrophobically dark tunnel, swinging it every which 
way to check for any threats. "This reminds me of Captain Keyes's 
colonoscopy video." 

Cortana laughed. "What, did he make you watch it every night before 
nap-time? " 


"No, I downloaded it off the Covenant's battle net. Someone's been 
broadcasting it all day." 

"That was me." Cortana paused, disturbed by what had been said. 
"Waita€"when did you learn to use computers?" 

_ "That's about what I was going for, yeah. Now, let's continue to 
your other failings as a human being and as a man." He clicked the 
remote and an image of Mendoza appeared. "This man. Men-doesa. Do you 
know how many times you've brutally murdered him, Johncercil ? "_ 

_ "Hmph." He crossed his arms. "No. I suppose you're going to tell 
me, though. 

_ "No. I'm not." Cercil smiled coldly. "Because even I don't know how 
many times you've murdered this poor faggot." He stopped and glanced 
at the picture of Mendoza's ass. "Huh. He is pretty cute, 
actually . 

_ "Right on, bro . " The Chief shook his head. "I mean, Mendoza always 
comes back. So it doesn't count." 



_ "Uh huh, sure. Can I ask you a question Johncercil ? 

_ Johncercil shrugged. "Oh, I thought we were going to go through 
every single horrible thing I've ever done before we did the 
'insightful question. 

_ "No, I already got enough material from the first three hours since 
you got out of the cryo chamber to set us up for an eternity of 
dissing. Let's just cut to the dark psychological chase, 
right ? 

The Chief gazed through a small hole in the maintenance grating at 
the vicious battle going on in the corridor. Another squad of Special 
Ops Covenant SPAWTANS had been ambushed by a horde of flood combat 
forms, but as he watched silvery sentinel robots poured from around 
the corner and began firin' their lazars at the surprised 
combatants . 

"Looks like Guilty Spork has already arrived, " he said 
grimly . 

"Guilty Spork?" Cortana sounded more and more disturbed. "You don't 
usually make up retarded nick names like this." 

The Chief gritted his teeth. "Do you ever shut up?" 

_"It's a simple question, John. It should be easy enough for a shit 
box like you to answer. 

_ "Give me your best shot." John stuck out his chest. _ 

"_Does killing feel good to you?"_ 

The Chief waited until a Covenant Grunt waddled close to the door of 
the maintenance shaft. The squad of Elites, Grunts, and Jackals had 
taken cover behind energy barricades and were holding off an endless 
wave of the Flood. One could say a 'flood' of the Flood, but that 
would just be too fucking brilliant writing. Sentinels patrolled back 
and forth between the two forces, their lasers cutting through 
shields and flesh with equal ease. 

A Grunt dove for cover as one of their lasers cut into the wall 
behind it. The diminutive alien ended up facing away from the grated 
maintenance door. 

_"Does what feel good?" But he already knew, because Cecil had 
actually said it already by accident. _ 

_ "Killing. I said it by accident . 

The Chief pried the door open with his bare hands, grabbed the Grunt 
by the back of the neck, and pulled it into the darkness. It never 
even had the chance to scream. 

_"Do you enjoy killing, John? You know that's not normal. 

He sunk his hands into its leather neck and twisted, feeling bone 
snap and blood vessels rupture. Iron fingers dug through alien flesh 
and he grabbed its spine, twisted, and felt bone splinter. 



_"What does it feel like to kill, to you?"_ 

Cyan blood ran over his thighs and hands as he grabbed the grunt's 
plasma pistol. A sickly green glow filled the tunnel as he held down 
the overcharge. Over the glowing light in his hands he saw an Elite 
turn, curious, to stare at the grating. 

_"Perhaps killing is the only way you can feel anything at 
all . 

The overcharge punched straight through the hatch and slammed the 
Elite across the room, smashing his body into the wall as plasma 
consumed its every inch. The Chief burst into the corridor firing. 
Five bright pockets of light collided full on with a startled Jackal, 
tossing aside his shield and baking his brain into so much useless 
dough . 

_The world had vanished. There was only John and Cercila€"only now 
they stood in the same place as each other, their images overlapping 
like some sort of optical illusion. Cercil's neck curled around like 
a snake so that he could whisper into his counterpart's ear._ 

_ "Tell me, what is the difference between you and me? What makes you 
better than me? How many have you killeda€"how much did you enjoy the 
killing? 

_ "Well, I'll tell you if you let me get a word in 
edgewise . 

"DIE!" the Chief threw a plasma grenade into the tightly clustered 
Covenant soldiers. They screamed, but one Elite caught the grenade on 
his weapon and grinned even as the two fused. He flung it back, only 
for it to bounce back off the Chief's chest as he ran head long into 
the squad. 

"WHAT THE FUCKaC"" 

_Cericl looked up too. "Huh. I wonder what that was." He shook his 
head. "Anyways, where was I? Oh, right. Ahem. Don't bother to answer 
Johna€"we both know that killing is the only thing you CAN do right, 
the only thing you CAN take true pleasure from. 

The Chief rose from a wrecked heap of smoking sulfurous bodies like a 
black wraith of vengeance and drove his fist deep into the head of 
the single survivor, a cowering grunt, pushing its face all the way 
to the back of its alien skull. 

_"You are a monster, John. You always have been. 

Blood erupted into the world and he threw his head back and laughed, 
the electric yellow discharge of his recharging shields dancing over 
blackened and twisted armor. 

_"We are the same you and I. We always have been. The Spartan project 
only peeled away the mask. 

He turned to the Flood and the Sentinels and grinned. 

_"I've been with you since you were just a boy in the hood. Killing 



is our business and business is good."_ 

Decaying flesh parted for gauntleted fists. Alien metals screeched 
and tore under steel fingers. Rotten blood splattered a golden face 
plate, pale greenish sparks showered over torn electronics. The 
sentinels screamed and the Flood gurgled and cried out and died. And 
it was good. 

"_We belong together, John. There's darkness inside every human 
heart. The capacity for hate, the capacity for electricity, the 
capacity for at least two dicks. I was never a reflection of you, 
never a negative or an opposite: I am you. I am more than you. I'm 
what you're meant to be, what you're going to become. I am what you 
have become. 

_Cercil cast a hand to the suddenly appeared floating letters of the 
name 'Master Chief.' "You see, John, the name Master Chief is an 
anagram." The letters began to slowly rearrange themselves. "An 
anagramaC | for Cercil Saltstein."_ 

_ "OH MY GODa€"wait . " John raised an eyebrow as the glowing neon 
letters smashed into each other and jostled for position, forming 
absolutely nothing at all. "No it isn't. 

_ He rose, disentangling himself from Cercil 's body. The image of the 
half-human, half-elite flopped to the floor like a boneless snake and 
writhed back into uprightness. "Yeah, well I guess I got a little 
carried away," it said sheepishly. _ 

_ John scoffed. "You're full of shit. I may be a whole hell of a lot 
like you but I'll tell you one thing; killing and hurting and 
destroying aren't the only things I love. There's one other thing I 
love . 

_ "0 RLY ? 

_ "Dicks. I mean, Oreo." John puffed himself up. "I've done a lot of 
bad things in my lifea€"but I've also done some good, too. What good 
have you done, Cercil? None. Because you can't feel lovea€"not even a 
little bit. You're like a parody, Cercil, a parody of me that crawled 
out of my mind. A parody from hell." John crossed his arms, smiling 
triumphantly. "I'll never mege with you. We'll never be the same." 

><em> 

_Cercil's face split in a seemingly endless grin._ 

"_What?" John stared down at his hands. They were not Spartan hands, 
not human hands. They were the four fingered claws of the Covenant 
Elites. He had been Cercil the whole time._ 

"_No that can't be true!" Cercil reached up to feel his deformed, 
four jawed face. "N000!"_ 

_John laughed as the mind museum around them began to collapse. "BUA 
HA HA HA HA HA HA HA HA HA ! I won this battle a long time ago. You 
just had to realize it. You're not just John anymore, Cercil." 


Purple fire erupted from huge fissures in the world, engulfing the 



slideshow and the curtains and the entire mindscape. John staggered 
and fell to his knees in front of John in his Spartan armor. He 
stared up into John's helmet and John's helmet stared down at 
him 

_And then the face plate split into four mandibles chattering over a 
mouth of serrated shark teeth, gleaming with terrible red light and 
bathed in a stew of saliva and half digested bagels. _ 

"_Guess you just couldn't cut it," said the Master Chief. _ 

The Chief was standing in a corridor that looked like the aftermath 
of the alien holocaust: smoldering stacks of dead bodies were lined 
against the walls, oozing bloody effluents and twitching. A foul 
rainbow of blue, purple, and yellow blood had smeared across the 
floor and the Spartan's armor. Sparking fragments of massacred 
sentinels littered the floor. When the Chief took a step, bits of 
bone and electronics crunched under his boot. 

"Oh wow," Cortana murmured. "That was messed up. Chief." 

"Cortana, " said the Master Chief calmly, "If you say another fuck 
splitting word I'll rip your flash drive out of my head and toss it 
into the nearest star. How would you like that?" 

"Era€"uh, I don't know. Ah ha." Cortana 's laugh was nervous. "I guess 
I wouldn't like that at all. Aha ha. Good one. Chief. Ah ha. Say, 
how's your identity crisis going? Got that all locked down, 
right ? " 

The Master Chief reached up to his helmet and cracked the seal. The 
smell of rotting flesh drifted to his nostrils. 

"Whoaa€"wait a minute Chief a€" just what the hell do you thinkaC"" 

He reached for the USB plugged into the side of his neck. 

"Chief, stopaC"" 

There was a buzzing sound as the flash drive slid out of the small 
port. Cortana 's voice was instantly cut off and the Master Chief 
flipped the USB drive into the air, caught it, and then smashed it 
flat against the wall. 

There was a crunch. 

"Woops . " He put his helmet back on. "Being the Chief is good. But 
being the _Master Chief_ is _great . Schlep. 

The Master Chief had arrived. 

When the Master Chief arrived, the Pillar of Autumn _knew_. Every 
single living thing trapped inside its crumpled hull stopped what it 
was doing and looked about at doors that had become not the smoking, 
exposed blast doors of a broken ship, but the barred gateways of a 
prisona€"a death row in space, of which they were now all inmates. 

One way in, no way out. They'd checked in but they wouldn't check 
out . 


Flood combat forms looked up from the bodies they were infesting, the 



fragile infector forms within their chests shuddering as if touched 
lightly by invisible finger tips that reached inside to stroke their 
gaseous hides with raping intent. Covenant Grunts and Jackals felt an 
itch on the backs of their necks and all turned as one to stare at 
their betters, partly for their orders and partly to make sure that 
their comrades still exited in a place thata€"some part of them 
knewa€"had become a death trap. An abattoir. An event horizon for the 
end of life itself. The older, more experienced Elites felt the urge 
to fall to their knees and pray. The rookies soiled themselves. The 
Hunters shuddered as each individual worm that made up their bizarre 
colony-bodies felt the icy fingers of fear coil around the back bone 
that it did not have because worms are invertebrates. And, deep in 
the bowels of the engine room, 343 Guilty Spark looked up from the 
ten sentinels servicing his enormous mechanical member. 

"Oh," he said faintly, "shit." 

Thirty seconds later the Master Chief shoved a live frag grenade 
through a Hunter's ass. The Hunter let out a howl of pain and 
exploded in half like a gory Subway sandwich, blood and lettuce 
flying everywhere. The Master Chief grabbed thrust his groin into the 
shower of blood, tubes of organs splattering over him. 

"Sorry to 'butt' in, guys," he cackled as the smoldering remnants of 
the Hunter's ass rained down on the other Covenant troops in the 
corridor. He tore the sparking fuel rod cannon from the dead alien's 
severed arm, then turned it on his victim's enraged twin. 

"Die alone, " groaned the Spartan orgasmically as the hunter withered, 
getting cancer at a rate of ten cancers per second. It collapsed into 
a puddle of green mush. He stared down at the bubbling slop of 
organic goop that had once been a living, thinking being. 

"Hey big boy, don't go _soft_ on me now." 

The Master Chief began dry humping a dead grunt as he opened fire on 
the other grunts with two fuel rod cannons held in either hand. "HA 
HA HA! RAPE DEATH! DEATH RAPE!" The Grunts tumbled and rolled into 
each other in the press to escape, their flesh burning and fusing 
together from the intense heat. "I've heard of group activities," 
said the Master Chief as he stalked through the muddle of fused, 
liquidated bodies. "But this is _ridiculous !_ HA HA HA HA HA HA HA HA 
HA. " 

Then he collapsed to his knees in the lake of liquid flesh and 
vomited . 

An armored fist slammed into the wall. "God damn it shut up Cortana! 

I am perfectly fine, so SHUT YOUR GODDAMN MOUTH YOU HOLOHORRIFIC BUTT 
PEGGING PISS DOMINATRIX SLUT WHORE BITCH FUCK SHIT CUNT ASS NIGGER 
CRAVING PIG SUCKING ENEMA!" 

He looked up, then around. "Oh that's right. I murdered you." 

The Pillar of Autumn groaned as the force of the Master Chief's pent 
up hate and resentment for the universe shook reality; the reality 
that had stolen his penis. 


"Huh. My penis." The Master Chief stopped in the motion of standing 
up from the hell pit his carnage had wrought. "I wonder if my penis 



is really back now. 


He ducked into a nearby side corridor. Unfortunately it was occupied 
by half a dozen Grunts and a Special Ops Elite. When he had finished 
stuffing the grunts into the bloated corpse of the Elite via the 
suppository method, the Master Chief squatted in a nearby corner and 
began to remove his cod piece. It took a while but eventually there 
was a hissing noise and the plate came away. He also removed his 
helmet so that he could get a good look. 

The Master Chief stared down at the exposed flesh of his 
groin . 

"Well, what do you know; I really did get my dick back, and it's 
longer than two inches even. Finally! I feel soa€ | complete ! Awesome!" 
He grinned. 

Then tore his genitals off and ate them **NOM NOM NOM** 

"Tastes like chicken!" he laughed, blood flowing from between his 
teeth as he slammed the helmet back onto his head and stuffed the 
codpiece back over the ragged gash his groin had become. He smashed 
his fist into the wall, breaking all of the wall, then shoved his 
other fist through the dent and pried open the pure titanium alloy 
with his bare hands. The Master Chief poked his head through the hole 
and looked around the adjacent room. 

"HERE'S JOHNNY!" 

A Special Ops Elite looked up from the toilet, dropping the latest 
copy of Playalien into its lap. It looked at the Spartan and 
gulped 

A few seconds later the Master Chef enthusiastically hammered the 
toilet lever with one hand, while with his boot he continually 
stomped the remains of the alien into the toilet bowl. Blood and 
filth sprayed through the air as he forced the liquidated remains 
down the drain. Shredded body parts began to fill the tank like 
fluffy swirls of purple fabric. 

The Master Chief grinned. "Now that's what I call a _stress 
shit_. " 

He grabbed a bottle of shaving cream from the sink. He began spraying 
it onto his own faceplate, leaving huge white foamy globules all over 
like an enormous money shot. Then he threw the bottle into the mirror 
and staggered over to the sink. He turned the faucet on and let the 
steam rise, fogging up the cracked mirror. Then he drew dicks and 
tits in the fog while shaving cream dripped from his face. 

"Truly I have fallen to darkness, " he said, drawing an abnormally 
large cockhead with his middle finger. He giggled. "Ha ha, this is 
Johnson's." He paused. "Oh me gad! Sergeant Johnson, Oreo, Mendozaa€"I 
have to get to the bridge; I told them to go and wait for me there 
once they got Keyes's neural implant. I have to go rape them all to 
death and then eat their corpses before it's too late!" 

He started to leave. "No! What am I doing!" he shook his head. "I 
have to think up a good nick name for Johnson before I fuck his heart 
out through his ass. UHa€ | " He sat down in a puddle of blood and 



shit. "Hmmm. Something that makes fun of him for being black, 
obviouslya€"I mean, what's funnier than that right?" He thought for a 
moment. "Hm. How about Sergeant Mega Pythonic Afrotastic Kirby Lips!" 
He squirmed in the filth. "No, no, that's gay." The Master Chief 
snapped his fingers. "I've got it! 'Nigger!'" He stood up hurriedly, 
staggering from his massive blood lose and vomiting into his armor. 
"Well now that the most important thing is done I can move on to HA 
HA HA HA! HA HA SHIT IN A BALLSACK" he slipped on a condom and fell, 
smashing his head against the toilet. "FUCK! I HATE TOILETS." He 
stumbled out of the door, punching a hole through the vagina of the 
silhouette of a woman on the woman's restroom sign on the door to the 
woman's restroom. 

"I ALSO HATE WOMEN," he said as he closed the door behind himself. He 
looked up. Standing in a long wait line were dozens and dozens of 
Covenant troopers, all waiting for the bathroom. A red Elite pointed 
at him. 

"Hey you!" he said, oblivious to the blood, shit, and shaving cream 
covering the Spartan's armor, and the fact that he had just come out 
of the bathroom itself. "No cutting in fronta€"go to where the line 
starts, asshole!" 

The Master Chief cocked his head. "Oh. Okay." 

Then he punched the alien so hard that all its limbs exploded, 
including its head. The spurting limbless torso of the Elite shot 
backwards through the line at the speed of a cosmic ray, spinning and 
catching on fire like a deadly bowling ball made of armor and severed 
arm stumps. It literally tore through the crowd; severed limbs and 
blood showered in its wake along with a cacophony of screams. The 
mutilated torso splattered full on in into the last Covenant in line 
(a cowering grunt) splattering both bodies into a thin multicolored 
haze that hung in the air for a full minute. 

"_The line starts here_. " The Master Chief spread his arms. "And they 
say courtesy is dead." 

He trudged through the smoking trough of corpses to get out of the 
restroom area. The door opened into the ships rec room. Dead bodies 
were splayed out over furniture and had slumped over their various 
recreational activities, plasma burns all over their skin. 

"Reminds me of Keyes's nursing home in Detroit." 

He walked over to the coffee machine. There was a day old pot of 
coffee in the machine, which he took out and poured himself a cup 
off. A cup made the bolted together parts of people's skulls or 
possibly Styrofoam. He sipped the coffee through his air vents. 

It was the worst god damn coffee in the world. 

"Hey this is pretty good." The Master Chief finished the cup and then 
tossed in the waste bin. "If only people could drink coffee and 
loosen up like me, then there wouldn't be so much ethnocentric 
religious intolerance or _30 Rock_. Be cool bro . " 

He grabbed the back of a dead woman's head and held her up like a 
puppet, shaking her back and forth. "You're so intelligent Master 
Chief!" he mouthed, shaking the rotting corpse so that the jaw 



flapped open and closed. "You're so fucking brilliant I could kiss 
you ! " 

Suddenly his radio rang. 

"Hello?" 

There was a pause from the other end, then a woman's uncertain voice 
"Hello?" 

"Yeah, hello," said the Master Chief. "Hi. Who is this?" 

"Who isa€|who're you?" The voice sounded familiar. 

"You called me," he said. "It's the Master Chief. Who are you?" 

"The MasteraC"?" the person on the end sighed. "Oh. It's me. Chief. 
It's Oreo. I think there's something wrong with your radio. For a 
second there I thoughtaC i " 

The Master Chief grinned. "What did you think?" 

"I thought you sounded like Cercil." She laughed. "I know, stupid 
right ? " 

"Ha-ha, yes," he chortled. "You dumb bitch." 

"a€| Right. So I guess you took care of the generator all right, 
right ? " 

"Riiight." The Master Chief slowly doodled a lock of brittle blonde 
hair around his finger from the corpse's head. "Soa€|what are you 
wearing? " 

"What? Armor." 

"Oh yeah? And how tight is it?" 

"Uma€ | I called to tell you that we just got Keyes's neural implant 
and we're on our way to the Pillar of Autumn." Her voice softened. 
"We found Keyes, Chief. He's shaken up and someone hit him in the 
face." She cleared her throat. "Anyways, I just thought you'd want t 
know. I know how much he means to you a€ | " 

"Yeah, I don't give a fuck. Just don't call me 
'Chief."' 

"a€ | Why?" 

His jaw clenched. "What do you mean 'why?' Just don't _fucking do 
it_. " 

"Okay. Calm down. Chief." 

"WHAT THE FUCK DID I JUST SAY YOU STUPID COW!" The Chief threw the 
desiccated corpse across the room, slamming it into the wall with a 
loud snap. 

There was silence from the other end of the radio. The Master Chief 
let out a long sigh. 



"I'm sorry babe, that was all me." 

"You think?" 

"I know, I know. It's not your fault Cookie, it's just annoying how 
much of dairy slut you are sometimes." 

"A what?" 

"Nothing. Look," he stifled a giggle "I'm already on the Pillar of 
Autumn. We can have dinner." He glanced at the open, moldy fridge of 
the rec room stuffed full of putrid haggis. "Some wine. Work things 
out, you know." 

"Okay." She sounded somewhat disconcerted. "Where should we meet 
you? " 

The Master Chief waved his hand airily. "Oh, call me when you get 
here. I've got no idea what or who I might be in by then." 

Oreo's voice caught. "Chief a€"I mean, urn. Master Chief. There's 
something I have to say, okay. Ia€|well it's hard for me to say this 
since I know we've had a lot of disagreements, and there are still a 
lot of things I want to scream at you about and hit you for. But if 

we don't make ita€"I mean if we fail, you know. Wella€ | I just want 

you to know thataC"" 

"Bye." The Master Chief cut the comm and feedback blared. On the 
other end Oreo covered her ears in pain, a look of shock on her 
face . 

"Anyways, " said the Master Chief back on the Autumn as he re-hinged 
his jaw, the bulge of an entire human body traveling slowly down his 
throat as he put his helmet back on. "Where was I?" 

He looked around the rec room. He had posed the corpses into various 

hilarious positions; two sitting across from each other playing chess 
with the severed finger tips of everyone in the room, one bending 
over the couch to pick up its severed head, and the last upside down 
from the ceiling with no skin dripping crimson gore. 

"Well, I thought it was funny," said the Master Chief to nobody. 

** Chapter Fourteen: American Cuisine** 

"_I AM THE GOD OF HELLFIRE."- George Michael_ 

A plasma cutter sliced through a door inside one of the Pillar of 

Autumn's empty and sealed escape pod chambers. The door fell open and 

in came Commander Darren and his entourage. 

"No worries guys, " said Darren to the others, leading the way into 
the dank corridor, "I know the Flood killed everyone on the Truth and 

Reconciliation, but we can still get to the hanger here and escape in 

one of the human fighter ships." He grinned to himself. "This is my 
best plan yet ! " 


Oz the Stealth Hunter gave him a look. "Why didn't we just lift off 
in the Truth and Reconciliation? You only need two people to pilot 



that thing. 


"Because that ship is crawling with the Flood," said Darren. 

"Duh." 

"But," said Eric the Jackal, "Why didn't we just take off in one of 
the Truth and Reconciliation's fighter ships?' 

Darren's eyes narrowed and he stopped and turned on them. "Sure, it's 
easy to pick out my mistakes from the peanut gallery!" He pointed at 
the group at large. "But if you were in charge you would have done 
the same damn thing. I had no way of knowing whether we would have 
been able to reach the hangers at all with all the Flood in the way, 
or if there were any ships left! I suppose _you _think you could have 
done better?" 

"I'm not saying I want to be in charge," said Eric. 

"I am," said Kit Fisto, who had been listening silently to this 
entire exchange. "You're all idiots." 

"I just think," continued the Jackal over her, "that you should think 
through your plans more carefully before carrying them out." 

"Or, we could just not do them, too. I meana€ | " Oz shrugged as Darren 
turned his stare on him. "Just saying." 

"Do you have any better ideas?" asked Darren. 

Kit Fisto raised her hand. "I do. Let's not put freakish mutants in 
charge of our entire armada." 

"What?" Darren frowned. "But I never put Oz in charge." 

"Very funny," said Oz the single hunter. 

Eric laughed. Fisto rounded on him. "As a side not, let's try not to 
spend all our time sodomizing each other." She glanced at Oz . "Or 
complaining . " 

"Do we get to keep one out of three of those things?" asked Darren, 
looking fondly at Eric, who grinned. 

"Forerunners." Fisto un-holstered her plasma rifle. "I'm surrounded 
by fucking idiots." She walked towards the other end of the corridor, 
to the entry door. 

"Fisto!" shouted Darren, tearing himself away from his bird-lover. 
"You know you can't go alone! We have a better chance of surviving if 
we stick together!" 

"Please stop yelling," said Oz. "Something might hear us." 

"Shut up." Darren waved Fisto back frantically. 

"Yeah, no," said Fisto, turning to the door. "I'll take my chances 
with this ship." She reached for the door out of the airlock and 
hacked it open. 


A wave of blood erupted through and crashed into the corridor in a 



crimson tsunami. The blood blast bowled Fisto head over heels and she 
landed upside down against the wall like a thirteen year old trying 
to suck his own dick, her entire lower body submerged in the sudden 
swamp of red water. Darren and Eric were both blasted into the wall 
on either side of her as the sanguine tide slammed into them, though 
Oz remained where he was, creating an empty silhouette in the wave of 
vital fluids. By the time the river of blood had settled they were 
all covered in hemoglobin. 

Dark bubbles popped up from Fisto' s submerged head and she began to 
thrash. Darren fished her arm out and helped her stand right side 
up . 

"This is just fantastic." Fisto held one nostril shut and blew chunky 
blue and red snot out the other. Her face dripped angry red droplets. 
"I'm going to have blood boogers for months." 

"Now look whose complaining," said Darren. He looked at Eric. "You 
okay ? " 

"I think I got some in my mouth," said Eric, wiping quickly 
coagulating fluids from his face. 

Darren stared at him. 

"What?" 

Oz walked over to them, wading easily through the fresh tide of 
horror. "Is nobody else surprised by what just happened?" 

"Of course we're surprised," said Darren. "We just don't feel the 
need to state our emotions out loud for everyone to hear, since we 
were all here when it happened. This is the military, Osborne; we 
don't break radio silence unless absolutely necessary." 

"Or unless we need to make a booty call on our gay Jackal lover, " 
said Kit Fisto. 

Darren nodded. "Or unless we need to disguise ourselves as black men 
for no discernible reason." 

"Hey, you know, just carrying out effective plans, actually fighting 
humans like we're supposed to," said Fisto. 

"Let me know how that works out for you; I'll be over here doing all 
the actual work and taking responsibility." 

Fisto raised her eyebrows. "Must be hard to do all that with Eric's 
dick in your ass." 

"Urn, guys," said Eric, exchanging a glance with Oz . "Maybe we should 
focus on figuring out where a thousand gallons of human blood came 
from." He looked around at the ship, at its monochrome walls, harsh 
angled corners, and deep shadows. The creaking of a hundred different 
interlocking support structures under strain from the erosion of the 
elements echoed through every corridor, infecting the shadows with a 
drifting, moaning life of their own as they flickered lazily with 
every irregular spark of the emergency lights, lights of a bright 
crimson hue that reflected the color of the blood that had inundated 
the world around them, staining all things with the mark of 



death . 


"Seems fine to me." Darren tapped a wall. It was solid, reinforcing 
his point. "There's a perfectly logical explanation for all of this." 
A tapping sound came from the other side of the wall. It tapped six 
hundred and sixty six times. Darren took a step away from it. "This 
ship is fine . " 

"I suppose it could be worse," conceded Fisto, inspecting a handful 
of gunky red vein juice she had scooped up from the tide that lapped 
at their mid-sections. "It could be Covenant blood." 

They began to wade through the hallway, up to their waists in the 
fresh river. "Yeah, exactly," said Darren. "And anyways who cares 
about what's going on; all we need to do is go steal a ship and fly 
away. Piece of cake." 

"What if the hanger bay is full of blood?" asked Oz . Nobody paid any 
attention . 

"All right, " said Eric resignedly as they passed through the blood 
door and headed towards another on the other end of the next hall. He 
smacked his lips. "Man, my mouth still tastes like copper." 

"Am I the only one who thinks we're all going to die?" asked 
Oz . 

"Quit your whining, " shot Darren over his shoulder as he reached for 
the next door. 

He opened it . 

A wave of Elite blood erupted through and crashed into the corridor 
in a indigo tsunami. The blood blast bowled Darren head over heels 
and he landed upside down against the wall like a Kit Fisto trying to 
suck her own dick, his entire lower body submerged in the sudden 
swamp of deep purple vitae that had inundated the corridor and melded 
with the original blood body. Kit Fisto and Eric were both blasted 
into the wall on either side of him as the sanguine tide slammed into 
them, though Oz remained where he was, creating an empty silhouette 
in the wave of vital fluids. By the time the river of mixed blood had 
settled they were all covered in hemoglobin. 

Dark purple bubbles began to appear above Darren's submerged head. 

Kit Fisto looked down at him and did not help him. Eventually Darren 
slipped sideways off the wall and splashed beneath the surface, then 
sputtered to his feet. The 'water' level had risen to their 
chests . 

"Is this going to happen every time we open a fucking door? Jesus 
Christ!" he sprayed dark fluids everywhere 

"It could be worse," said Kit Fisto. "Cercil could be 
here . " 

"Johnson, I think Cercil is possessing the Chief." 

Johnson dumped the visibly aging body of Captain Keyes and turned to 
look at Oreo, ethnic consternation on his face. "What cho ' sayin 
nigs ? " 



Oreo disengaged the safety or whatever on her rifle and the empty 
clip slipped out. She didn't reload it, because it's implied that she 
will do that. "Don't tell me you didn't hear that on the radio," she 
said with forced calm as her eyes scanned the corridor. Mendoza had 
been taken by the Flooda€"dragged away into the darkness and torn 
apart before their eyes. The memory still burned a hole in her 
brain . 

"True, I checked some of that shit, " said Johnson judiciously as he 
made sure the Captain was still alive. An angry purple welt had 
appeared on the old man's aging, leathery complexion where Oreo had 
hit him. "But dat nigga be trippin all the damn time." 

"God." Oreo rolled her eyes. "Could you drop the pseudo ebonies for 
one second?" She shook her head, scanning the shadowed corridor ahead 
and behind them. The escape from the bridge had been difficult. 
Mendoza had been shot in the legs by one of the horrific creatures 
and had bled out as they fought their way out of the room. She 
sigheda€"the memory still burned like an inflamed wound in her mind. 
"Look, I recognized some of the, urn, words Chief used. Just trust me 
Johnsona€"I always thought there was something strange about that 
Elite . " 

"Shit's sick nasty," agreed Johnson. 

The corridor rumbled as if from some terrible force stirring deep 
within it. That had been happening since they had escaped the bridge 
and begun fighting their way back towards the hangar bay. Once, the 
shaking had tripped Mendoza up, and he'd fallen only to be set upon 
by a hundred infector forms. They'd had to leave him behind. The 
memory still burned, inflamed and prolapsed. 

Johnson frowned as he picked up Keyes and they set off again. "Wait, 
who is this Cercil person?" 

"The purple monster who screams all the time." Oreo glared at a 
particularly obnoxious shadow. 

"Oh. I recall that niggor, " said Johnson sagely, stroking his 
stubble . 

Oreo eyed him. "Right." 

"Hold on girlfriend, " said Mendoza as he emerged from the shadows off 
to the right, "just because the Chief got angry at you doesn't mean 
he's gone all evil and stuff!" He put his hands on his hips and 
sassed his head back and forth, adding "Gurrrl" for emphasis. 

Oreo jumped, but calmed down almost instantly and tossed him one of 
the pistols they'd picked up. "Ah! There you are. I'll explain in a 
minute. I was wondering why it took you so long." 

"What are you talking about?" Mendoza checked the pistol and nodded 
at Johnson. "Hey there, bear." 

Johnson's nostrils flared. He bent over and hoisted Keyes over his 
broad shoulders, Mendoza watching idly. Oreo snapped her fingers in 
front of his face. 



"Eyes on the prize. No, the other prize. I mean survival." She 
straightened and began leading them down the corridor again, aiming 
her rifle ahead at the faint purple lights that loomed towards them 
from the murk. "On any other day I'd agree with you," she said over 
her shoulder to the gay Marine. "But not this time." 

He raised his Mexican eyebrows. "Como?" 

Oreo clenched her jaw. "During the whole conversation, Cortana didn't 
say a damn word." 

Johnson snorted. "So wut? Maybe dat bitch didn't have shit ta 
saya€ i " 

They all stopped and looked at each other. 

"Oh my lordy, " said the black Sergeant quietly. Oreo nodded, her face 
made of stone. 

"What do you think happened?" asked Mendoza in hushed tones, kind of 
like the hushed tones two gay men use when having sex in a bathroom 
stall, but that's all theory to me. 

"We have to assume the worst, " said Oreo without any particular 
grief. "It's most likely that this 'John Cercil hybrid, ' this 
Cerciljohn, this JohncercilaC" " 

"Jercil?" offered Johnson. 

Oreo cleared her throat. "That Cohn has murdered Cortana." 

Johnson threw his hands up in the air. "COOOOHN!" 

"How do you murder a computer?" interrupted Mendoza. 

Oreo waved a hand. "Uninstalled her. Whatever." 

"Damn. That ' sa€ | " Johnson tried to search for a word. "If you're 
right, nigga, that shit is ghetto." 

"Word up," said Mendoza. "Up the butt." He winked. 

"Yeah." Oreo rolled her eyes. "Sure is. I mean, we all know how much 
fun Cortana was to have around." 

Johnson and Mendoza looked at each other. "I guess," said the gay 
marine. "Hopefully she'll have made a back up somewhere, and we can 
get her back." 

Oreo frowned. "That would be just our luck, wouldn't it?" Her giant 
mammary glands jiggled when she shrugged. "Oh well. Let's keep 
moving. We have to get back to the hangar and get the captain back to 
the Pillar. Whether the Chief is beyond helping now or not, we still 
need to activate the Autumn's self destruct sequence, and Keyes is 
the only one who can do that . " 

"We know," said Mendoza. "You don't have to keep reminding us of what 
we're doing, sweetheart. It's not like we've been on commercial break 
or something." 



(meta self referential irony) 


As they moved they always kept an eye on their back, and on the 
ceiling too; once, Mendoza had been dragged into an anachronistic 
grating on the ceiling. His blood had sprayed down all over them as 
something tore him apart. After that Johnson and Oreo made a pact to 
get tested if they ever got out alive. 

"Hold up." Oreo made a fist. Johnson and Mendoza came up short, 
Mendoza staring at Oreo's fist as if he was having some sort of 
flashback, god knows of what. The Lieutenant pointed down a side 
corridor. "I know that hallway. It's the way to the brig." 

"Why th ' hall wud they pewt tha brig so close to the bridge?" asked 
Johnson. "Wut if tha prisoners got oot?" 

Oreo just stared at him. " JohnsonaC | your accent is slipping 
intoa€ | something else. I have no ideaaC" Jamaican? Rasta?" 

He blinked. "What? Oh. My bad, shorty." 

Mendoza raised a hand like a gay little school boy. "Maybe they put 
the prison queens there for 'easy-access ' for the rest of the ship." 
He winked, but wilted under Oreo's glare. 

"I was a prisoner here," she said icily. "I'm pretty sure I'd 
remember gay sex cult meetings." She looked vaguely off into the 
distance. "Come to think of I don't remember much of what happened. 
Sleep deprivation is a bitch for your memory." 

The ship rumbled ominously for a moment and then went still. 

"Tell me about it," said Mendoza. "This one time on the butte, I 
'entertained' so many guys that I was up all night, didn't get a 
_wink_ of sleep. Wella€|my _eyes _didn't wink." 

"a€| There are some things in every part of my life that I wish I 
could forget, of course," said Oreo, looking faintly ill. She pointed 
at the door to the brig. "We need to check in here, see if there are 
any more human prisoners still here." 

"Good idea," said Johnson as Keyes stirred in his sleep. "Maybe 
someone will know where those zombie things came from." 

"Yeah." Oreo nodded at Keyes. "Someone who can form a complete 
thought without screaming about his diseases or the 'right place for 
women . ' " 

They piled through the door and were greeted by a handful of Flood 
Combat forms. They were invited inside, that is attacked, and offered 
drinks, that is deadly strangling tentacles. The humans introduced 
themselves, that is shot stabbed and blew up everything in 
sight . 

"Ah, prison, " exclaimed Sergeant Johnson as the dust cleared, 
revealing rows of cells. "So much of my life has revolved around it 
because I have black skin." 

Oreo groaned. "Shut the fuck up, Johnson." 



The noise seemed to finally rouse Keyes from his slumber. "Eh? What's 
going on here?" His eyes widened. "My god! It's the race riots all 
over again! PUT ME DOWN YOU GOD FORSAKEN SPEAR CHUCKER." 

Johnson obliged him, shouldering Keyes off. The old Captain cried out 
in pain when he hit the ground and got shakily to his feet. He 
squinted at them. "Mendoza? Johnson? Housewife?" 

Oreo rolled her eyes. "Johnson, make sure he doesn't hurt 
himself . " 

"What if I hurt him?" 

"Hey now!" Keyes put his rickety hands on his hips and glared about 
the energy-cell lined room. "I'm the Captain of this boat, girl," he 
said to Oreo. "With age comes rank and with rank comes respect, and 
you better believe that I've seen more action than you and your 
ethnic friends combined." 

"I'm half Japanese," said Oreo. 

Keyes pulled back with a hiss. "A HALF BREED!? My god, what is this 
man's army coming to?!" 

"Wow, he's really grumpy when he wakes up," said Mendoza. 

Before Oreo could respond, a deep voice called from one of the cells. 
"Hey, is there someone there? Someone who is alive, I mean?" 

Oreo signaled Johnson to hang back with Keyes, who was now muttering 
to himself and rubbing his pants, which he had pulled up past his 
stomach just like old people do. The outline of his lumpy wiener was 
barely visible in the pants, as well as his hard and thick pubic hair 
which had never been groomed once in his entire life. 

As they approached the cell they saw that it was not a human in it, 
but a Covenant Elite. It was wearing red armor, and when it saw them 
its demeanor drooped disappointedly. 

"It's a Covenant prisoner," said Oreo over her shoulder. She tapped 
the energy barrier of the cell to make sure it was stable, then 
relaxed . 

"Why would the Covenant keep one of their own species in the brig?" 
asked Mendoza. 

"I don't know," said Oreo. "Maybe for _easy access_. " She rolled her 
eyes. The Elite glared at her but said nothing. 

"Gosh darn golly!" blurted Keyes as he walked up. "I remember this 
noodlehead ! " 

"Oh my god," said Mendoza. "He actually remembers something!" 

Keyes shot him a look. "Zip it, shirt lifter." He pointed at the 
occupied cell. "This homosexual fiend tried to molest me when I was 
captured by those god-less heathens." 


"Oh hey, I remember you, " said the alien, instantly dropping its 
stoicism. "The demon came to save you, but it looks like you came 



back. Did you want to finish our _poker game_?" He sexually squeezed 
a pack of cards. 

"By demon he means the Chief a€ i " mused Oreo quietly. She turned to 
the others. "This creep has been stuck in here for a while. Maybe 
he's seen something." 

"I have indeed," said the red Elite. It looked at her, squinting. "I 
think I remember your voice, screaming in agony every day that you 
were locked in here." 

The ship rumbled again. Oreo stabilized herself, her hands shaking 
slightly against the wall. "Yeah, wella€|I never imagined the horrors 
of panty-hose on head torture. Damn that bastard Cercil." 

Mendoza looked at her. "WhataC i just aa€ | just a panty hose on your 
head? That's it?" 

"You weren't there, man." Oreo wiped sudden cold sweat from her brow. 
"You _weren't there_. " 

Johnson nudged Oreo conspiratorially , jerking his wide chin at the 
Elite. "Ah, shorty, I bet this nigga was one of yo prison bitches, 
amirite? " 


Oreo ignored him completely. "Do you know what the Flood is?" 

"The Flood?" the Elite spread its fingers. "The space zombies that 
tried to get into my cell? Strange thingsa€"it ' s almost as if 
whatevera€"or whoevera€"designed them had no idea of how biology or 
biochemistry works, at all. And I know all about that kind of stuff, 
because I am a man of science." 

"Unless you plan on talking them out of existence, you'll have to 
give us something better than that-if you want out of this 
cell." 

"Are you proposing some sort of Faustian bargain, human?" 

"What does fisting have to with any of this?" asked Mendoza. He 
looked around at the angry faces turned towards him. 

"a€ | What ? " 

"Ignore him," said Oreo. 

"I plan to," said the red Elite. "By the wayaCicall me the Heretic 
Leader, or Heretic for short." 

"What? What kind of name is that?" asked Oreo. "Are you some sort of 
heretic? Is that why you're in the cell?" 

"Heretic?" It looked indignant. "No, of course not!" it made a Nazi 
salute. "All hail the Prophet of Truth! Remove the human 
obstruction!" Oreo glared but it kept on talking. "Not everyone 
happens to be exactly what their name means, you know!" 

"I know what you mean," she conceded. 'But then why are you in a 
cell?" 


Heretic smirked. "The reason for that just so happens to be one of 



the things I'm going to tell you, and one of the reasons you're going 
to let me out . " 

"Well then spit it the fuck out." Johnson stepped up beside her and 
flashed an XXXL sized condom at the heretic, grinning sadistically. 
"We have ways of making you jive. Covie bastard." 

Heretic's eyes widened. "Are you threatening to rape me?" 

"Jesus." Mendoza gaped at the black man. "That's pretty extreme, 
Johnson . " 

"What? " Johnson held up his hands. "No! I wasa€"I meanta€"I was 
threatening him with condom-on-head torture! That's all! I 
swear ! " 

Heretic's mouth (s) hung open. "FUCK. You humans really are mad, 
aren't you? Not a care for alien dignity." It backed away to the 
other end of the cell. "I'll talk! Just don't put a condom on my 
head ! " 

"Wow," said Oreo. "I can't believe that actually worked." She 
pointed." Spill the beans, squidward." 

Now that he was further away from them. Heretic crossed his arms like 
a brooding anime character and sneered. "Fine. Let me tell you the 
secret of the Covenant in terms a foolish _human_ might understand." 
He cleared his throat. "Do you know that song 'Run this Town?' by 
Rihanna and Kanye and that other black guy?" 

"I don't listen to gangster rap," said Johnson. 

Keyes looked faintly confused. "Of course. Everyone knows of it. We 
burn CDs of their music at the clan rallies." 

Oreo glanced from the Johnson to the Captain. "Wait, what?" 

"Right," said Heretic. "Well you know in the music video the part 
where they're in the temple like area, and there's a bunch of half 
naked black men holding torches and everyone is all oiled 
up? " 

Mendoza nodded enthusiastically. Oreo rubbed the bridge of her nose. 
"Yesa€|" 

"Well," finished Heretic sagely, "that's what I mean. The only thing 
that's on the Covenant's mind is how much lube is on your 
behind . " 

Keyes gasped, his pants climbing still further over his middle-aged 
gut until they covered his large dark hairy nipples as they pressed 
through the thin fabric of his faded command grays. "My god! Do you 
mean to saya€|that the Covenant is a _gay sex cult_? ! " 

* *DUN DUN DUN.** 

"Yeah, I already told you that, remember?" Heretic pressed his finger 
tips together sagely. "At least, that's how it began. After alla€|The 
Covenant used to be calledaC! _**The Cockinbutt**_. " 



* *DUN DUN DUN NA NA NA NA NA** 


A grin spread across Mendoza's pouty blow job lips as Oreo held her 
face in her hands, shaking with suppressed frustration. 

"So," asked Mendoza, "how do I join?" 

"Humans aren't allowed," snapped Heretic T. Leader. "Neither are 
those who know the terrible truth of the Cockinbutta€"except for the 
Prophets. Or as they were once called, the Prolapsed. That's why I 
was confined here; I discovered the truth, hidden deep in the bowels 
of High Charity, in the intestines of the Prophet's chambers, in the 
rectum of-"He trailed off. "Well let's just say that the Prophets 
decided to use prison, the one thing in the universe with the power 
to turn straight men gay, against me. A purely political maneuver you 
understand." He sniffed. 

"Oh, boyfriend, prison isn't the only thing that can turn guys over 
to the other side of the fence, " said Mendoza, picking his finger 
nails . 

"Well, I'm about ready to kill myself," said Oreo. "But before I do, 
do you have anything useful to tell us? Like, why the Truth and 
Reconciliation is shaking itself apart?" 

"Of course." Heretic indicated the bulkheads around them. "As the 
Flood overran this ship. Commander Darren initiated the self destruct 
sequence of the warp core in the hope that it would detonate and stop 
the flood from taking off and infecting the rest of the fleet." 

"A 'self-destruct sequence, '" retorted Oreo dryly. "Why would a ship 
ever have that?" 

"The Pillar of Autumn has one, shorty, " pointed out Sergeant 
Johnson . 

"Wait a minute," said Oreo, waving at Johnson. She eyed Heretic. 
"a€|How long do we have before the ship blows up?" 

The cell block rumbled ominously. 

"Um, " said Heretic. 

The Master Chief german-suplexed a flood combat form into the deck, 
smashing its entire upper body into thick clumps of mustard/pickle 
relish. Gore went everywhere, especially all over his crotch, 
collecting like an enormous sticky diaper of shredded, pulsating, 
rotten putrefied disgusting, damp, dripping, moldy, oozing, shredded 
eruptions of blood explosion gristle fest. 

"Looks like this guy . . . couldn ' t keep it together." He began to laugh 
and never stopped. 

The Master Chief slammed a Covenant's soldier's head into a toilet 
bowel and broke his neck against the ceramic rim with a boot stomp. 

He flushed the toilet as the dead warrior gurgled into the 
water . 

"Earth and watera€"you ' 11 find plenty of that in there." He paused. 
"Damn, there are a lot of toilets on this ship." 



Then he turned around and threw a knife into a cloaked Covenant 
Elite's head, splitting it in half and spraying brains 
everywhere . 

"Guess you just couldn't cut it." 

Then he threw a homemade Molotov cocktail at a cluster of sentinels, 
setting them all on fire. Their circuitry shorted and melted as they 
collapsed, twitching and sporadic, dying an agonizingly slow death. 
The Master Chief threw his hands to the ceiling and screamed. 

"I SHOULD HAVE BEEN THE ONE TO FILL YOUR DARK SOUL WITH 
Lllllliiil I IlilGHT ! " 

He shot bullets into people, then grabbed a fire axe and laid into a 
Covenant hunter, splattering orange juice and clumps of pumpkin flesh 
everywhere. "SKULLS FOR THE THRONE OF BONE!" 

A fuel rod cannon fired directly into his face. The Master Chief's 
body was blasted backwards into a wall, the entire room burning with 
green radiation. "Aaaah oh my god it burns so good!" He rolled around 
in a puddle of jet fuel. It caught fire and the Master Chief became 
an inferno of flame, roasting alive in his own armor. 

"ALMOSTaC | .THERE!" He grabbed a hammer and smashed it into his crotch 
as some Covenant soldiers looked on in absolute horror. The corridor 
of the Pillar of Autumn flashed with the cavorting shadow of the 
Master Chief as he smashed his ragged genitals through his splintered 
crotch armor with the iron pulverizing of a hammer and moaned into to 
the burning lick of the flames. 

"AAaaah." The Master Chief let the hammer fall from his fingers. "I 
CAME . " 

Five Elites and two hunters were the only ones left standing. They 
looked at each other. The SPARTAN pulled a plasma grenade 
out . 

"Betcha I can't stick it all the way up your asses." The camera 
zoomed in on his visor. "_A11 of them. At once. Covenant 
Centipede 

The experiment didn't last longa€"the plasma grenade detonated on its 
way through the middle. 

"ANOTHER VICTORY FOR SCIENCE!" said the Chief as he wore their skulls 
like a men wearing their hearts on their sleeves. 

He glided through a blood stained abattoir of a hallway, past cracked 
observation windows splattered with bloody sand and dust, his figure 
drifting like a twisted black wraith through shafts of hot light cast 
by Halo's desert sun, like a beetle wandering across the bloody 
dunes. Amongst the dunes outside tiny dots milled; Flood Combat forms 
pushing and clawing in a mad wave of necrotic flesh. 

They were running away. 

The Master Chief's armor was no longer green, or shining, or smooth. 
Literal weeks of non-stop warfare had left a thousand scars upon it. 
The last five hours had stripped it of anything resembling elegance 



or beauty. He had become a walking furnace of caked gore, without 
identifiable limbs or a head, only a haze of blood and filth bearing 
down on everything that lived. There was no telling where the blood 
stopped and the man began. 

"God damn I need a bath or some purell or something, this shit is 
ripe." He walked on. "I just need to make some soap out of dead 
people first . " 

"That's a refined process," said one of the tan walls of the Pillar 
of Autumn. 

He high-fived the wall. "Don't worry man, I didn't get this degree in 
human resource management for nothing. Nice tan by the way. Good to 
see you again." 

"Thanks bro, " said the wall, and went off to pick up some babes and 
kill them and put them in the trunk of his mustang. 

The Master Chief moved on to the med bay where his fellow SPARTANs 
were recovering from surgery. Dr. Hasley was sitting at her 
desk . 

"I'm sorry John, but almost everyone died," she said with sadness in 
her eyes. "It turns out that tearing skin and flesh asunder to pluck 
the bones and morrow away and replace them with cold unyielding steel 
is really dangerous." 

He shrugged. "Less competition for me." 

Hasley 's lip curled sarcastically. "Your parents would be proud of 
you, if they could see you." 

"And whose fault is that again?" The Master Chief lunged forwards 
with a growl and swiped at her face. Her flesh glitched and changed, 
her features staying the same but turning transparent and glowing 
blue . 

"Just kidding Chief, it was me," said Cortana. She winked. 

"I killed you," said the Master Chief. He twitched in pleasure at the 
memory, popping one of his vertebrae in a violent orgasm. 

"Of course you did, " said Cortana, her face flickering between her 
normal glowing countenance and a dead, rotting, worm stuffed husk of 
a screaming mummified skull. "In case you hadn't noticed, this is a 
hallucination. " 

The stench of lies clogged the world as every dead SPARTAN rose from 
their biers, pointing ghostly maggot fingers at him. Their faces were 
empty holes in the world and they screamed, a high pitch whine that 
blocked out the universe with emptiness and 
sorrow . 

_Murderer ._ 

"Damn, and I thought I was too old for wet dreams." The Master Chief 
scratched his ' nads . "What's the point of resolving your 
psychological issues if you still have to deal with this 
shit ? " 



"Right," said Cortana, "because you've totally resolved everything 
and are completely normal now." 

The Master Chief brushed off the roll of intestines he had wrapped 
around his shoulder. It splattered to the floor. "Exactly." 

"Things didn't use to be this bad, John." 

He laughed, a squeaking sound like a rusting hinge. "Don't call me 
John, shut your whore mouth." 

Cortana ignored him. "The sociopathic outbursts. The insanity. The 
hallucinations, the retardation, the race hate. The dreams. Cercil. 
When did things get so bad?" 

"I thought killing you would shut you up but that didn't work. The 
only logical step now would be to kill everything in the universe 
with a mouth. Or put out my own ears." 

"The answer is out there. Chief. You just have to look hard. 
RememberaC | " 

"DON'T CALL ME CHIEF!" screamed the Master Chief. He looked around. 
The room was emptya€"he wasn't in the Spartan med bay at all; he was 
in the engine room. Great pistons worked above him, the perfect 
location to sabotage the Autumn's engine core and initiate a deadly 
self destruct sequence. It was the only way to stop the Flood, to 
stop Halo, to save the galaxy. 

"I'm hungry." The Master Chief turned around and left. "All this 
slaughtering has really worked me up a hunger and a thirst for some 
good old fashioned chicken pot pies! My favorite part is dat 
gravy . " 

And it was off to the mess hall. It arrived there shortly. 

The Master Chief picked through the rotting bodies that covered the 
floor, the remnant of that deadly skirmish in the cafeteria so very 
long ago. He accidentally stepped on a bloated corpse, splattering it 
like a human ketchup packet. 

"Wow, condiments are getting sparser every day. And we have to pay 
for them now." He sidestepped a dead grunt with a burger jammed into 
its butt. "I can't believe what the fast food industry has come 
toa€"this is all the fault of those Asians who stole a couple dozen 
ketchup packets every time they bought food. I mean, I get that they 
were trying to save money, I can respect that, but seriouslya€"it ' s 
just abusive and dishonest to take advantage of the restaurant like 
that." He kicked a dead woman in the head, dislodging the hot dog 
jammed in her eye. "There are better ways to save money than ketchup 
packets anyways. And what did they think was going to happen, you 
know?" He almost slipped in a day old puddle of blood and liquefied 
bodies; they had been caught in the blast of a pressurized ketchup 
bottle. "I mean of course the-" he knelt down, plucked a hand full of 
french-fries out of a Marine's chest, and nibbled on them through his 
respirator as he moved on. "Mmm, these fries have heart. I'll give 
them that. Anyways-of course the companies were going to start 
limiting how many ketchup packets you could take with a fee system. 
The problem is that if you have a bunch of friendsa€"" he stepped on 



a dead Elite's neck, which had been synched lethally shut with an 
onion ring garrote "a€"and you all want ketchup packets, why should 
you have to pay extra for getting the necessary condiments to satisfy 
everyone, right? I mean, that's bullshit." He stepped over the body 
of a Marine, who had died of cardiac arrest from eating too much fast 
food. "Just completely ridiculous and unrealistic." 

Finally the Master Chief made it over to the kitchen. There was no 
one therea€"old pans of grease sat stagnant on the fryers, patties 
were covered in flies, buns were moldy, blood had splattered the 
floor. The body of the manager chef was curled on the floor, dead 
from a million burns. 

"Where the fuck are the serving staff?" The Master Chief glared 
around at the cafeteria. "This is fucking ridiculousa€"who the hell 
is running this joint anyways. I'm going to complain on yelp." He 
went into the kitchen and knelt down by the body and began poking it. 
"Hey! Get a hold of your kitchen staff! I want the thickest dick's 
barbeque burger you can make." 

Suddenly, the door to the cafeteria opened. An extremely large hunter 
squeezed through, grumbling to himself. 

"God damn it, _five _more blood explosions! Why do I always have to 
go first, huh?" The hunter's tiny head swiveled from left to right as 
it surveyed the carnage, not noticing the thing in the 
kitchen . 

"Quit your complaining Oz, " said Commander Darren as he bustled in. 

"I know this is the way to the hanger, we're almost done!" Kit Fisto 
followed, as did Eric the Jackal. They cleared the cafeteria, not 
spotting the Master Chief. Their armor was dripping and smudged with 
blood from continual 'baptisms.' 

"Oh man," said Eric. "What happened here?" He picked at a chili dog 
that had been stuffed into a Marine's mouth, suffocating him. "This 
shit is real . " 

"OH YOU HAVE NO IDEA." The Master Chief popped up from behind the 
counter, trailing a bloody cloak of shredded guts. 

" AAAAAAAAAAAH ! " Eric the Jackal screamed. 

Darren did a double take. "Whata€"WHAT OH MY GOD WHAT IS 

IT ! " 

Spittle sprayed out of Kit Fisto 's mouth. "FFFFFFf f f f f fuuuuaC" " 

Oz fainted. His enormous body crashed limply to the ground. 

"WHERE HAVE YOU BEEN!" bellowed the Chief, blood spraying out of 
every crack in his armor. "I'VE BEEN WAITING HERE FOR FORTY FUCKING 
SECONDS FOR MY FUCKING DELUXE BEEFCAKE BURGER! "He slammed his fist 
into the cash register, splitting it in half. "WHO THE FUCK IS IN 
CHARGE OF YOU CUNT LICKERS!?" 

Darren pointed at Kit Fisto and began backing towards the door. "She 

is . " 


"No, it's definitely him!" 


said Fisto hurriedly. 



"Just don't _take my soul_! " said Eric, and he turned to run. 

"NOT SO FAST!" The Master Chief grabbed a bottle of brown mustard and 
threw it at the door. The bottle smashed open, spilling bitter, 
acidic mustard all over the metal door. There was a hiss and smoke as 
the mustard fused the door shut, permanently. The only other way out 
was past him. 

"Oh prophets it's the devil. The devil has come for my sins!" Darren 
slammed his fists into the door. "Oh forerunners we're all going to 
die ! " 

Oz got up. "We were all thinking that. Commander, we just didn't feel 
the need to say it out loud because we're in the military." 

"You shut up!" screeched Darren. 

Eric covered his face. "I'm gonna be sick bro ! " 

"ALL OF YOU SHUT UP." The Master Chief hoisted himself over the 
counter and tumbled to the other side, landing on all fours like a 
spider. He straightened up. "ALL RIGHT YOU FUCKERS." He pointed 
behind him at the kitchen. "GET TO WORK YOU PACK OF MIN WAGE 
MEXICANS, OR I'LL SHOVE CURLY STRAWS THROUGH YOUR SKULLS AND DRINK 
YOUR FUCKING SOULS ! " 

Kit Fist suppressed a gag. "Aha€|AH! It's a real demon! It looks like 
a used sausage grinder!" 

"NO!" Darren clutched at his face. "It's like a rusty harvest 
thresher that just ran over a dead cow and has been baking in the sun 
for twelve hours ! 

"NO! NO!" Eric visibly peed himself. "It's like aa€"" 

The Master Chief shot him in the head. 

"WHAT DID I JUST SAY?! ' He lowered the smoking pistol. Darren gaped 
silently as Eric spun to the ground. The Master Chief pointed at the 
kitchen. "NOW GET IN THERE a€ | " His head lowered ominously. "AND MAKE 
ME. A. SANDWICH. _WOOOMUNH_. " 

"ERIIIIIIIIC ! " Darren fell to his knees, hugging the Jackals body. Oz 
stayed uncertainly. Fisto looked nervously around, backing away as 
the Master Chief advanced. 

"BroaC | " said Eric weakly around the huge hole in his head. 

"Don't worry Eric," said Darren. "It's not that bad." He brushed a 
strand of hair out of the enormous hole between the Jackal's eyes. 

"We can get you to a Covenant doctor. They'll fix you right 


"Everyone's dead, Bro," said Eric. "You know that won'ta€| " he 
coughed up blood for some reason, even though no amount of getting 
shot in the head can cause you to cough up blood. His eyes were going 
half closed. 


"I know." Darren bowed his head. "Listen EricaC | " 



said Eric. "I know how you 


"You don't have to say anything, Bro, " 
feel." 

"You do?" asked Darren. 

"Yes." Eric smiled peacefully. "I know you always meant to return my 
Incubus CD." 

And then he died. 

"Waita€"whata€"NO ! " Darren shook him. "That's not what I meant! Wake 
up ! " 

Eric fell limply from his hands to the ranch dressing stained deck. 
Darren slumped from his knees to a dejected bow. 

"Commander," began Oz, putting his huge hand on his shoulder. 

Darren turned around and punched him in the stomach. "Fuck off Oz, 
nobody wants your help." He wiped his eyes as the huge hunter doubled 
over, gasping for breath. When Darren looked up the Master Chief was 
standing in front of him. 

"That shit is tragic yo . " 

"I'll kill you!" growled the Commander. He pulled out his plasma 
rifle. Cautiously, Kit Fisto pulled out hers as well. "OPEN 
F I RE a € " " 

The Master Chief swatted the gun away and grabbed Darren by the 
throat and lifted him off the ground. Darren kicked and thrashed by 
could not escape the iron grip around his esophagus. His eyes began 
to bug out. Kit Fisto came in from behind and slammed the butt of her 
rifle into the Master Chief's back. The rifle splintered in half and 
he pushed her away so hard that she flew across the room to slam into 
the opposite wall with a loud bang. 

Oz the Stealth Hunter rose up with his glowing fuel rod cannon. The 
Master Chief glanced over, snorted, and kicked the broken half of 
Fisto 's plasma rifle off the ground, through the air, and into the 
nozzle of the Hunter's gun just as the weapon went off. There was a 
terrible flash of green light and a bang, and Oz found himself 
cradling a wrecked stump of armor and burned orange flesh. 

"Aaaah!" he screamed. "My hand! It took my hand!" 

"Shut up Oz ! " gurgled Darren as the SPARTAN's iron grip squeezed his 
throat shut. "Nobody cares about your stupid problems!" His face 
began to go purple. 

"Ow!" Fisto clutched her head, where blood from a gash on her 
forehead had run all over her eyes. "I can't see!" 

"EVERYONE SHUT THE FUCK UP AGAIN!" The Master Chief threw Darren 
across the room, where he skidded and bumped across the ground and 
slammed into a cabinet in the kitchenette. The cabinet busted open 
and flour spilled out, covering Darren's bloodied body in pinked 
powder . 



The Master Chief stormed across the room, grabbed an unconscious Kit 
Fisto by the rim of her helmet and dragging her towards the kitchen. 
He dumped her on top of Darren's squirming form and dusted his hands 
Off. "THERE. NOW STAY IN THE FUCKING KITCHEN, SHIT SPICE." 

Fisto went slightly cross eyed and tried to regain her balance. 
"Youa€"I would recognize that voice anywhere! You'reaC"" 

"Shut up!" The Master Chief kicked her under the chin, sending her 
reeling back to slam into the large stove. "WHERE'S THE 
BEEF ! " 

"What?" Fisto winced and rubbed her bruised jaws as she tried to get 
Darren to stand up. "What are you talkingaC"" 

"THE BEEF." He pointed at the refrigerator. "I WANT THE BEEF, YOU 
UNDERSTAND ME!?" 


"a€ | No?" 


"MAKE ME A HAMMMMBURRGGEEER ! " The Master Chief twisted his fingers 
around the air in front of him like a telekinetic titty twister. "Do 
it now, Senorita, or I'll, twist your nipples so hard they'll come 
off like drill bits!" 

Fisto 's face paled. "Okay, Jesus Christ, god damn it!" She dragged an 
unsteady Darren to the fridge and opened it with one hand. "Fuck, I 
don't know where the beefaC"" 

The Master Chief's gore caked helmet thrust itself over her shoulder 
and he screamed in her ear, "IT'S RIGHT ON THE BOTTOM SHELF, 

PUDDIN' . " 

Fisto winced, avoiding looking at him or breathing. "What, 
there? " 

"NOooooooOOo ! " The Master Chief roared. "NOOOO! RIGHT 

there * * * ” 


"You're not pointing at anything!" 

"FUCK!" The Master Chief pointed to a closed drawer in the 
fridge . 

"What's going on!" Darren finally steadied himself and looked around 
as Kit Fisto frantically searched the meat drawer for beef-patty 
ingredients . 

The Master Chief rounded on him and grabbed him by the throat, 
bearing down to growl in his face. "_WE ' RE COOKING WITH GAS 
MOTHERFUCKER__. " He tossed Darren aside. "GO GET A BUN OUT OF THE 
FREEZER AND WARM IT UP FOR ME, SLUT." 

"Huha€"what ! ? " Darren massaged his throat. "What's going on I don't 
understand ! " 


"God damn it!" hissed Fisto as she straightened up with a package of 
shredded beef. "Just roll with ita€"are you trying to get us all 
killed?" 



The Master Chief's head snapped up. Everyone froze. He slowly turned 
to stare at Oz, who had been tiptoeing for the door. 


"Just where the FUCK DO YOU THINK YOU'RE GOING!" he screamed. 

Oz flinched away, cradling his mutilated hand. "Uma€"nowhere, 

I a€ " " 

"BITCH PLEASE." The Master Chief pointed roughly to the deep pans of 
grease on the stove. "GET ON THE FRYER. **NOW**." 

"Aaaah!" Oz rushed to comply. "Okay, okay! Don't hurt me!" 

The Master Chief chuckled as he watched Oz fumble frantically at the 
stove, trying to turn the heat on. "Uh huh huh huh huh huh huh ha ha 
ha ha ha ha ha ha ah ha hah ha ha ha ha hah hnrrghghhhh hah ha hahh 
ahaa€" " 

Darren and Fisto looked at each other. 

"Uh, right," said the Commander. He popped open the freezer and 
grabbed a frozen sesame seed hamburger bun that was probably a year 
old. He turned around. "Where is the, uh, microaC"" 

The Master Chief slammed him hard against the ref rigerator/f ridge and 
pressed their faces together. "I DON'T KNOW **_DARREN_ * *WHERE IS THE 
FUCKING HOT BOX!? MAYBE WE SHOULD ASK YOUR COCK SUCKING 
BOYFRIENDa€"OH WAIT, HE'S FUCKING DEAD. AND YOU WILL BE TO UNLES YOU 
HOP TO IT AND STOP STALLING LIKE THE SLIMEY ASSHOLE YOU 
ARE ! " 

Darren's eyes widened. "a€ i . Cercil ? " 

The blood stained visor somehow grinned and a low, burbling cackle 
escaped from behind it. "No, faggot. Not Cercil." 

Fisto looked up from where she had set the meat package down on a 
cutting board and was trying to unwrap it as fast she could. "I 
thought it was the demon." 

"You're both wrong." The Master Chief pushed Darren away, crossing 
the room to where Oz the Stealth Hunter had started the fryer. "Just 
like you're wrong about your religion and your entire reason for 
existence you pathetic protein packet slurping fuck bundles!" 

The stove beneath the pans flared to life and the old grease began to 
smoke. The Master Chief peered around Oz and watched 
this . 

"_DISGUSTING He slapped the hunter upside the head. 

"OW!" Oz clutched at his neck. "Jesus Christ that hurt!" 

"GET SOME MORE GREASE!" snapped the Master Chief. "I WANT MY POTATOES 
DEEP FRIED." 

"Yes sir please don't kill me sir!" Whimpering, Oz bent over and 
pulled a huge jug of peanut oil up from beside the stove. He used his 
armored hands to dump the hot trays out into the sink and then poured 
fresh grease in. It quickly began to bubble and boil. 



"Good, " said the Master Chief, staring into the sizzling, roiling 
depths. "Good." 

At that moment Kit Fisto broke a meat-juice stained rolling pin over 
his head. The Master Chief did not even seem to notice, but the Spec 
Ops elite clutched at her wrist. 

"Ow. I think I broke something." 

He rounded on her, glared, and then scurried over to the half rolled 
meat patty. "WHAT THE HELL IS THIS, KEITH?" 

"Keith?" Fisto blinked at him. "That's my disguisea€"" 

"YEAH I KNOW IT'S YOUR FUCKING SLAVE NAME YOU MUTANT WHORE." The 
Master Chief made a grab for her but she barely dodged out of the 
way. "FINISH THE PATTY! TWO THOUSAND AND EIGHT 
NIGGER. " 

"What?" 

"NEVERMIND." He stormed past her to where Darren was trying to figure 
out the human micro wave. 

"Fucking numerals!" Darren fumbled at the control panel, the frozen 
bun in one hand. "I don't understand this primitive monkey 
language ! " 

The Master Chief loomed behind him. He spoke in a suddenly quiet 
voice. "Well you better figure it out, Darren, because if you don't 
audit arithmetic one oh one right now I'm going to cut your stomach 
open and stuff that god damn bun inside to thaw it with your body 
heat . " 

Darren began to sweat visibly. "Uma€ | righta€" " he flipped the door 
open and tossed the bun in. "Maybe I'll just turn it on and 
watcha€" " 

"Not a chance!" The Master Chief grabbed him by the back of the neck 
and forced him onto his knees. "I want youa€ | TO GO ROOTING IN THE 
PANTRY FOR POTATOES ! " 

Darren gasped. "Oh goda€"is that some sort of rape metaphor!?" 

"YOU WISH." The SPARTAN's boot slammed into Darren's ass and he 
scuttled across the floor towards the cabinet. The Master Chief 
watched him go. 

"Faggot flesh." 

"Uma€|the grease is boiling," said Oz . He flinched when the Master 
Chief turned his faceless gaze upon him. 

"Gooda€ | good . " The Master Chief stared at him. "Now go to the cutlery 
drawer. Get out a potato skinner. And then start skinning the 
potatoes . " 


"Yes sir thank your sir!" wept Oz, feeling his way through a haze of 
terrified tears. He tried to root through the drawer with his huge 



ham fingers but they could barely fit inside. 

"You better hurry," said the Master Chief, watching. "Because if 
you're not done skinning those potatoes in the next minute. I'll skin 
you . " 

"I don't even have the potatoes yet!" sobbed Oz. 

"WELL THEN YOU BETTTER HURRY UP . " 

Fisto turned around with a roughly shaped hamburger patty in her 
hand. Her face was stone. "I finished thea€| thing. What now?" 

"WHAT THE FUCK DO YOU THINK!?" The Master Chief grabbed a knife off 
the kitchen counter and threw it at her head. Fisto barely dodged in 
time, almost spilling the meat. The Master Chief watched her stand as 
the knife vibrated, buried deep in a wall cabinet. 

"Good job," he said. "That was a test. If you'd spilled the meat, you 
would have got beat . " 

Kit Fisto's lip curled. "You'll pay for this Cercil, you sick son of 
a bitch. I know you're in there somewhere." 

The Master Chief laughed. "Aw, Fisto, you crack me up. Now cook me 
that hamburger before I get tired of that ugly face of yours and cut 
it off for toppings." 

"Go to hell . " 

"Last warning," said the Master Chief cheerfully. "Or you'll be 
eating your own tongue. And then the rest of your body, piece by 
piece. Also I'll touch you bad or something, women are afraid of 
that, right?" 

Fisto's knuckles popped, her fist straining to contain her rage. She 
wordlessly turned towards the stove and turned it on. She slapped the 
patty down, spraying meat flecks everywhere. The Master Chief 
watched, black sludge oozing from his respirator. 

"I'm back!" panted Darren as he returned with two huge, fuzzy 
potatoes in either hand. "Where do I put these!?" 

"DO I HAVE TO DO EVERYTHING MYSELF!?" The Master Chief rounded on him 
and slapped him in the face, bruising the Elite's eye. "WASH THEM IN 
THE SINK, NUMBSKULL." 

"AH! Okay!" Darren rubbed his cheek and turned the water on. "So, uh, 

how long do we have to keep doing this until you let us 

go?" 

"Forever," said the Master Chief. 

"Oh." Darren carefully placed the potatoes in the sink and then 
looked from them to the Master Chief. "Soa€| what's the point of 
having us do all this, then?" 

"What do you mean?" The Master Chief cocked his head. "I'm 
hungry . " 



"Yeah," said Darren. "But you could easily do 
thisaC | youraC | sela€"" 

Kit Fisto barged between them with a fried meat patty balanced on a 
spatula. "Whoa there sir, let me just get past you." She gave Darren 
a warning look and hissed "_shut up._" As she passed, the Master 
Chief reached out and goosed her soul. Fisto stopped, looking around 
in confusion. "Guysa€"why do I feel so cold inside?" 

The Master Chief thumbed over his shoulder at Fisto. "See Darren, you 
pathetic waffling pucker-sniff; that's how a real worker 
worksa€"taking initiative in the work place." He sighed. "You can 
probably guess who will be getting the raise. And by raise, I 
meanaC | uha€ | I mean I'm going to kill her." 

"I finished the potatoes master!" said Oz . 

"Good." The Master Chief patted Oz on the shoulder. "Good job, 

Oz . " 

"Oh. Uh . Thanks?" Oz blinked. "Wow, you're actually the only person 
who seems to appreciate me. That's really ironicaC"" 

The Master Chief kneed him in the groin. 

"ARGH!" Oz fell to his massive knees. "The family jewels!" His voice 
cracked as well. 

"Well Oz, looks like you've failed the test for most productive 
employee, " said the Master Chief, opening a knife drawer and rooting 
around in it . 

"Buta€"but-Darren ' s just standing there talking. I finished my 
job!" 

"True," conceded the Master Chief, pulling out a butcher knife. "Now 
hold out your hand." 

"What! No! How will I work?! I'll never be able to feed my 
family ! 

"You should have thought of that before." 

"BEFORE WHAT!" 

The Master Chief grabbed Oz ' s arm and began to chop away with the 
knife while humming cheerfully. Orange blood sprayed everywhere and 
the hunter collapsed, bleeding, clutching the stump and whimpering. 
Darren snarled in annoyance kicked him. 

"Quit whining you big baby. You know you'll just grow the fucking 
things back . " 

"IDIOT." The Master Chief smacked him upside the head, suddenly 
yelling again. "YOU SUCK COCKROACH BALLS AT TRASH TALKING. YOU HAVE 
TO MAKE A WITTY PUN OR PLAY ON WORDS, FISH PROLAPSE!" 

Darren flinched. "Argh! Okay!" In the background Kit Fisto finished 
cutting up the potatoes and tossed them in the fryer. Darren thought 
for a moment, suppressing panic. 



"Uha€|uha€i" he smirked down at Oz "I guess you just couldn't _cut 
it_. " 

"That's a terrible one liner," said the Master Chief. He grabbed 
Darren by two of his mandibles. 

"HRMPH!" Darren struggled to dislodge the blood caked gauntlet from 
his mouth. A slug of blood dripped down his throat and he gagged, 
wrenching at the steel fingers with all his might. He tried to kick 
out but the Master Chief just pulled him onto his tip toes by his 
jaw. "Waight ! Waight ! Ibbth goth another onh ! " 

"Oh?" the Master Chief cocked his head. "Let's hear it, 

Dar-0 . " 

"Okhay! Okhaya€|_Ifh herd off downh shizing, buth thish ish 
ridiculoshh. 

The Master Chief burst out laughing. "Ha! Ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha! 
That's pretty good, Darren! Nice!" 

There was a loud popping, snapping sound, and two of Darren's 
mandibles broke off at the joint in a spray of purple blood. He 
crumbled to the ground clutching at his bleeding face, trying to stem 
the purple tide. 

The Master Chief turned from this erotic sight to see Kit Fisto 
holding a fast-food tray with a burger and fries on it. She was 
breathing heavily and had baleful look to her, but she extended the 
tray to him. 

"There." She took a deep breath. "I did it. I did it all. I made your 
shitty human food." 

"Wonderful. I'll be crapping greasy tar in no time!" The Master Chief 
smacked the tray out of her hands without missing a beat, spilling 
its contents onto the floor. He nudged an unadorned bun with his 
boot. "Oh, wow, I guess I shouldn't be surprised that it was the 
woman who was the best at kitchen work, huh?" Kit Fisto stared at 
him, her eyes stone cold, ignoring the bleeding people on the floor. 
The Master Chief continued happily. "Of course, I'm still going to 
have to pay you ninety nine percent less than what men are paid, as 
is the custom." He flipped the burger bun open. "Oh wow, what a 
surprise, you forget toppings. _Just like a woman_ to forget the 
_toppings_. " He poked the French fries. "And what are these. 

Unsalted? No ketchupa€"not surprising, I doubt a dick slot like you 
would know what ketchup was and or is. Anyways, like I was saying, my 
mom used to make better French fries and I never even knew the bitch. 
Oh well! I guess you'll have to start over from scratch, huh?" 

Fisto crossed her arms. "Go to hell." 

"Tsk tsk, " said the Master Chief. "You're really making it difficult 
for me to decide which body parts to rip off first. You're flat like 
an eight year old boy, so I can't rip your tits off. Then I thought 
I'd cut your dick off but I remembered you were just _disguised _as a 
human man, so your hermaphroditic pseudo penis probably isn't big 
enough to bother you if it's gone. Maybe I should just kill you. You 
know, one less useless piece of meat in the world." 



"I am not afraid of you. 


"You know you remind me of another strong female soldier I know. She 
also calls me names I don't likea€"I keep telling people not to call 
me those names. Let me tell you Kit Fisto, " the Master Chief pulled 
out his pistol again and casually raised it to press against her 
head. "There's one thing I can't stand being called." 

"Let me guess," said Fisto. "Hannibal Lector knock off?" 

"You're funny." He clicked the safety off. "Two names, actually. Two 
names I can't stand. 'John', anda€"" 

"And Reclaimer?" asked a maniacally cheerful computerized voice from 
behind him. 

(dramatic cliffhanger) 

** Chapter Fifteen: The Final Chapter** 

"_Mass Effect 3"- Homer_ 

_"I'd like to forget to sustain her running joke, if you know what I 
mean."- Ridley the Violator. _ 

"_Soa€ | " _The Master Chief turned from Kit Fisto to face the 
construct. "My old nemesis. Pee for Free Guilty Shart . " 

Spark giggled. "I see that the quality of your trash talk has not 
increased since our last meeting." A silver trickle of Sentinel 
robots entered the kitchen, gradually filling the room and the rest 
of the cafeteria with robot sex slaves. A vague pall of smoke was 
beginning to manifest itself, for in truth Kit Fisto had overcooked 
the hamburger quite badly. Just like a 

WOMAN 

See, it's funny because it's sexist. 

LOL PATRIARCHY 

The Master Chief was still on topic. "You might be surprised; I've 
gone through a few changes since thenaC | How did you find me?" 

"Quite simply. Reclaimer. I examined the plans to this ship, and 
knowing that you would no doubt be heading to the bridge to activate 
its self destruct sequence, I took the fastest route there to cut you 
off." 

The Master Chief was taken aback. "The fastest way to the bridge is 
through the cafeteria? 

Darren swore loudly from the ground. "WHY IS EVERY SHIP DESIGNED IN 
THE STUPIDEST WAY POSSIBLE!?" 

The Master Chief turned and shot Darren, who barely dodged in time. 

He and Fisto took that opportunity to run like motherfuckers. Oz 
stumbled after them, clutching his bleeding stump wounds and weeping, 
leaving an orange juice colored trail behind him 



The Master Chief laughed. "Don't worry guys! I'll kill you all 
later!" He thumbed over his shoulder and looked conspiratorially at 
Spark. "Kids these days. Just waiting to be murdered." 

"Much like the galaxy," said Spark. "And you." 

"I'll drink the living and the dead," agreed the Master Chief. He 
sighed, eying Spark and the sentinels with the demeanor of a tiger 
sizing up its prey. Spark hovered there, confident and oblivious to 
what was standing in front of him. 

"Before I kill you, blood boil, I suppose it would be fair to ask you 
one last time to hand the construct and the index back over to me, so 
that I can activate Halo and remove the human obstruction." 

"Hmm." The Master Chief considered this. "Kill every single being in 
the universe all at once? Quite the money shot. I like the way the 
Foreskinners think." 

The sentinels fluttered metallically amongst themselves, even their 
primitive robo-slut brains able to detect that something was wrong. 
Still oblivious. Spark bounced up and down happily. "I'm so glad 
you're finally seeing reason. Reclaimer. Removing your head would 
have been such a chore, after all." 

"Unfortunately," continued the Master Chief over him, "there 're a few 
little pitfalls to your plan." 

"Like what?" 

He raised one finger. "Well, for one, Cortana's dead. And for 
another, you are dead." 

The Master Chief punched Spark's single blue oculus with both 
fingers. It shattered, blinding the Monitor instantly. The Master 
Chief tore his fist free, scattering alien glass and circuitry. Spark 
screamed a high pitched whine that would have cracked all the windows 
in the room, if spaceships had windowsa€"but that would just be 
stupid, wouldn't it? Anyways, the Master Chief blinded him and then 
dragged him by his eye-cords towards the fryers as he screamed. 

"My eye! This is outrageous, unacceptable! Destroy him my robo 
sluts ! " 

The swarm of Sentinels all turned their lasers on the Master Chief, 

who tossed a grenade over his shoulder and blew them all to 

hell. 

"FUCK!" Spark's anti-gravity field went crazy, trying to shake the 
Master Chief off him. 

"You might as well give up, " said the SPARTAN, slamming Spark into 
the wall once, twice, and then smashing the diminutive robot over his 
knee. "I must break you." 

"Never!" said Spark groggily. "We must complete the containment 
procedure. It can be done even without the indexa€"I have had eons to 
prepare ! " 



The Master Chief lifted him above the fryer and its boiling grease. 
"Well okay. But first I'm going to torture you." 

343 Guilty Spark only had time to scream before he was thrust deep 
into the bubbling fryer. The grease invaded his circuits, causing his 
resilient hardware to spark and buzz and release plume after plume of 
smoke, filling the kitchen. 

"Fire," hummed the Master Chief. "I'll teach you to burn." He lifted 
Spark out . 

"AIEEEE ! " the robot screamed. "It burns! It buuurns ! " 

The Master Chief laughed. "Fire, to destroy all you've done." He 
slammed Spark back into the hellish grease. 

"No! Noa€"please ! It hurts!" Spark's smashed countenance sizzled and 
smoked, blue forerunner energy dancing over artificial nerves and 
incomprehensibly advanced technology. He was not immune to 
pain . 

"Fire!" The Master Chief began to dance, jumping back to push Spark 
back beneath the grease every time he tried to surface. "All of it's 
going to burn! Fire! To end all you've become!" 

"You cannot do this to me!" sputtered the Monitor as he was submerged 
once again in boiling agony. "I am a genius!" 

The Master Chief reached in, grabbed Spark, and tore him from the 
boiling embrace of American consumerist culture, spinning the 
squealing robot around the kitchen like a Scottish Highland Gamer 
swinging an enormous hammer. Hot grease trailed behind them. The 
Master Chief kicked open the fridge door and busted open an enormous 
carton of batter with one foot, then stuck Spark under the blast of 
cheap carbohydrate. 

"I am the monitor of this installation! You cannot do this! You must 
not!" His words were drowned out by the batter that encased him in a 
thick shell of breading. 

"Bro, you need to mellow," said the Master Chief. He walked over to 
the enormous oven. 

"What's going on!?" screamed Spark. "Where are you taking me? Let me 
go! I ama€"" 

The Master Chief shoved him into the piping hot oven and pressed him 
deep inside with one boot. "You just wait there, bro, and _bake a 
little bit_. " 

"What does that even mean!? Where am I? _Why is it so hot ! ?_" Sparks 
words turned into wordless cries of anguish as the Master Chief 
slammed the oven door shut and cranked the heat up. 

He stood there in front of the oven as Spark began to bang around 
inside it, roaring in pain. "Ha! You shouldaC | uma€ | " he paused. "Turn 
up thea€|heat? No, that's stupid, that doesn't make any sense. Bye!" 
He turned on his heel and left the cafeteria. "Man! I have such a 
hard on right now." 



"_Not for long_, " said a voice by the door. He wheeled to see 
Corporal McKay standing there, pointing a shotgun at him, her green 
eyes blazing with hatred, her red hair hanging in greasy uncut locks 
about her face. She was smeared with dirt and blood from what must 
have been a dozen fights, and her armor was scorched and scratched 
all over. 

"Yep, that'll do it." The Master Chief took a few steps back. "Good 
to see you again, Cunthunt McGay . " 

"That the best you can do?" McKay cocked the shotgun. 

"What, you don't recognize me?" The Master Chief flexed his arms like 
Charles Atlas. Blood oozed from the joints of his armor. "Come on. 
It's your old Pal Master Chief." 

"I recognize you, you piece of shit!" McKay stepped forwards, 
pressing the muzzle of the shotgun to his filth fogged visor. 
"Everything was going fine until you and that whore showed 
up ! " 

"Mendoza's not so bad!" cackled the Master Chief. "Well, I mean, he 
is, buta€"" 

"SHUT UP!" she screamed maniacally. "It's your fault we're losing 
this war. You fucking inhuman ball sniffing blood hound f reaka€"Silva 
was right about you." 

"Silva the traitor? You hate post-humans, so you teamed up with 
aliens?" The Master Chief turned his finger around his ear. "That's 
just crazy, baby." 

"Shut up." She pressed the shotgun into his face. "You call yourself 
the hero of humanity, but you're another monster just like all the 
resta€"like that Cercil pervert, like that abomination, Whitania , 
like _me_. The only difference between you and me is that I admit 
what I am, that I'm not trying to be anything other than what the 
world made me. You're hypocrites, all of you, defending your actions 
in the name of good but never giving a thought to the fact that deep 
down all you want is the same thing as what your enemies want, to 
exude your power, to express it, to rule and dominate others and 
control the world, the universe. Just look at youa€"you and the 
SPARTANSa€"how many _children_ died in the SPARTAN project? How many 
parents grieved? And for what? So we could prove that we're just as 
terrible, as merciless as the Covenant? It only takes a little to 
push us over the edge, to give us the license to become as monstrous 
as them. Well fuck you all, that's what I said, fuck everyone. I'm 
going to look after myself, not humans or the monsters they've 
created. Anda€"" 

The Master Chief's fist blew through Corporal McKay's chest in a 
spray of blood and bones, her still beating heart clutched in his red 
fingers. The shotgun dropped to the floor. She remained standing for 
a few moments, staring down confusedly at her concaved abdomen. 

Before her very eyes, the Master Chief drew his hand back and 
daintily tossed her severed heart back through the hole in her chest 
like the whitest basketball player shooting the easiest hoop ever. It 
bounced against the back wall. 

"Sorry, babe. Didn't mean to _steal your heart_, " said the Master 



Chief. He laughed as her dead body crumpled to the ground. "Rimshot ! 

I could do this all day! And I will!" 

"Not today you wont do this all day, " said a voice behind 
him. 

"What?" The Master Chief turned. 

She was standing there in the dull tan light, as pure and radiant as 
every, pristine in her white leather jump suit a lot like that hoe 
from Underworld but much less of a hoe, just a lot more realistic and 
not some sick male sex fantasy shit but an outfit that showed her 
confidence and power and emphasized her whip-cord like muscles she 
was wearing her body was covered in glowing white tattoos that stood 
out against her dusky white skin, glowing with magic and 
power 

"Almost done?" asked the Master Chief. 

"Just a minute," said Whitania. 

-her appearance was but a mere facisilimlm facsilm facsimilie 
facsimile of her true power and beauty shining through and she also 
had a single angel wing protruding from her back and it was erected 
majestically and was spanned out like ten feet. M The one wing Angel 
theme from Final Fantasy beag n to ply. 

"Okay," said the Master Chief. "Anyways, Whitania, what made you 
finally show that sexy little big soft strong face of yours?" He 
leaned up against the wall, watching her from behind his sick yellow 
visor. The lights of the hallway flickered from the ever increasing 
shaking of Halo. 

The Marisoo's smile was like that of an ice sculpture. "Simple, my 
love. I was watching you. Seeing if you would give into temptation, 
betray my trust like men are wont to do." 

He shrugged. "Not much of a test; Darren isn't even that 
hot . " 

Whitania pointed at the dead body behind him. "I was talking about 
the ginger hoe." 

"Shit, you know I've got eyes only for you." He strode towards her, 
opening his arms wide. "I mean, I can start an eye collection." 
Dangling entrails slipped off his shoulders and husked to the ground. 
"Gimme some sugar." 

Whitania raised her eyebrows. "Oh? You surprise me, mortal. I thought 
I would have to convince you to accept me again." 

"Ah heh . Heh ha ah ha ha." The Master Chief continued to shuffle 
towards her, leaving a trail of sludge-like filth and blood behind 
him. As he walked down the corridor, the lights behind him went out 
one by one, as if their charge had been stolen. Slugs of gore 
pattered from his armor and left a trail of black spots behind him. 
"Ah ha. Ha. Come on. I changed my minds_._" 

"Oh?" said Whitania, cocking one sexay kawaii hip. "What change could 
your primitive stud mind possibly facilitate?" 



At that moment the Master Chief whipped out the kitchen knife he had 
taken from the cafeteria. "AH HA! SECRET ATTACK!" He plunged the 
knife down towards Whitania's eye. 

There was a flash of white and her foot connected with his solar 
plexus. The Master Chief was lifted off the ground by the force of a 
thousand fan girls and was sent crashing through the bulkhead, 
breaking through pipes and reinforcement alike in a puff of shredded 
metal and combusted gas. His body blew a hole through the next 
bulkhead, and the next one after that, leaving a trail of punctured 
walls. At the last he shot out through a reinforced window and came 
crashing down into a room with a large pillar in the middle. He 
sprawled limply on the ground for a moment, dazed by the strange 
colors and shapes that flitted across his vision. His ears rang with 
hallucinated sounds. 

"Fuck, what else is new?" The Master Chief punched himself to his 
feet and glared around the room, checking the size of the hole his 
body had made. "That bitch has got a boot on her." Some rusty neuron 
in his head sprung to life at that moment, and he recognized where he 
was. "Well I'll be." 

It was the Cryo Chamber where he had first been awoken so many years, 
I mean days, ago. 

"Fitting, isn't it?" said Whitania as she levitated through the hole 
in the wall with her single flapping angel wing. 

"I'll fit my fist in your cooch." The Master Chief reached for where 
he had holstered his pistol, but it was gone. The kitchen knife had 
been knocked out of his hand, so he glared about the darkened corners 
of the room for a weapon. His eyes were drawn back again to that old 
cryo chamber he had stepped out of so many years, I mean days, ago. 
Its whole front had been smashed by the first fight between Cercil 
and the Chief. 

The Master Chief laughed. "Those two Jews couldn't punch a dick out 
of an elephants butt." 

"I'm going to pretend I didn't hear that." Whitania was watching him 
with an amused smile. She began to circle him, taking long, languid 
steps. The Master Chief rotated in place to watch her, his eyes 
wandering with the idleness of the insane as his visor dripped thick 
ichor from its seams. 

He giggled. "So are we going to fuck now, ora€|?" 

"Hmmm." She put a finger to her perfect dark white lips. "Perhaps. I 
must say, this is a rather exciting proposition for a girl like me. 
Two men in one body. It's like having twice the attention, but none 
of the skank." 

"I'm not two men," said the Master Chief. 

She waved his words away as if they were so much simile on the 
metaphor. "I was going to simply take you as another cock for my 
inter-dimensional bi-sexual harem. Chief." She reached out, her 
fingers brushing gently over his armored bicep. 



"I'm not the Chief." The Master Chief made a grab for her with avian 
hands and she slapped him. He reeled backwards, stunned by the force 
of her incredibly strong Barbie hand. 

"But now that Cercil's joined you in that sweet little stupid head of 
yours, wella€|it gives me an idea." She cupped the chin of his 
helmet, tilting it every which way like a horse breeder inspecting a 
stallion. "I wonderaC | how many more of my man sluts could I fit into 
your head? 

"_I'm not Cercil_. " 

She ignored him. "Imagine ita€"all the beefcake in the universe, all 
packed into the perfect bod." 

"I'll swallow their lives right down my throat," said the Master 
Chief . 

She continued to ignore him. "At once sly and dull, dark and light, 
kind and harsh, dominant and submissive, vampire and werewolf, human 
and alien, bisexual and bisexualaC i all in one, perfect man. No longer 
would they call me a slut or a hoe." She drew herself up. Her hair 
flared out behind her head like a whirling white halo of perfect 
hair. "Instead of a skank you would have a Queen. ALL HOTTIES WOULD 
LOVE ME AND DESPAIR!" 

The Master Chief backed away from her, dry washing his filth hatred 
hands and hunching his shoulders. "Sounds kind of weird. Do your 
other huge dicked stallions like Dick's Barbeque Burgers? Because I 
love dicks. I'm not sure I like this mind orgy idea." 

Whitania threw back her head and laughed. "Oh, foolish man, " she 
said, possibly not even hearing him anymore. "You don't have a 
choice . " 

"That's where you're wrong!" 

It was Oreo, coming to save the day! 

Again ! 

Oreo and her giant tits burst through the door. "We always have a 
choice, " she said, striding into the room with a plasma rifle and a 
clichA© trained on Whitania. Mendoza and Sergeant Johnson flanked 
her, training sub machine guns on the Master Chief with looks of 
determination on their minority faces. Keyes wandered in behind them, 
trying to shut the door and grumbling about technology. 

"Why don't they have one button for everything?" he grumbled. He was 
old . 

Oreo talked over him. "LIKE I saida€"I mean, that isa€|" she trailed 
off, staring at the thing standing in front of her. "Oh my goda€ | what 
happened to you. Chief?" 

The Master Chief waved to her. "Oh, hi Oreo. I told you not to call me 
that. You know I'm going to have to hurt you nowa€"not that I wasn't 
going to already, but still, you know, sadism. What can you 

do . " 



Whitania laughed. "Foolish human skank! This poor creature doesn't 
even remember his own identity, and soon he'll exist only to serve 
me." She began to glow white, the room vibrating around them much 
like her Edward Cullen vibrator. 

Oreo turned reluctantly away from the Master Chief. "Whitania, listen 
to me! We've got to destroy Haloa€"if we don't. Guilty Spark will 
wipe out all life as we know it." 

The Master Chief looked at her curiously. "How did you know about 
that ? " 

"Fool." Whitania waved a hand, and in a flash of light Oreo's gun was 
torn from her fingers. "_I am not life as you know it_. " She began to 
rise into the air. "I am beyond your comprehension. I am a goddess. I 
am perfection. I ama€|_marisoo_!" Anachronistic organ music began to 
play as a gothic choir sang One Winged Angel, a not very good song 
that for some reason is very popular. "And this mana€"" white hair 
whipping about her face, she pointed to the Master Chief, who 
cringed, "IS MINE!" 

"That's where you're wrong!" said an all too familiar voice. 

Again ! 

The Master Chief's head snapped around and he stared at Oreo. 
"Cortana? " 

"That's right," said the A.i.'s voice, coming from a small and 
clichA©d but audibly potent speaker on Oreo's helmet. "I'm alive, you 
asshole! Before you could kill me I copied myself over the Covenant 
battle net and into the Truth and Reconciliation, and then got Oreo 
to download me onto a flash drive and plug me into her 
helmet . " 

"Wow," said Mendoza. "How'd you do that so fast?" 

"I wouldn't have been able to transfer all the data so quickly if 
someone hadn't installed BitTorrent on all your helmets," said 
Cortana. "It seems someone's been downloading terabytes of gay 
porn . " 

Everyone looked at Mendoza. 

"What?" He raised his over plucked, chocolate mole eyebrows. 
"Seriously bitchesa€"you think _I _need porn?" 

"Point," said Oreo. 

"Then who was it, niggas?" asked Johnson to the room at large. 

Keyes began to pace back and forth. "Someone in this room, surely." 

He pointed. "Cortanaa€"can you pull up a record of who downloaded the 
gay porn?" 

The Master Chief raised his hand. "Hey, fleshpots. Marisoo over 
there?" he pointed at Whitania, who was floating there in white light 
looking miffed. "Halo is exploding? Encroaching flood virus; fate of 
the universe? I'm going to murderer you all with my dick?" 


Everyone gasped. 



"Don't worry guys," said Cortana. "He doesn't have a dick. And more 
to the point, I can't trace the downloads because whoever had the gay 
porn somehow dispersed the data feed giga matrix subleasing super 
algorithm war games zip file into all the helmets, effectively 
'covering their tracks, ' if you will." 

"Well, he could not have been me, because I am not good at using 
computers," said Sergeant Johnson. "My fingers. Are too black. For 
that white keyboard." 

"Guys, " said the Master Chief, raising his death hands and glaring 
around the room. "I have a dick, okay? _God_. " 

"Uh, hello?" Oreo put into the silence. "Important issues? Marisoo 
over there? Halo is exploding, the galaxy is doomed? The Chief is 
insane? " 


"That's what I said!" exclaimed the Master Chief. He started towards 
her. "Oreo, come here, I need to eat your wordsa€"" 

"Whoa!" Oreo jumped away like a young man on a dock narrowly escaping 
dolphin-humping. The others raised their guns, attention re-captured. 
Everyone gave the maniac a berth, except for Whitania, who was 
looking more and more annoyed that nobody was paying any attention to 
her whilst she gave _her _birth. Oops, spoilers. 

"Come on Oreo, baby, " cackled the Spartan, undulating serpent-like 
before them as Whitania glared jealously down. "We've got so much to 
talk about. How've you been since the Chief fucked off and got raped 
in the brain by your secret admirer? How 're anaconda ding-dong and 
the sloppy chocolate enchilada treating you?" 

"Wha' de feck is en enchailayda, " asked Johnson, sticking his lower 
lip out. "Is dat me?" 

Oreo said "That's a Texan accent, Johnson." 

"He must be the burrito, " began Mendoza softly. His blowjob lips 
curled sensually. "Because I've got a big pito." 

Cortana groaned. "Oh, would you two shut the fuck up. We all know you 
downloaded the porn, Johnson." 

"WE JUST BARELY GOT OUT IN TIME!" said Oreo loudly, addressing the 
Master Chief who was staring at Mendoza, his head cocking slowly to 
the side. "Cortana delayed the Truth and Reconciliation's detonation 
sequence so that we could escape. I never would have believed 
ita€"Cortana, helping us!" 

"Maybe her code got corrupted by the transfer," said Mendoza. "Like 
semen becoming santorum when it enters thea€"" In the background, 
Keyes choked on his drool and fell over. 

Cortana groaned once more like she'd done before. "I was on the ship 
too. You think I'd want to risk getting ganked again!?" Somehow, 
despite being only a voice, she managed to look accusingly at the 
Master Chief. 


"THAT SHOULD HAVE WORKED!" he snarled, storming off in a random 



direction. "You SHOULD BE DEAD YOU PURPLE WHORE!" He slammed a fist 
into the wall, which molded around the blow like room temperature 
butter . 

"ENOUGH OF THIS, MORTALS." It was Whitania! She had grounded herself 
and stopped glowing, then suddenly screamed in theatrical pain and 
doubled over, clutching her stomach. "Oh no! The pain!" 

"Ignore her, guys!" said Cortana. "She just wants 
attention . " 

Mendoza tittered. "What. A. Whore." 

"Focus on me," insisted the A. I. "And listen. Master Chief. There's 
someone you need to meet. There's something I think it's time for you 
to know . " 

Oreo shook her head. "Yeah, Chief. I would have told you if I'd 
known, buta€"" 

"Oh my god," interrupted the Master Chief, gaping at Oreo. "a€ | Are 
youa€ | my mother!? NO WONDER I WANT TO FUCK YOU!" 

"Aieee ! " Whitania looked around covertly to see if anyone was 
watching. "My womanly pains!" 

The Master Chief wheeled around and started towards her. "Oh my god 
honey are you all right? I brought some tampons back from the 
storea€"their salmon scented, just like you like." He held up his 
f ist . " 

"Sona€ | stop, " said an old and world-weary voice. 

He turned, murder fisting forgotten. "a€| Father?" 

Keyes's crater-like face softened as he looked at the Master Chief. 
"No, John. But I've always considered you to be like a son to me, 
even now." He gestured at the Spartan ' sa€ | current state of affairs. 
"And now that this has happened, wella€| let's just say I feel like I 
should have told you this earlier." 

"What are you talking about?" asked the Master Chief as sappy violin 
music began to play. "I've never felt better!" He laughed nervously, 
backing away from Keyes. 

Keyes hobbled after him "I know things must be pretty confusing right 
now. Hell, I know the feelinga€"I don't know where I am half the 
time . " 

"We're in the cargo hold." 

"Yes, we are. Just like the day you were smuggled from your home over 
night in a crate of Florida oranges, then stuffed in the hold of my 
ship by Dr. Hazy." 

"That wasn't me." 

Keyes smiled sadly, again. "Yes, it was. Or at leasta€ |_one of 
you_. " 



"This would be really dramatic if he hadn't already explained it to 
us," said Mendoza. 

The Master Chief reached out, grabbed a medal off of Keyes's uniform, 
and flicked it through Mendoza's left eye and out the back of his 
skull in a red ribbon of blood and chunky bone flakes. Mendoza's body 
crumpled dead to the ground, permanently dead forever never coming 
back mortality finite totally dead permanent character death. 

"He'll be back," said Oreo. 

Johnson exploded. * * "NOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO ! " ** 

Keyes rounded on him. "PIPE DOWN OVER THERE MANDINGO!" 

Everyone stared. 

"It's okay," said Oreo, raising her hands beseechingly. "He'sa€|an 
asshole . " 

"Can we talk about my problems?" asked the Master Chief. 

"Or mine?" asked Whitania, clutching her stomach. 

"WAIT YOUR TURN." The deranged Spartan turned back to Keyes, who had 
just gotten through covering a huge snotty cough with his gross old 
person hands. "So da-de, you were saying?" 

"Yes." Keyes snorted up a long strand of translucent geriatric 
secretions. "As I was sayingaC | _one of you_. " 

"Oh, come on!" The Master Chief sighed. "First Cortana now you! Do 
you jizz boxes ever get tired of this multiple personality shit?" 

"I never saidaC"" began Cortana. 

He waved a hand. "Not you. The other, maggot ridden, undead Cortana 
who lives in my head." 

Oreo raised an eyebrow. "There's a difference?" 

"At least I'm not half cow," retorted Cortana. 

"Don't listen to the baby makers," said Keyes. "The only mouths we 
want them opening are the ones between their legs, am I right?" He 
winked . 

"Can't disagree with you there," said the Master Chief. 

Oreo made a sound halfway between a laugh and a sob. "Oh god. I hate 
all of you so much. So very, very much." 

"That's whya€"he should bea€"" Whitania doubled over, cramping 
painfully. "With _me!_" 

Everyone in the universe ignored her. 

The Captain turned back to the Master Chief with a mournful twist to 
his leathery lips. "It's not us," he said gently. "I'm sorry, son. I 
wish I didn't have to say thisa€"you ' re a good soldier, and a good 



misogynist. But it's _you_. It's always been _you_. " 

"When do we get to the killing?" 

"Sona€|let me tell you a story." Keyes put a hand on his shoulder. 
Then he wiped his hand off and put it back on, but only because he 
realized that the filth would never come out of his skin anyways. 

"A story about a young whippersnapper , full of thrift and verve, 
named John. His father was a businessman who hopped from continent to 
colony, closing deals and spreading his seed amongst hotel maids to 
ensure the propagation of his bloodline across all worlds." Keyes 
shed a single tear of respect. "His mother toiled her life away in 
the kitchen making sandwiches and in the bedroom making babies, 
though none of John's siblings ever survived long in their house. 
Because he killed them. But this all-American family was struck with 
terrible tragedy: John was born with an enormous fist sized tumor in 
the center of his brain, creating a bizarre psychological separation 
between his left brain and his right brain. The right brain 
personality was a sociopathic man-child bent on amusing itself with 
anything it could find, even the lives of others; it could not even 
understand the idea of others having feelings. It was so 
insensatea€"so ungodlya€"that it did not even have a name, did not 
even understand the concept of a name." Keyes sighed. "The left brain 
personality, on the other hand, was called Cercil Saltstein. Instead 
of a sensible, logical, conservative and god-fearing Christian built 
to suppress his liberal scumbag right side, the left brain 
personality was a cold and calculating demon of pure negativity and 
hatred, a pure inversion; instead of wanting only pleasure for 
itself, it was driven to produce pain in others." 

Mendoza checked his watch. His _gay _watch! "How long is this going 
to take? I have people to have sex with. I'm on aa€|_tight_ 
schedule . " 

Oreo hit him. 

Keyes went on obliviously. "As for John, well, he only existed as the 
fusion of these two personalities through the tumor in his head. He 
was the foulest of them both. It was his murderous drive that made 
him strong enough to be considered for the Spartan program, you see. 
He was flash cloned and then abductedaC i by me, and Dr. Hazely. Dr. 
Hastly." Keyes paused. "Uha€ i whatever that broad's name was. The good 
doctor collected a bunch of other kids too, and they were trained at 
special facilities on Reach with lots of good old fashioned child 
abuse." He smiled warmly. "Just like my pa taught me. Eventually they 
became soldiersa€"top physical condition, top training. Finally they 
were outfitted with top-notch military augmentations that killed 
ninety percent of them. The survivors were equipped with prototypical 
Moldnerf armor. They fought valiantly against the Covenant but in the 
end John was the only one left, mostly because he'd killed all the 
others. He escaped in a cryo pod as Reach burned." 

Keyes gestured to the busted pod. "This very. Cryo pod. In 
fact . " 

"And then something happeneda€"I don't know what, but as near as I 
can tell the left and right brain personas somehow manifested in two 
different bodies. The first one was the Chief, who in his mind 
envisioned Cercil as the enemya€"a Covenant Elite. And so that was 



what he became. Neither of you could be destroyed while the other 
lived. It must have been a tough fight, but it looks like neither of 
you won. Instead you re-merged, and Johna€"the product of the 
combination of the two personasa€"reemerged as the dominant 
personality . " 

"Jesus Christ," said Cortana. "Is he almost done? I've got shit to 

do . " 

Oreo hit her helmet. "Shut up." 

"Wait-wait-wait-wai, " said the Master Chief, crossing his arms 
belligerently as Keyes stood there, drooling before him. "Hold on. 
This makes no sense at all. There are more holes in your story than 
in a vagina made of Swish cheese: just how, _exactly_, could there be 
three personalities if the left brain and the right brain were the 
Chief and Cercil? Where did the third personality come from? Where 
did Johna€"I come from?" 

"The huge cancerous tumor," said Keyes. 

"Oh." He paused. "So, who's the real mea€"" 

"The cancer," said Keyes. His dentures fell out. He slipped them back 
in. "Honestly I don't know how you're alive right now." 

"Well. That explains everything, I guess." 

"Wait, that's _it_?" Oreo stormed up between them, shaking her head. 
"He was righta€"this doesn't explain _anything._" She began to count 
on her fingers, face burning with frustrated rage. "How did Cercil 
and the Chief get split? _Why _couldn't they die, really? How can 
someone be indestructible? Where did Whitania come from? WHERE DID 
CERCIL GET HIS MAGIC POWERS FROM? HOW IS ANY OF THIS 
POSSIBLE?" 

"Guys," gapsed Whitania, her zaftig bosom heaving. "I think I might 
bea€ ] .prgenant . " 

They all rounded on her. "Shut up!" 

Oreo continued. "Why did Major Silva betray the human race? How does 
Mendoza have sex with every man in the universe all at once? Where 
did the Flood come from? Why does Commander Darren have a human name? 
How do you get shot with a hamburger? Why are Marines _so bad_ at 
throwing grenades, and why the hell was there a giant talking 
ant ? 

"Does it matter?" asked the Master Chief. He stood up, even though he 
had never sat down. "I mean... maybe all that matters is that I'm 
finallya€|" he looked up at the dead electric lights in the ceiling. 
"Free . " 

"Chief?" Oreo looked over at him. Everyone else looked at each other. 
You looked at the page. I looked at my dog. My dog looked at me. We 
looked at each other. 

"I'm not the Chief. I never was. That was some name everyone else 
kept calling me. Nobody even knew what it meant." He shuffled over to 
Oreo and the other humans. Keyes watched him go with glass eyes, then 



began to walk into a wall like a broken robot. He had used his old 
dusty brains up enough that day. 


The Master Chief spread his arms wide. "Now that I know where I came 
froma€" " 

"Cancer?" put in Cortana helpfully. 

He stopped, fists clenched. 

"Cortana?" began Oreo. "Please be quiet." 

The Master Chief took a deep breath and continued. "Now that I know 
where I came fromaC"" 

"I WANT YOU TO COME IN MEEEEE ! " interrupted Whitania from over by the 
pods, clutching her stomach and craning her neck back to the 
ceiling . 

"Me too," said Mendoza. 

The Master Chief flung a handout as if he was swatting a fly. The 
back of his gauntlet caught Mendoza on the chin, spinning his head 
around like a top with a metallic crackle. Mendoza's shocked face 
eventually stopped spinning, staring the opposite direction from the 
rest of his body. He fell over backwards. 

"I KNEW HE WAS FAKIN' !" roared Sergeant Johnson, pulling out his sub 
machine gun and aiming it at the Master Chief sideways. 

Oreo stepped in the way. 

"Wait, Johnson! He's actually killed Mendoza less times than he did 
when he was normal, so that doesn't prove anything." 

"Hurm." Johsnon lowered the sub machine gun. "a€|true dat . " 

"Yeah, she's got a point," said Mendoza as he entered the room, 
stepping over his own dead body. 

"That's happening faster and faster," commented Cortana. 

"As I was saying," began the Master Chief again. "Now that 
I a€ " " 

"ALL RIGHT HUMANS ! " announced Commander Darren as he burst loudly 
into the room with his entourage, brandishing two plasma rifles, 

"TIME TO DIEa€"oh my god never mind." He took one look at the Master 
Chief and fled. His posse followed suit, and in the next minute, they 
were long gone. 

"Ahem!" the Master Chief raised his hand. "Heel face turn going on 
here? " 

"Oreo looked at him with big eyes. "Go ahead. Chief." 

He patted her on the cheek, leaving a black-hand print. "Thanks babe. 
Well, as I was saying, now that that we've all heard the shocking 
revelation of my incredibly interesting and logical back story" he 
sidled over to Johnson as Oreo watched him with tears of joy in her 



eyes "I can pretend to be cured so that I can get closer, take 
Johnson's gat" he slapped Johnson in the face so hard that the 
Sergeant went down on all fours, signature green cap flying through 
the air as he spat large white teeth onto the ground "and murder all 
of you, " finished the Master Chief, picking up the sub machine gun 
and casually aiming it over his shoulder. 

Then he shot Captain Keyes twenty times in the stomach. 

The sound of a huge bag of pebbles being shaken about and then set 
gently on the ground rang throughout the cryo bay, just as the bullet 
casings cascaded about the Master Chief's gore caked boots. Keyes's 
glassy white eyes for one moment gained clarity as blood overflowed 
from his mouth, even though no amount of bullet wounds in the gut can 
cause you to cough up blood. The faded knees of his command grays 
bumped lamely into the deck as he crumpled like a crushed flower; a 
flower crushed and springing up from the imprint of the boot, only to 
fall bent and crushed again. His bloodless lips parted, whispering 
softly, and a single tear fell from his eye. 

"a€ | _Rosebuda€ | 

The Master Chief shot Keyes in the face and his head exploded. POW! 
The body slumped down. 

He turned around. Mendoza was kneeling by an incapacitated Johnson, 
and Oreo was standing there in shock, mouth gaping. "Hey guys. I just 
killed my father." 

"No!" It was Cortana. "Without the Captain's neural implant we won't 
be able to activate the Pillar of Autumn's self destruct sequence! 
Game over, man!" 

The Master Chief lifted the gun and pointed it at Oreo. "I think the 
death of the cosmos is the least of your worries right now. You 
purpleaC | light show . Vagina. _Whore._" 

"COME WITH ME MY LOVE!" screeched Whitania from across the room like 
a fucking banshee, stretching her hands out before her. "YOU CAN BE 
IMMORTAL IN MY HAREM. WHY WON'T ANYONE LOOK AT ME!?" 

No one noticed. Oreo's face was like a wasteland. "I thought I could 
help you. I thought I could save you from yourself. I'm so sorry. 
Chief." 

He cocked his head to the side. "You're sorry? You're the one who's 
going to die. Well, we're all going to die. But you know how it is. 
Genocide . " 

"Here we go again," sighed Mendoza. "You guys are more dramatic than 
my soaps ! " 

The Master Chief shot him in the head and Mendoza's brains splattered 
all over the wall. 

"Whoa," said Mendoza as he stepped through the door. "What's going in 
_here?_" 


"Like I was saying," said Oreo. "You have no idea how much you annoy 
me. Chief. But more than thataC | I feel sorry for you: trapped in that 



_thing, _hurting everyone else forever. No matter what. Chief, you 
deserve more. I'd like to think that we all do. Even JohnsonaC"" 

" Ya racist ! " 

"And Mendoza, and Cortanaa€"they ' re better than you. Chief. And for 
the hero of humanity, that's just sad." 

"You are so dramatic," said the Master Chief. "And you're crying a 
lot. Are you menstruating?" 

"Yesa€"I mean, _no_. " Oreo's face went red. "At least I'm taking this 
seriously. " 

He stepped closer to her, pressing the muzzle of the smg to her 
forehead. "Listen Whoreo, let me tell _you_ a story: I know you're 
trying to pull some sort of last minute 'power of love' super 
conversion Final Fantasy ending to this douchedebacle, but it ain't 
gonna happen. I don't know what sort of fruity co-dependant fuck 
sucking you were 69ing with 'the Chief, ' but friendship is magic 
doesn't cut it for me." Their faces pressed togethera€"the Master 
Chief's golden visor sweating blood. 

Oreo stared right back. "Nothing can save us. Chief? Not 
evenaC | Dicks ? _Dicks Barbeque Burgers?_" 

"There's no hope, Oreo. Not even for dicks." The Chief pressed the 
gun against her forehead, the muzzle screwing into a pale flesh. "No 
hope . " 

"Nigga, " said a voice behind him. " Ia€ | BELIEVE ! " 

Sgt . Sergeant Johnson had lost a few teeth from the blow to the face; 
now his two front teeth stood out from bloody gums. Bright red blood 
from a split lip and covered his lips. His cap had been knocked 
offa€"now his enormous afro of hair erupted from his scalp. 

"Wow," said the Master Chief. "Nice fucking 'fro." The gun clicked 
empty, and Oreo swooned in surprise, her massive tits heaving and 
almost throwing her off balance ha ha ha women get it because they're 
different and men aren't different also whyte. 

"Uh, oops." The Master Chief fumbled at his belt for a clip to reload 
his smg. Johnson had some. The Master Chief reached out. "Hey, spade, 
can I have some of your ammo?" 

Johnson swatted his hand away with surprising strength. "There be 
only one way to settle this, niggs, " grated the black man. And then 
he tore his uniform off, revealing an incredible ripped chocolate 
body, fully nude except for wooly black long underwear that 
accentuated an enormous banana hammock. 

Oreo face palmed. "JohnsonaC | what the hell are you doingaC | " 

"I'm gay and horny," added Mendoza. 

"I don't even need men," said Cortana. 

"I'm jellyous, " said the Master Chief. 



"Niiiigaaaaaaaah ! " A very black light shone around Sergeant Johnson. 
He began to rise into the air, his pimp hand glowing with ethnic 
power . 

"Whoa." Mendoza's face shone with the light of civil rights, and 
other racial and societal issues. " It ' sa€ ! beaut ifulaC i " 

The Master Chief screamed in rage and this display of diversity. His 
body erupted into sickly green fire and he too rose high, high into 
the rafters of the cryo chamber. The green light mixed with the black 
to bath the room in a dark green hue. Those on the ground watched in 
awe, then slumped to cover their ears as a humming filled the world. 
The power of internalized racism and general prejudice were being 
drawn on by both combatants; each for his own ends, but producing 
good for one and evil for the other. 

What I'm saying is that racism is like the force. It flows through 
all things. 

Actually, I don't really know what I'm saying. This isn't South Park, 
okay? _Suck it._ 

Oreo fell to her knees, mouth hanging open. "a€|What the 
fuck . " 

Anyways, the smell of cordite filled the air as black and white 
lightening (also known as mulatto lightening) sprang from the bodies 
of the two men and struck the world around them. Whitania conjured 
her personal force field to protect herself and the precious life 
within her womb, while Oreo dove for cover. Mendoza was instantly 
incinerated . 

When the Master Chief spoke his voice was a booming roar that shook 
the world. "HOW IRONIC THAT THIS FINAL BATTLE WOULD BE BETWEEN ME AND 
YOU HOW IRONIC THAT IT WILL END AS IT WAS ALWAYS DESTINED TO END HOW 
IRONIC, SERGEANT SGT . JOHNSON, THAT IT SHALL BE I AGAINST YOU AND YOU 
AGAINST ME BLACK VERSUS WHITE AS IT WAS ALWAYS MEANT TO BE HOW EYE 
RONIC ! " 

Johnson bared his teeth, large nostrils flaring. "I will put an end 
to you _nyyyyyyyyggaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaHHHHHHHHHHH ! " _He pulled 
his hand back, an enormous ball of energy shaped like a black fist 
materializing around his hand. 

"FOOL! I am not for die!" the Master Chief placed his hands by his 
crotch. An orb of green energy grew there. It was AIDS, it was Ebola, 
it was whiplash and SID, it was broken bones and shattered dreams, it 
was religious intolerance and ethnic purity, it was despair and black 
holes and the nightmares of small children ages one through five. 
"SppppaaartawwwnnaC"" he threw his hands out "PAUNCH" 

Johnson dodged the blast and spun, then flew through the air, 
trailing racial sensitivity behind him. He brought his fist to bear 
in a straight trajectory for the Master Chief's face. "RAP BATTLE 
BLAAAAST ! " 

"NO! " 


The Chief woke up. 



He was in a strange place, a place no white man had ever been 
beforea€"a basketball court. 

He was standing in the middle of a huge makeshift stage as a grimy 
beat began to play and hundreds of small children cheered from the 
audience. He peered back at them, seeing faces he recognized: young 
Spartans Tim, Tom, Toby, and even Todd. In other faces he recognized 
the features of those Spartan girls known as Mary, Linda, and Grace 
Jones. He turned and saw continual montages of phat booty being 
displayed on large TV screens behind him. A voice rang out in the 
auditorium . 

"INTRODUCING EMMMM CEEEE 'the Chief' for the BATTLE of the 
CENTURY ! " 

The Chief shook himself. "Battle? What the fuck? This looks like my 
old middle school basket balls court. Not that I've ever been 
there . " 

A voice came from behind him. "I always knew that I would finish this 
way." It was Cercil Saltstein, looking out over the pre-pubescent 
crowd with a wistful expression. He looked somewhat fresher and less 
mutated than before; the necrotic flesh and clumsy prosthetics were 
gone, as were his horns and wings. He was also naked. This pushed his 
appearance back into the negative numbers all by itself. 

The Chief widened his stance, only to feel the dry caress of high 
school gymnasium air upon his bare loins. He was naked, but replied 
to his nemesis fearlessly. "What, that it would end in one final 
battle against me?" 

"I couldn't have put it better myself." Cercil pointed downwards, and 
the Chief gasped at seeing the reason they lacked their clothing: 
something long, black, and cylindrical had grown between them, 
joining their groins with inseparable rubbery flesh that pulsed and 
twitched malevolently. 

"My end is bigger," said Cercil. At that moment a red slit opened in 
the center of the black tumor's length. It was an eye, bloody and 
baleful . 

"GAH!" the Chief backed up and the cock-tumor stretched but did not 
break. The eye swiveled towards him, reptilian pupil widening in some 
unfathomable emotion. It was like the Eye of Sauron but attached to a 
different kind of tower of you know what I 
mean . 

DICKSDICKSDICKSDICKS 

The Chief squared his legs and crossed his arms, facing off against 
his nude opposite number. "So, have you been controlling me with 
Mendoza's HIV penis this whole time?" he bellowed. 

Cercil 's leered. "Perish the frot. No, Chief, that tumor is probably 
the Master Chief-like Keyes said, before you killed him." 

"Hey!" the Chief puffed his chest out. "I didn't killa€imy _father_! " 
he began to weep. 

"Yeah, okay, Oedipus. All that's left for you to do now is get 



Cortana pregnant and then gouge out your own eyes, and the tragedy 
will be complete. She was based on Dr. Hazel, you know." 

"It's Dr. Hastlen, " corrected the Chief. He narrowed his eyes. "So, 
you knew about this? You were already in cahoots with this _thing._" 
he pointed at their dick. The eye swiveled towards Cercil. 

The fake Elite's lip curled. "I see you're as palsy as ever. Chief. 

If I'd known about Nightmare here do you think I would have _wanted 
_to bust him out? I might as well have been born yesterday for all I 
knew about _The Exorcist_ _of the Chief from the mind of Eli Roth_. 
And besides, I like having a body. Even if it is some sort of 
leathery half dog half squid half shark dinosaur hybrid. Thanks for 
thinking an alien body up, by the way. You couldn't have gone with 
Fabio or James Marsters, no, it had to be the bastard love child of 
squid ward and E.T.'s fursona. " 

The Chief waved this away. "You think I _wanted you around? _Nobody 
wants you around, man, you smell like pickles!" 

The crowd suddenly threw their arms up in a veritable wave and 
shouted. "OOOOH!" 

"LOOKS LIKE SOMEONE JUST GOT SERVED!" screamed an echoing voice from 
the loud speakers on the sides of the stage. The funky beat began to 
pick up. 

Cercil held up a hand. "Hold on there, Fitty, did you feel that? The 
penis tumor wentaC | soft." 

The Chief cocked his helmet, which he was still wearing despite being 
naked. "I must be going flaccid from looking at 
you . " 

"Againa€"insult me more!" Cercil began tugging on the cancerous 
growth, trying to remove it. 

Probably . 

"Uma€ | " The Chief cleared his throat. "You all right? 

What ' rea€ | what ' re you doing." 

Cercil began to sweat. "It's getting strong again." The evil tumor's 
eye seemed to laugh, quivering in a depression of blood. "Listen to 
me, fuckpluga€"I think there's a way we can both be free: if we have 
a rap battle, we can destroy your evil personality." 

"How does that work?" 

Cercil went on. "Who cares? We can go back to the way it was before, 
with me attacking you at the worst possible times and ruining 
everything. Don't you want to go back, Queef?" 

The Chief faltered. "You told me yourself how similar we were. I 
don't know if I can ever go back." 

The huge cock grew harder, pulling them closer. Cercil 's foot touched 
the Chief's and their skin began to merge. 

"Gah! Shut up!" Cercil began to wring his hands. "I won't go back 



into the grim darkness with you. I won't! I mean, evil is one thing 
but HOLY SHIT that was some emo-f aggotry . " He looked up. "Chief, 
listen, I was just kidding when I said that we were the same, 
okay ? " 

"Even if you don't believe we're the samea€ | I know it's true." The 
Chief tried to fall to his knees dejectedly, but the tumor prevented 
him, wrenching him back up as it drew them closer and closer. 

"Ah heha€ | " Cercil put on a confident smile, but the fear showed 
through. "Come on, Chiefa€|Even the most bitter truths can be denied 
out of existence by good enough insults. This is the internet after 
all." 

"Internet? God damn it Cercil!" the Chief grabbed the Elite by the 
shoulders and started shaking him. "I never know what you're talking 
about! Speak American, damn it!" His hands fused into Cercil. 

"Get off of me!" Cercil screamed. "No. No! N0000 ! " 

"I leave you two alone and look what happens," said a voice. They 
turned as one to see a middle aged woman in glasses and graying hair 
standing a few feet away. Unfortunately she was not naked. She was 
wearing hot pants and an enormous white basket ball jersey with the 
number 117 on it. 

"You're the voice from the speakers," said the Chief slowly. 

"You sounded awfully manly," put in Cercil, eying her warily. "You're 
not from Transylvania, are you?" 

"Menopause can do strange things to you," she said. "But let's talk 
about you boys." She turned to the Chief. "Look at you. I give you 
some advices three like any good missing parent and you go and 
impregnate a cosmic abomination." 

The Chief gasped. "a€| Mother? I mean, yes. I did." 

"And you." Their mother turned to Cercil, shaking her head wearily. 
"Making referential jokes to the _Rocky Horror Picture Show__ in a 
Halo fan fiction? Honestly. Even for the abstract representation of 
an alternate personality, that's just silly." 

Cercil hung his head in shame. "I'm sorry. It's just hard having to 
make an obscure and a minimally to extremely offensive joke every 
time I open my mouth." 

The Chief squealed in surprise. "He's done much worse than that talk 
constantly! This is all his fault!" 

"Don't you go blaming your brother for everything," said his mother, 
waving a finger. "Everyone must share his portion of the 
blamea€"including you, John." 

The pulsating tumor cock gurgled and blinked its baleful red eye. The 
Chief and Cercil looked down at it in some surprise. 

"Don't you 'whatever' me, young man," said their mother. "I know 
you've been stuffing shredded corpse flesh into toilets again! Do you 
_want_ a repeat of the punishment I gave you for killing all my other 



children? " 


The tumor subsided grudgingly. 

"Good." She took a deep breath. "Now, here's what we're going to do. 
John is going back into the stygian pita€"no buts, mister!" She 
cleared her throat pointedly. "The Chief is going to go back to his 
friends. Especially that nice young lady Oreo." She slapped the Chief 
on the bum encouragingly. 

"Fucking whore," said Cercil. 

Their mother gave him a stern look. She frowned so hard that her nose 
popped off. "And you. You go back to that gentleman Commander Darren 
and those nice Covenant boys and girls." 

"They incinerate colonies," said the Chief. 

She rounded on him, half of her hair falling out and one of her eyes 
popping out. "Not another peep out of you young man!" A microphone 
was in her hand, and she pushed it into his chest. "Here, take this 
and use it to separate yourself from your brothers." 

"What's that?" asked Cercil. "Some sort of representation 
of a€" " 

"It's a microphone." She gave him one too. Her hand flopped to the 
floor. "Now yell at each other until your dick explodes." 

They watched as their mother turned quickly and shuffled away. As she 
went, her skin began to fall off to reveal the insectile carapace of 
an enormous anthropomorphic ant. 

Cercil raised his eyebrows. "Wow. Menopause really hits them hard, 
huh? I hope you're not planning to tie the knot on Oreo, because 
mana€ | saggers are incoming, I guarantee." 

Before the Chief could respond the announcer's voice came back 
on . 

"AAWWWWRIGHT . Now that that little hiccup is over with, it's time for 
the rap battle of the century. MMMMM CCCCEEEeee CHIEF versus 
Cercil ! " 

The crowd erupted into cheers . 

The Chief nearly jumped out of his skin. "Johnson's Rap Battle 
blasta€"that ' s what caused this! But I don't know how to rap! I'm not 
even black ! " 

"Never saw that joke coming." Cercil rolled his eyes. "Of course you 
can rap. Anyone can rap; just call the other guy a 
faggot . " 

"Buta€" " 

Cercil bared his teeth. "Maybe if I can't destroy you physically or 
mentally I can destroy you verbally. Care to bet, faget?" 

"Like you've ever gotten close enough to try," the Chief shot back 



automatically. The Chief took a deep breath. A bead of sweat 
travelled down the bridge of his nose and dripped off his lip to land 
against his mic and trail down its bulbous head. His lips parted, and 
for a single moment all was silent. Then the grizzly beat kick 
started and he commenced to rap. 

"Bitches I'm fucking. Covenant I'm shootin 

The only ass you tap is as dead as Rasputin 

You hop around, jacked up on your camel toe feet 

Every part of you is pussy pie waiting to get beat." 

Cercil sneered. He jammed the microphone into his own mouth and let 
loose a snarl of feedback. 

"Chief, you're rhymes are awkward 

Just like the time I pimped your mom 

You and your dad were watching 

Couldn't get it up or get it on 

It ' s true I eat dicks 

And testicles too 

'But that's only because the taste 
reminds me of you." 

"Dumbass, " said the Chief. "We're the same fucking person." He leaned 
forwards . 

"Mom jokes-that's original, it's what I'd expect from an OC 

A one dimensional asshole whose got nothing on me 

When I role on Mombassa in my gold plated hog 

All the Covenant bitches hop on to ride my log 

They tell me stories 'bout your tiny ass prick 

Even Darren says it's the size of a tooth pick." 

Cercil 's lip curled. 

"I'm hearing a lot of dick jokes coming from you 
Cortana told me on msn-half an inch! -is it true? 

If you wanna whip 'em out so bad to compare and show me 

Why don't you skip a step, bend over, and just fucking blow me!" 

He snapped his fingers in the Chief's face. 



"Come on Chief, let's do it, let the ladies take note 

We'll let Oreo choose between your raft and my boat. 

By the way, when I said boat I mean my giant cock. 

And by raft I meant your pork-key-you know, the one that ' s never 
opened a lock." 

The crowd cheered. The Chief glanced from them and back to Cercil. 
Even now he felt their linkage beginning to weaken, becoming lax and 
flaccid. Cercil grinned triumphantly at him and the Chief 
straightened up. 

"Keep on jawin' like that and I'll have to punch you 

I'll knock Mendoza's shit stick out of your mouth if I have to 

About the dicks-sorry faggot, not this time 

I'm already regretting letting a retard try to rhyme 

Let's move on to a subject more mete 

How about your preference for under-aged meat?" 

The crowd cheered, and the cancer shuddered. Cercil blinked 
rapidly . 

"No problem Chief, I'll drop you the case file in a bit 

Or are you too busy cheating on Cortana with your fax machine's 
clit ? 

Sorry-was that a secret? We all know you have a thing for computers, 
and getting hit. 

You should remember to set her browser to private. 

Take note all you luckless virgins out there 

There's a man whose desperate enough to fuck the computer with 
animated hair." 

The crowd let out an oooh. Cercil crossed his arms hip-hop style and 
jerked his chin at the Chief, who responded in a furious rush. 

"That last one was weak 

Just like your punches 

Don't ask me how I know your jealous 

I just have my hunches 

But it doesn't take Holmes 

to know you're a man that bones 

Only the tighest 



The hottest 


Picks from the nursing homes." 

Cercil snorted. 

"Chief, you're a cunt with a brain the size of a whale's blow 
hole . 

The rhymes you rap are shit just like the effluents of my 
asshole . 

Don't talk to me about nutting on an elderly broad 

Even McKay would find the amount of holographic carpet you munch a 
little odd. 

Whitania penetrated your ass when you were tied down 

And you and Mendoza have visited every gay bar in town." 

Cercil flipped him the bird, and the Chief shuddered with rage only 
to let loose a veritable torrent of words. 

"It's on you little bitch, you want to talk about gay? 

You take man chowder up your ass every day! 

You talk a lot of shit but we all know you're frontin! 

We all know you're into ass-to-dick bumpin. 

You knowledge of women's about as deep as a fanfiction 

Do you even know which hole to stick it in?" 

Cercil 's eyes flashed. 

"I've got a FAN FIC for you. Chief 

Call it female/male 

It ' s about me and Lieutenant Oreo 

And the time we spent in the Truth and Reconciliation's jail." 

A gasp went up from the crowd, followed by deathly silence. 

"FUCK YOU!" The Chief leapt at Cercil and grabbed him by throat, 
carrying them both off the stage with the force of his rage. 

It was a precious and touching memory. 

He shanked the boy in the stomach and then pushed him off the hill. 
The child's corpse joined the corpses of the others he had slain to 
become the one called King of the Hill. He turned to see a man and a 
woman approaching. They were dressed in uniforms and looked sad. He 
did not know them. 



"He's good," said the woman, her silver eyeglasses flashing. "He's 
perfect for the program. The Spartan program." 

"Of which we are involved in," agreed the man. But he still looked 
doubtful. "Look at thata€"age one minus one plus seven, and already a 
death machine. How do you expect to control that?" 

She smiled. "Lots and lots of drugs." 

He slid down the hill to them on his skate board, and did a few sick 
nasty tricks on the way. His baseball cap was turned backwards. 

"'Sup, old farts?" he asked rebelliously, squeezing a Gogurt into the 
side of his mouth. 

"Did you win the game?" asked the woman. She knelt down to speak with 
him on eye level . 

"I always win," he said. "It's easy when everyone else is 
dead . " 

"What's your name?" Her hand touched his shoulder. 

He opened his mouth to speak, but no words came out. 

He did not know his name. 

LOL INCEPTID 

** Chapter Sixteen: Breaking Halo** 

"_I suppose some of want to know why, or what, or how. Don't bother 
asking. There is no answer." a€" Mr. Rogers_ 

The evil Covenant characters regrouped in the hanger. 

"I am traumatizedth, " lisped Darren through his mangled mouth. 

"Get over it, " said Fisto as she applied healing foam and bandages to 
the purple stumps as Darren held a rag under his mouth to hold back 
the blood. 

"Get over it? Get over it!?" Darren squirmed, almost dislodging the 
bandage. "This is the worst day of my entire life." 

"It wasn't so bad," said Fisto. "He just called us a bunch of 
names . " 

"My hand was cut off," said Oz . 

"Oh," amended Fisto, "and you lost these mandibles. You're lucky you 
got out alive." 

"I wasn't talking about the demon, _idiot_, " snapped Darren. "I was 
_talking _about Eric. You know, my _lover_?" 

Fisto stepped back. "If you're going to be a bitch, you can just 
finish your own tender loving medical care." 

"Is that what you call that," mused Darren as he gently dabbed at the 
stumps . 



"I consider it fairly gentle," said Fisto. "Relative to leaving you 
to die of blood loss for destroying my career and life on numerous 
occasions . 

Darren smirked lopsidedly. "You wouldn't do that, unless you want all 
the evidence of your misdemeanors opened on the event of my 
death . " 

"I graduated first in my class in sniping academy," grumbled Fisto. 

"I could be the personal assassin of a _Fleet Commander_ by nowa€"of 
a _Prophet_, even. Instead, I work for a _flamboyant Machiavelli 
wannabe_. ” 

"Well," said Darren. "If you're going to be a bitch, you can just get 
your own inspiring speeches and moral boosting leadership." 

"Is that what you call that," mused Fisto. "Because it sounded more 
like _faggoty whining. 

_Mere miles awaya€|_ 

The Chief opened his eyes for the first time in what seemed like a 
long time. In reality it had been only a few hours, though it felt 
way too fucking longa€"almost as if some lazy bastard had prolonged 
this shit far more than was ever necessary. Jesus Christ. 

A woman's voice echoed in his ears. "Hurry it up, Cercil. We're 
almost to the bridge." 

Another voice, the voice of Jack Nicholson, responded: "I know where 
we're going. You don't have to keep reminding me where we're 
going . " 

Something swatted the Chief's ass. He blinked, his vision starting to 
return . 

"Stop that," said Oreo. "Don't touch him. You've done enough." 

"I saw a spider. A butt spider." 

The ground lurched past before him. He recognized the stained 
flooring of the Pillar of Autumna€"but that was impossible: the last 
thing he remembered was facing off against Cercil in his old high 
school basketball court on a stage during a rap battle; there was no 
way he could have gotten all the way from Westburrow and back to Halo 
in such a short time. 

"Looks like he's coming to," said Oreo. 

"Can I come, too?" Cercil cackled. 

"Do you want me to shoot you?" 

"Oh Whoreo-sama, you're such a tsundre." 

"Watch yourself. You don't have super powers or frozen penises to 
protect yourself this time." 

Cercil 's mocking sneer was apparent in his voice. "I'm still a man. 



You're just one woman, and two tits." 


"Not for long," snarled Oreo. 

"Finally going for that breast reduction surgery?" 

There was a clicking sound. Cercil laughed. "Make sure you fire that 
point blanka€"any more distance and you're trembling lady-aim would 
miss . " 

"Tough talk, " said the voice of Cortana, "Coming from someone who 
can't fight for shit." 

The Chief squeaked in pain at the call of his mistress and opened his 
eyes. He was being carried fireman style across someone's shoulders. 
Cortana 's dominatrix-drawl had come from the speakers in his 
armor . 

"Cortana?" he croaked, twisting around in surprise to see that Cercil 
was carrying him. "How did you get inside me?" 

The Elite winked at him. "Your girlfriend slipped her all up in there 
while we marched. Hey o." 

"He's awake!" cried Oreo, turning away from Cercil and the pistol she 
was pressing into the back of his head. She beamed. "Chief!" 

The Chief stared back at her from his elevated position. 

"a€ | Cookie? " 

Oreo's face fell. 

"Don't get your hopes up," said Cortana. "He could be even stupider 
now. Not that that's scientifically possible." 

The Chief squirmed out of Cercil 's hold and hit the corridor floor, 
then struggled to his feet. His bones creaked and he felt a thousand 
years (or four hundred pages) old. He dusted himself off, barely 
noticing the blood stains and streaks of gore all over his armor. His 
eyes caught a pair of boots in front of him and he followed them up 
to a pair of tits. 

"Hey Cookie," he croaked, not noticing her subsequent sigh of relief. 
"Where's Johnson? And Mendoza? What happened while I was out?" 

"You don't remember?" asked Oreo, reaching out to help him up. "You 
went nuts and killed Keyes." 

"And then Johnson became Black Dynamite," said Cortana. 

The Chief closed his eyes, brushing Oreo's hand away from his 
shoulder. A million horrific images flashed before him, the last and 
most terrible of all being the tragic, pointless, and shockingly 
belated death of his wrinkled military authority figure. 

"But what happened after I came back? And why is Cercil here?" 

Oreo gave Cercil a sidelong look. "There was a flash of light as soon 
as Johnson punched you, and then all of the sudden there were two of 
youa€"I mean, you and Cercil. I needed someone to carry youa€"no one 



else could, you weigh like a ton. Are you sure you're feeling all 
right ? " 

"I'm okay." The Chief breathed out slowly. "Can I borrow your 
gun? " 

Oreo hesitated. She looked into the Chief's visor for a 
moment . 

"Yes . " 

"DRAMA QUEEN!" declared Cortana. 

The Chief ignored her and took the pistol. He turned to Cercil, 
flicking the safety off as he did so. Cercil 's brows shot up and he 
backed away, bumping into the wall after a few steps. "I was the only 
one who could carry you, " he offered. He grinned, but his eyes never 
left the gun. "Which is surprising, considering the massive throbbing 
torch Oreo is still holding for you." 

"What was I saying before?" asked the Chief. Cercil opened his mouth 
to reply, and the Chief shot him in the face. 

The crack echoed throughout the hallway in the instant before the 
bullet ploughed through Cercil 's skull and exploded inside his brain, 
making his entire head erupt an instant later. The limp alien corpse 
crumpled to the ground, fingers clutching at the hole where its head 
had been. 

The Chief holstered the pistol. "Oh yeah: fuck you." 

"I almost feel bad for the guy." Oreo wiped some blood off her nose 
and sidestepped the body. 

The Chief didn't look at her. He only had eyes for the growing pool 
of blood on the floor. 

Oreo snapped her fingers behind him. "Chief, that 

WhitaniaaC | thingaC | disappeared again. I sent Johnson and Mendoza to 
the hangar to get a fighter started up; they're going to bring it 
around to the bridge so we can get off Halo after starting the self 
destruct sequence." 

The Chief slid the clip out of the pistol to check how many bullets 
were left, turning away from the body as he did so. "I thought 
Keyes ' s neural implant was destroyed, " he said, taking another moment 
of silence for the image of Keyes's wrinkled prune head 
exploding . 

Oreo pulled out a smg and tried to keep up as the Chief limped off 
down the corridor. "It was-" 

"No thanks to you," added Cortana. 

"a€"but we checked the Captain's pockets and found a list of all his 
personal passwords, including the one to the Pillar's self destruct 
sequence . " 

The Chief paused. "That old bastard." He sniffed. "He always thought 
ahead . " 



"a€| Right. Or he just forgot all his passwords." 

The Chief pretended he hadn't heard this grievous insult to his much 
loved surrogate-father, and they made off down the corridor, leaving 
Cercil's oozing body in a pool of purple blood. 

They passed through the cafeteria on their way to the bridge. 

"My god," said Oreo, staring around at the carnage. "What happened 
here. Chief?" 

The Chief bent to pick up a half empty jar of mayo. "Our overweight 
American culture finally caught up with us? Not enough natural food, 
an excess of high fructose weaponized corn cobs?" He eyed a dead 
marine with twelve or so maple bars jammed down his throat, 
suffocating him. "They filled up on treats." 

Oreo was standing by the kitchen. "I meant all these severed limbs 
littering the floor." She peered at the oven, which had a basketball 
sized hole lathered in deep fried batter in the front. 

The Chief shrugged. "Downsizing? That economy, you know." He walked 
over to the door that had been sealed shut with acidic mustard, 
tossing the mayo up and down in his hand. 

"What are you doing?" asked Oreo. 

"Half the time I don't even know." 

"Glad to have you back," said Cortana. 

The Chief ignored her and started smearing great globs of mayo all 
over the seal of the door. He held out hand to Oreo. "Detonator?" 

"I have this pickle." Oreo handed him a large dill spear pickle she 
had found on the counter. It was dry and had been left out for 
days . 

The Chief sighed. "Don't be silly, this pickle is broken. There's no 
way it could be used as detonator for a mayonnaise bomb." 

Oreo's eyes crossed. "Sorry, what?" 

The Chief groaned "I wish I hadn't killed Cercila€"women ask so many 
god damn questions when men are trying to get things done." 

She gave him a warning look. The Chief cleared his throat nervously. 
"Whoa. Hm. Where did that come from? Must have a little of that evil 
left over . " 

"I see Keyes lives on in his only son." Oreo pulled out a frag 
grenade. "I meant, why are we trying to blow a door open with fast 
food?" She indicated the grenade. "Besides, this is probably 
healthier for you than McDonalds." 

The Chief laughed. "Pickles aren't fast food, dumbnuts. And that 
couldn't blow smoke up my ass, much less blow the door down." 


Oreo was about to respond with one of her classic, incredibly funny 



lines about wasting time and priorities and shit, when at that moment 
they heard loud footsteps coming from behind them. They turned to see 
a purple Elite stumble into the room. 

"Hey lovebirds," said Cercil. "Sorry it took so long for me to catch 
upa€"I had to go to the supply closet to superglue the pieces of my 
skull back together." 

Oreo turned to the Chief with a hollow look in her eyes. "We'll never 
find peace, will we?" 

"Speak for yourself. I love killing him." The Chief lowered his 
pistol. "But now's not the time to waste bullets." 

"We should take him back to a UNSC psychologist," said Cortana. 

"Maybe they could talk ' all-your-personal-issues-made-f lesh ' out of 
existence . " 

The Chief turned to Oreo. "Cookie, if he tries anything, just shoot 
him again. Or you could shoot me-killing half my mind might work too. 
What have we got to lose?" he added bitterly. 

"You're already pretty retarded," agreed Cortana. 

"Hm." Oreo bit her lip, considering the Chief's instructions and 
fondling her SMG menacingly. "I suppose I could use something for 
target practice." 

Cercil clasped his hands in front of him and swayed his hips back and 
forth like a school girl. "You little retards are so sweet. First 
comes banter, then comes miscarriage, then comes Whoreo in hearse's 
carriage . " 

The Chief gave Cercil a cold stare. "I hope you haven't run out of 
superglue yet . " 

Oreo put her hand on his gun. "I can protect myself. 

Chief." 

Cercil 's eyes gleamed. "Just like when I captured and imprisoned you 
for days in a tiny cell." 

"You didn't even capture me," said Oreo. "It was a Covenant soldier 
named Fisto." She looked pointedly at Cercil, and then at the Chief. 
"A _woman_. " 

The Chief shrugged. "I'm not saying that women are weak. Just that 
they're not very strong or capable of doing things." 

"Hm." Oreo tapped her chin. "See, I don't actually have to respond to 
your point, because no matter what you say you will always be 
wrong . " 

"That doesn't seem fair," began the Chief. 

"I'll start being fair when you do." 

Cercil licked his lips happily as he watched them bicker. "So what is 
mankind's greatest love story doing up here in frytopia, anyways?" He 
looked past them. "Oh, the bridge? You know, there's a ventilation 



shaft in the supply closet that leads to there, too." 

"I'm going to beat the hell out of whoever designed this ship," said 
Oreo . 

"Why not just give them a stern talking to and then have a nice cry?" 
muttered the Chief. 

"It'll be pretty difficult to do either of those things," said 
Cortana before Oreo could retort. "Because I was the one who designed 

it . " 

Cercil clapped his hands over his mouth. "Uh oh. We'd better be 
careful in the ventilation shafta€"there ' s probably a booby trap that 
will fire a twelve inch dildo up the Chief's ass." 

"To pass through the vent, " intoned Cortana, "you must become my 
ponyboy . " 

"Ha ha," the Chief laughed. He stopped. "You're not serious are 
you? " 

Oreo glared at Cercil. "Who says you're coming with us? Maybe we 
_should_just leave you here to blow up along with Halo." 

"Oh come on, it'll be fun. We always have such fun times." 

The Chief's visor flashed. "You tried to _kill us all_. " 

"Only as much as you did," Cercil pointed out. 

"I'm talking about __before_you tried to rape my mind. You tried to 
kill Cookie like five times." 

"And you tortured me," said Oreo. "But it's okay; you sucked at 
it 

Cercil was unperturbed. "That's what I meant. Master Queef: it's not 
like you didn't almost accidentally murder everyone you know a few 
dozen times. Hell, you're better at it than I am!" 

The Chief groaned. "Let's not have this conversation again." 

"Fair enough." Cercil held out his hand cautiously. "Soa€ | partners? I 
mean, not the gay kind." 

"Right, not the gay kind. For now." The Chief made to shake his hand, 
and then thought better of it. "Not that we'll be the gay kind later, 
that is . " 

Oreo put her hands to her temples to stop her head from 
exploding . 

The Chief continued obliviously. "What I meant to say is until we get 
off this ring. We will be partners." 

Cercil looked around shiftily. "Yes." 

Oreo watched the two 'men' with an uneasy feeling: it was not the 
fact that they were both, in their own way, complete fuck heads. What 



unnerved her was the ease with which they conversed, the sync that 
they fell intoaC i as if they had known each other for a long, long 
time. She was not used to the Chief remembering people for longer 
than five seconds. 

"We should go. Chief," she began. "Remember, Commander Darrren set 
the Truth and Reconciliation to self-destruct, too. Who knows what 
will happen to Halo when it blows." 

"She keeps on reminding people about things they already know, " said 
Cercil to the Chief. 

"I know," he agreed. "It's really annoying." 

Cortana's cold voice spoke up. "IF you're both aware of how dire the 
situation is, then why are you standing around like two gay bears 
frotting their hairy dicks?" 

Oreo's eyes bugged out. She was a very visual person. 

"On the other hand, " said the Chief hurriedly, "we should probably 
get going. Before we get raped." 

**** A silence followed. 

"Is anyone else rock hard?" asked Cercil. 

The Chief and his two love interests back tracked to the supply 
closet. They parted through a forest of mops and interracial 
pornography magazines. Eventually the Chief found a man sized steel 
tube that he could easily fit inside. 

"Huh," said the Chief. "I wonder if Johnson's is as big as this 
one . " 

Oreo swatted the magazine out of his hand. "Please stop thinking 
about men's dicks, it makes me depressed. We found the ventilation 
shaft . " 

"I'd ventilate my shaft all over you, Whoreo, " said Cercil. 

"You're disgusting." 

"I'm going in first," said the Chief tensely. "Oreo, remember to 
shoot Cercil between the legs if he bugs you. I'm not sure if he's 
got anything down there but it never hurts to check. With 
bullets . " 

Oreo cocked her SMG. "It'll be like putting down a re-crippled 
horse . " 

Cercil snorted. "Ooo, harsh. The Dark Ages called, they want their 
lamest put downs back." 

The Chief pried the covering off the vent and squeezed his way 
inside. The ventilation shaft was actually very large, large enough 
to accommodate two people standing side by side. This was about the 
perfect fit for the Chief's fat ass. Oreo squeezed her bust in after 
him and Cercil followed close behind. The Lieutenant began to regret 
this arrangement as Cercil 's stale bagel breath tickled the back of 



her neck. 


"I just hope we can come upon the bridge in time," said the Chief 
over his shoulder to Oreo. 

"Why do you have to phrase it like that?" she asked. "Can't you just 
say 'get to' or 'arrive at?' Or anything else?" 

"I'd make a joke about coming," said Cercil behind her, smacking his 
many lips. "But I don't think we've come to that yet." 

"Oh my god," said Oreo, glaring. "Are you eating a _bagel ! ? __Where 
did you get that?" 

"Thh kisshen, " said Cercil, spraying crumbs everywhere. He swallows. 
At that specific time, in the ventilation shaft, he also swallowed 
some bagel. "What? I like to snack, I have a high maintenance body. 
Fuck you. This bagel is great." 

"Does he ever shut up. Chief?" asked Oreo. 

Cortana gave a high pitched laugh. "He _is _the Chief. There's your 
answer, right?" 

"It's too complex and sophisticated to explain," said the SPARTAN 
coldly, rapping his knuckles against the side of his helmet. 
"BesidesaC | Oreo ' s spent more time around him than me." 

Oreo stopped in her tracks. "What are you talking about?" 

"Oh, " snarled the Chief suddenly, turning away from her, "so you 
_didn't _get cozy with him up in the Truth and Reconciliation?" 

"I'm detecting a huge spike in his brain," exclaimed Cortana. 
"Abnormal jealous man child waves incoming!" 

Cercil clapped his hands slowly. "I thought I would have to slowly 
worm myself between you guys and destroy your relationship, but it 
looks like the Chief destroys everything he loves on his 
own ! " 

"Look, " began Oreo patiently, holding up her hands with her usual 
manner of placation, "Cercil captured me. I was his _prisoner_. That 
means I couldn't _leave_. " 

The Chief stomped his foot. They had stopped in the middle of the 
corridor. "That's another thing! You're always treating me like some 
sort of big baby that needs his hand held all the time! Well guess 
what, missy! I pee standing up!" 

"No he doesn't," said Cortana. 

"SHUT UP ! " 

Oreo pointed at the Chief. "It's hard not to treat you like that when 
you act like a cua€"" she winced, correcting herself "when you act 
like a jackass all the time." 

"What was that?" the Chief cupped a hand to the side of his helmet. 
"What were you going to say? MaybeaC | CUCKOLD !? " 



"Whoa who whoa guys, come on, " said Cercil, stepping between them. 
"_I_ practice safe sex. No glove no love, man!" 

Oreo straight arm punched him in the face without even looking at 
him. "Yes, that's exactly right Chief. You are a cuckold." Her voice 
dripped with sarcasm so heavily that it was a wonder drops of sarcasm 
didn't pelt Cercil 's dazed body on the ground. 

"SO IT DID HAPPEN!" The Chief pointed at her. "YOU BITCH! You've 
cheated on me witha€"witha€"with an alien! But even worse than that, 
with my brother! But even worse than that, with an asshole! But even 
worse than that, with Cercil!" 

"HE SANG SHOW TUNES AT ME AND TRIED TO PUT A PANTY ON MY HEAD!" Oreo 
screamed . 

" AAAUGH ! " The Chief covered his ears. "YOU SICK BITCH! I can't 
believe you want to rub whatever revolting sex acts you performed in 
my face like that!" 

"Oha€"FUCK YOU CHIEF!" 

"YOU WISH YOU WHORE! KEYES WAS RIGHT ABOUT YOOOOOU" 

Cercil pushed himself back up the wall and regained his balance. The 
Chief and Oreo had stormed off without him. "Guys, wait up! She 
hasn't even told you about the time I hired a sweaty Colombian drug 
dealer to blow cigarette smoke in her face!" He chased after them, 
and a second later he stepped on a hidden pressure plate. An enormous 
steel dildo rocketed out of a compartment in the floor and smashed 
into his split chin. It flipped him back through the air to land in a 
heap. The steel rod spun through the air and bounced off his 
head . 

"Oh, sorry!" Cortana called back. "I would have warned you, but I was 
hoping the Chief would step on it ! 

The bridge of the Pillar of Autumn. It is generally agreed upon in 
the scientific community that the bridge of the Pillar of Autumn had 
a dramatic amount of dirt and general debris in it. Simple 
measurements of 'a lot' and 'copious' are insufficient to gauge the 
sheer volume of dust that had collected in this hallowed 
chambera€"not the least of which was ejected from the anus of 
Commander Keyes, wafting down through his captain's grays to sift out 
onto the floor, like Andy Duframe from the classic movie adaption of 
Steven King's novel _The Shawshank Redemption _trickling a stream of 
tunnel gravel and santorum out his pant leg. The carpeting of dead 
technicians that had littered the floor since Cortana 's impromptu 
genocide (_SEE ISSUE ZERO "The Pillar of Autumn" a€" Ridley) _had 
long ago turned into a white and flakey film. Scraps of it drifted up 
through the shafts of light from Halo's sun, which cut through the 
maze-like banks of dimmed control panels occupying most of the room. 
The protective glass that had once separated the occupants from the 
void of space was long since gone. That was a metaphor for shit 
getting real. 

In summary it was a great place for a dramatic climax or 
three . 



Though it had only been a few days since the crash landing, the 
bridge appeared to have aged half a dozen yearsa€"almost as if it had 
taken near to that much time for the Chief to return. He and Oreo 
were still arguing even as they pushed an inconspicuous wall-sized 
grate aside and ducked into the bridge. 

"God damn it Chief he's an alien! How sick do you think I am?" 

The Chief sidled away from her. "Sometimes I wonder! Keyes said that 
some women have vaginas so big they can only have sex with horses or 
black men ! " 

"Keyes also believed that the Covenant were Vietnamese guerrilla war 
fighters! For God's sake, he was an idiot!" 

The Chief pointed at her angrily. "That _idiot_ was the closest thing 
to a father and a mentor that I've ever had." 

"THAT'S EXACTLY MY POINT!" 

"Harrumph!" said the Chief. "Keyes was a worldly man. He knew all 
sorts of stuff, like how to tie knots, and how to infiltrate a bath 
house! And anywaysa€"why would Cercil lie about you?" 

Oreo breathed heavily through her nose. "That's what he does. He just 
says whatever he thinks will annoy us, you should _know_ that." 

"Oh yeah? Why don't we ask him!?" The Chief spun around. "Hey, 

Cercil, did you and OreoaC"" 

The purple Elite was nowhere to be seen. The Chief peered into the 
empty vent for a moment. "Huh." 

Oreo scoffed. "What, so you trust him more than me? He's probably 
jacking it right now." 

The Chief rounded on her. "At least he's __honest._" 

"Here we go again," said Cortana. 

Oreo ignored the A. I. "What's that supposed to mean?" she asked 
warily . 

The Chief spread his arms wide, flapping them there in front of the 
vent as Oreo leaned away from him. "What it means is I'm gone for 
what, an hour or so, and suddenly you go all hard and mean! I get 
enough hardness from Cortana." 

"Not nearly hardness as much as I'd like to give," said 
Cortana . 

Oreo's face softened. "Chief, Ia€| . I missed my medication. I take a 
lot of medication." 

"With a dick," said Cortana. 

The SPARTAN stared at her. "Huh. And here I thought you actually were 
a better person than me. You didn't even blink when I shot my own 
brother in the head. I have the blood of my _father_ on my hands and 
you haven't said a god damn word about it." He laughed, and for a 



moment it sounded like the laugh of the Master Chief. Not this Master 
Chief, mind you. The other Master Chief. "What does all that crap you 
said about friends and shit back in the cryo room mean, if you can't 
even spare me one god damn kind word." 

Cortana laughed. "Oh God, I forgot what a needy bitch you are." 

Oreo just stared down at her boots again. 

"I met McKay, you know," said the Chief quietly, after a long pause. 
"I laughed at her. I killed her. But now I wonder if what she said 
wasn't more truer than what you saided." 

Oreo frowned. "Wait, what?" 

At that moment Cercil emerged from the vent looking dazed. He blinked 
wide eyed at the scene before him. "Whoa, temperature rose a couple 
of 1st degree burns in here." 

"Ah," said Cortana into the awkward silence. "Here's Indiana Jones, 
fresh out of his latest adventure with the Dildo of Doom." 

"Just let me take a drink from my canteen." Cercil reached down to an 
imaginary belt and produced his middle finger. "Oh my. Only a few 
drops left." He flicked it back and forth over his mouth. "My lips 
are so parched." 

"Hey," said the Chief, "didn't Indiana Jones have a whip." 

"You want me to get mine?" asked Cortana. 

"Maybe." The Chief glanced at Oreo pointedly. "IT'S NOT LIKE ANYONE 
ELSE CARES ABOUT MY LIBIDO." 

Cercil smirked at her. "He's so subtle, isn't he," he confided. "He's 
like the Gossip Girl." 

Oreo poked him in the Elite with a finger. "This is your fault; you 
know how stua€"how impressionable the Chief is! And if you ever lie 
about me again, even in the Chief's dreams, I _will_ end you. Do you 
understand? " 

"Man, you talk about me even when I'm not here? I'm so flattered." 
Cercil smirked at her. "Do you really want another panty hose on your 
head that badly?" 

Oreo leaned in closer. "I said, do you understand me?" Her eyes were 
like black ice. 

"Yes, " squeaked Cercil, as his balls slowly retreated into his 
esophagus . 

"Good. Remember." 

"YOU GUYS DONE MAKING OUT!?" bellowed the Chief, leaning back around 
a corner. Oreo jumped, not even aware that he had left. Cercil 
immediately put on a smirk. 

"Oh Chief, " he said, "not by a longaC"" 



Oreo looked at him. 


"Heeeeeey." Cercil slid sideways over to the Chief. "Heeeeey buddy 
how 're you doin'." He sidled around behind the Chief and peeked out 
at Oreo. The Chief shrugged, gave Oreo one last jealous glare, and 
then ducked away behind a large group of consoles. 

Oreo wiped dust out of her eyes and wished she was not out of 
medication . 

Her boots kicked up little mushroom clouds of dirt as she followed 
the Chief's splayed footprints and Cercil 's mincing tracks. The 
bridge was almost like a maze, and a vaguely familiar smell hung 
around it. Oreo turned a corner and walked on. Then another, and 
another . 

"Huh." She sniffed. The air was getting thicker, damper. She wiped a 
thick line of moisturized dirt off a nearby console with her finger. 
"Where did all wetness come from in the middle of a desert?" she 
asked aloud. 


The footprints turned a corner, and Oreo found herself facing another 
similar looking double row of consoles. She stopped. "That's odd. 

I've never been here before, buta€ i I don't remember this area of the 
ship being so big in the schematics." The metal boxes loomed higher. 
It occurred to her that they were not like any consoles she had seen 
on a ship's bridge before. They looked vaguely familiaraC! 

She realized that her footsteps were echoing, somehow, at the same 
time that she recalled what the smell permeating the air reminded her 
of; once, when she had lived in an all-female dormitory in Japan, she 
had stumbled upon an overflowing waste bin filled to the brim with 
used menstrual pads. That same smell lingered faintly in the air of 
the bridgeaC | almost as if it had followed her, like angry vaginas 
stalking across the stars. 

She stopped. The Chief's and Cercil 's footprints had disappeared. As 
she watched, a low and sorrowful whistling rolled through the rows 
upon rows of computer consolesa€"it was the wind, sending up little 
twisters of dust that brushed away their tracks. Something caught the 
corner of Oreo's eye: a small streak on an otherwise dirty computer 
screen. In fact, it was the one she had left. 


She had been walking in circles. 


The bridge had gone silent. Oreo looked up, only to see the corridor 
stretch on and on before her, lined with hundredsa€"no, 
thousandsa€"of side passage ways, all formed from the rows upon rows 
of blocky grey and brown computer consoles that seemed to stretch up 
all the way to the faded orange haze of the ceiling. The very walls 
themselves now seemed to drip with moisture, coming from somewhere 
within . 


Something was very, very wrong. Oreo started to call out for the 
Chief, but- 

"I've waited a long time for this moment." 

The cheap linoleum floor squeaked as Oreo wheeled around to come face 
to face with Whitania Drakensang. 



"Now I have you all to myself, " said the marisoo, her perfect soft 
hard supple rough lips mouth opening to reveal pearly white and 
perfect teeth. Oreo tried to scream, but she never got the chance 
because Whitania interrupted her. "Not in a lesbian way, though. 
Lesbians are gross." 

They had been walking for what seemed like minutes, but was actually 
seconds . 

"Gee, " said Cercil, stretching his arms over his head as they trudged 
through yet another identical corridor of consoles. "_It sure is 
boring arounda€"_" 

"Shut the fuck up, " spat the Chief, not even stopping his examination 
of their surroundings. 

"Huh." Cercil lowered his arms sourly. "Fine. I'll just grab my 
stuff, then . " 

"I don't remember it being so big in here," said the Chief to 
Cortana. "Last time I practically stumbled intoa€ | " he sniffed 
"Keyes." 

"Wow, he's really taking it hard isn't he?" said Cercil, letting go 
of his stuff. 

Cortana agreed. "Can't blame him; life is so much easier when you 
don't have emotions." 

"I know what you mean." 

"Oh yeah." Cortana 's voice dripped with sarcasm. "You and the Chief. 
Just masters of rationality." 

"Hey, I'm not the one who got pregnant with Microsoft Excel," 
retorted Cercil. 

"Oh no," said Cortana. "Your insults have totally distracted me from 
the fact that you're a loser." 

"Cut the cheese, " said the Chief, straightening up from a console 
with a streak in its dirt. 

"What?" said Cercil and Cortana together. 

"The cheddar," said the Chief. He shook his head. "I mean, the 
chatter. God, does anyone else smell cheese?" 

"Oh." Cercil wafted his hand through the air and looked innocently to 
the heavens. "That bagel I had might have been a cheese themed one, 
yes. On top of that there was mold on top of it." 

Cortana made a noise of disgust. "I guess you were right the first 
time. Chief . " 

"And you ate that bagel anyway," the Chief mused over Cercil. "You 
fucking degenerate." 

"Okay." Cercil looked over the Chief's shoulder. "Say, where's 



Largetentt it s Whoreo?" 


"Did you mean _Lieutenant _Whoreo?" asked Cortana. 

Cercil sniffed. "Hey. I'm working on that one, okay?" 

"Why don't you work on this." The Chief punched Cercil in the face. 
The Elite stumbled back into a row of consoles and accidentally put 
his bony ass through a computer screen, sending a blast of sparks up 
alien rectum. 

"OH GOD WHY." 

"Say Cortana, " said the Chief as Cercil squealed and seized in agony 
and possibly electrocution. "He's right. I thought Oreo was just 
behind me . " 

"So now you care." Cortana hummed to herself. "I don't have access to 
the cameras. Maybe I can retrace oura€|say, that's odd." 

"What is it?" asked the Chief as he casually grabbed Cercil by the 
chin . 

"Wait!" Cercil shook his head. "Nonononononono-" The Chief smashed 
his face through another computer screen. Smoke and blood, along with 
shards of glass, erupted from the broken console. 

Cortana sounded worried. "According to my calculations you've covered 
at least twice as much ground in the last few minutes as there even 
is on the bridge." 

The Chief left Cercil 's twitching body and walked on. "American, 
please." He gave his surroundings a suspicious glare. 

"You mean English." 

"Whatever . " 

"Fine. Simply put, you've taken more steps than there are to take in 
this room . " 

The Chief stopped. He peered down a side corridor of blocky consoles, 
then did a 180 and looked down the other corridor. "So I've been 
going in circles? I don't remember this room being so hard last 
time . " 

"Well, that time you probably just followed the smell of Keyes's 
diaper. But that's not the half of it. Chief." 

The Chief gagged. "Can't it be?" 

"Thing is, you've been walking in a straight line this whole 
time . " 

"That's impossible!" cried Cercil, stumbling up beside the Chief. His 
face was covered in deep lacerations and burns. He was also 
waddling . 

The Chief eyed him. "Look who's talking." 



Cercil scowled. "If I still had satanic powers I would use slanderous 
words to tear a hole in the earth and punch you with lava." 

"Just so," said Cortana. "But there's only one thing in the universe, 
besides racism, with the power to alter reality like this." 

The Chief nodded with an air of seriousness. "I know. _Mendoza's 


Cercil stopped in the middle of picking chunks of glass out of his 
body . 

Cortana had to take a minute to collect herself. "a€|no. I actually 
meantaC" " 

"ME!" sang a crystalline voice as every single console's screen 
(except for the ones that had shot fire up into Cercil 's anus) 
suddenly turned on, displaying the radiantly ashen face of Whitania 
Drakensung against a black background. She was wearing- 

"OH MY GOD!" ejaculated the Chief. "WHAT A SURPRISE!" 

"Yes, my love," said Whitania un-fazedly. She preened her midnight 
raven hair with her silver claw fixture glove. "It was I who altered 
the reality of the bridgea€"you are no longer aboard the Pillar of 
Autumn, but instead _inside of me,_ of my reality." She was 
wearingaC" 

"CHIEF DO YOU KNOW WHAT THIS MEANS?" screamed Cortana. 

The Chief clutched his ears in pain, but answered anyways. "NO I 
DON'T CORTANA WHAT DOES IT MEAN?" 

"THAT WE ARE INSIDE HER VAGINA." 

The Chief looked over at Cercil. The Elite was curiously wiping some 
of the built up moisture off the wall. He had sniffed it bemusedly 
and was about to taste it when they made eye contact. Cercil looked 
at his finger, then back at the Chief. 

"Look at me!" Whitania was suddenly livid in a sexy way. "Don't 
listen to that bitch. Chief! Listen to me! Look into my perfect black 
and white eyes ! Drink in my sorrowful soul ! " Her face loomed from 
every screen, surrounding them with a wall of perfect tumescent 
flesh. "Love me!" **She was wearing-** 

"GUYS DO WE HAVE ANY PURELL?" shouted Cercil over her. "ALSO, I NEED 
THIS GLASS REMOVED FROM MY ANUS. IT'S REALLY STARTING TO 
HURT ! " 


Whitania drew back, her lips contorted with rage. "Fine. If you're 
just going to cut me off, then I'm done with you. We'll see how well 
you do without me . " 

"You're a rapist," said the Chief. 

Whitania ignored him. "Of course, that will leave me alone with that 
'Oreo' slut who's all over you all the time." She smirked sexily, but 
not in a lesbian way. "Oh, the fun we'll have. Chief. Why, by the 
time I'm done with her she won't even remember if she's my best 



friend or my worst enemy. I wonder how long she'll lastaC i " 

The Chief's knuckles popped. "You sick bitch. You're worse than 
John . " 

"Oh?" Whitania tittered, eying him and Cercil like a slave master 
appraising young purchases. "That's right-I noticed that you and your 
brother broke up again. That's too bad. I liked it when you 
werea€ | joined . You know what they saya€ | _twincest is 
wincest . 

"Only if they're hot," said Cortana. "These guys, not so much." 

"I take offense to that," said Cercil as he removed a large pane of 
glass from his butt. 

Whitania licked her lips. "Hmmm. I'll give you a choice. Chief, 
Cercil: on the west side of the room is the master control console, 
where you can activate the Autumn's self destruct sequence and 
finally destroy this symbolically feminine Halo ring with your evil 
rape penis." Her eyes flashed white for a moment. "To the east is me, 
and your Oreo trick. Oh, and if you guys try to split up and do both" 
she shivered "-not as in satisfy all of a woman's needs and each 
other's bisexually, but as in try to save Oreo and blow Haloa€"well, 
I'll kill Oreo anyways." 

"Ew, " said Cercil. "Bisexuals are icky." 

Whitania smiled. "Let's see how much you boys _really_ care." 

Then all the consoles shut off, leaving an eerie silence. Which 
Cercil broke with a hysterical laugh. He held his hands up in mock 
claws and grinned. 

"Join me Chief, and you will fuck the greatest of Marisoos. Or else 
you will _die_. " 

Cortana groaned. "Kill Cercil again and let's get to that main 
console. This isn't about Oreo anymore. Chief a€"this is about the 
fate of the galaxy. We need to blow this Ring." 

The Spartan was quiet. 

"Right?" Cortana sounded nervous. "I mean, you guys are over, right? 
You had that big argument, and as much as it annoyed the hell out of 
me I'm glad that pathetic fling is finally over. Now we can focus on 
the important things. Right?" 

The Chief stared straight ahead. 

"Right ? " 

The floor began to shake. It increased in intensity until it began to 
rattle, making Lieutenant Oreo's teeth jump in her skull. Her eyes 
opened. She was in some sort of rectangular rooma€"above her was a 
strange orange mist, and the walls were made of the same large 
rectangular consoles that had turned the bridge into a death maze. 
They were not just any kind of generic console, though: they were 
servers. Internet database servers. Who knew what sort of evil was 
stored on them? 



"Evil? Hardly." 


Oreo looked up to see Whitania standing there serenely in a pure 
white latex jumpsuit like Kate Beckensale from Underworld but less 
sluttier and she had angel wings. And something else-something was 
different about the Marisoo, but Oreo couldn't put her finger on 
it . 

Whitania misread the look on Oreo's face. "Confused? Frightened that 
I can read your mind?" 

"You can read my mind?" asked Oreo. 

"You wondered what was on the servers, " said Whitania with the 
patience of someone explaining things to very stupid child. That also 
reminded Oreo of something, but she couldn't put her finger on it, 
either . 

"And I read your thoughts," said Whitania "It's part of my innate 
telekinetic abilities." 

"Which you didn't have last time you attacked us." 

"Actually I did, so shut up." Whitania indicated the servers. "These 
are the servers of a popular internet fiction archive. They house 
millions of works, many of which contain my brothers and sisters. I 
brought them here because I thought they would all want to be present 
for this . " 

Oreo could barely follow the woman's ranting. "What's going on? 

What's going to happen?" 

"WellaCi" Whitania rubbed the toe of her sexy high heeled boot across 
the sterile white floor. "First of fall, the Truth and 
Reconciliation's detonat iona€"which you just felta€"is going to set 
off a chain reaction, causing Halo to overheat and explode. How 
ironic that the Covenant would destroy their own holy ring." She 
tittered . 

"Don't you work for the Covenant or something?" 

Whitania slapped Oreo in the face. The Lieutenant went down, a red 
mark branding her cheek. She continued as if there had been no 
interruption. "I work for no one, slut. Of course we will be long 
gone by then, off to one of these very servers." She smiled down at 
Oreo. "By 'we' I mean me and my boyfriend, the man you tried to steal 
from me . " 

Oreo glared up at her. "You're a delusional bitch. " 

"DELUSIONAL?" shrilled Whitania. "We'll see who's DELUSIONAL." She 
knelt down by Oreo. "You see, I told the Chief that to save you he 
would have to go west, and that to save the galaxy and destroy Halo 
he would have to go east . " 

Oreo laughed. "The Chief won't come here. Even if he did care about 
me, he knows the stakes. Cortana won't let him anyways." Her laugh 
was hollow. "I mean, he wouldn't be that stupid. Would he?" There was 
a faint note of hope in her voice, which shocked her more than 



anything else she had heard or seen all day. 

"You want him to come." Whitania showed her teeth in a parody of a 
smile. "But you see, I lied. Where he thinks the master console is, 
is actually here. So that when he comes, and he will, I will have 
him." She reached down and touched Oreo's cheek. "And you'll know 
that he didn't come for you." 

"The Chief can't come for anyone," said Oreo flatly. "He has no 
dick . " 

Whitania trailed a hand down her own stomach. "Oh. I don't know about 
that." She straightened up. "Of course, when he gets here he won't 
find what he wants." She sneered down at Oreo. "Except for me when I 
turn his brain into jelly." 

Oreo pushed herself up by her shoulders and put on a brave face. 

"Your tricks won't work on us anymore! Hell, they don't even work on 
me ! " 

"That's where you're wrong," said Whitania. "For you see. Lieutenant 
Oreo, it is only you that my powers of mind control do not work on. 
And there is only one thing in the universe that Marisoo's powers do 
not work ona€ | " 

Oreo gasped. "You meana€ ! " 

The Goddess threw back her head and laughed. "Yes. You _are a 
Marisoo_. " 

dundundundadundundadundun 

"That's not true!" Oreo staggered to her feet and tried to run, only 
to have her back thump against one of the soggy consoles. She clung 
to it desperately. Then she backed away in disgust and wiped herself 
off, the smell of fangirl cum clinging to her clothes. She shook her 
head back and forth as Whitania approached. "That's 
impossible ! " 

Whitania cocked one kawaii hip. "Hardly. There are many kinds of 
Marisoos, Oreo _sama_. " 

"DON'T CALL ME THAT!" cried Oreo, pressing her fists to her ears. Her 
face shone with cold sweat. Her back hit another console and slid 
against it as she backed away. 

"It is your Marisoo name!" cried Whitania. "You're _true_ name. You 
are a Purity-soo, developing at an early stage. Barely past that 
maggot form. You may evolve into a MessofBabies-soo one day, as 
indicated by those larges boobs." 

Oreo clutched at her armored chest with a look of absolute horror on 
her face. "Noa€|NO!" 

Whitania chuckled. "Many have the potential to become Marisoos, but 
only at certain times. Take our boy toy for examplea€"when he joins 
with his brother, he becomes the terrible 'Master Chief, ' a powerful 
Evil-soo with the ability to turn reality to a state of total 
grimdarkness. Not nearly as powerful as me, of courseaC | " her wings 
spread dramatically behind her. Golden light shone through platinum 



feathers. "For I am the most powerful Marisoo of all. A 
Goddess-soo ! " 


Whitania extended her hand towards Oreo. A blade of pure light 
appeared, its tip resting against her throat. "But now that you know 
the truth, I will have to kill you." Her lip curled cruelly. "Can't 
have another girl running around as competition, can we?" 

Oreo looked up at her with stone in her eyes. "Fine. Do it." 

"Oh?" Whitania cocked her head. 

Oreo stood up, facing the sword head on. "If you're right, I want to 
die. I'll never be like you. Kill me." 

The Marisoo only gave one last hideously beatific smile. "You are 
well on your way already, child. Such a pity. You could have been so 
one dimensional." 

Oreo closed her eyes and prepared for death for what she thought 
would be the last time, for the last time. 

And then a console to Whitania 's right flew out of the wall of its 
brethren and collided directly with her, carrying her across the room 
to be smashed flat with a metallic clang. From the opening this had 
made in the row of consoles, the Chief's green boot emerged. 

"CHIEF! You came!" exclaimed Oreo, rushing to him. She slowed half 
way to him, stopped, the excitement draining away as the Chief stood 
there . 

"Youa€ | you didn't come for me," said Oreo, staring at him. The Chief 
stared right back, his golden visor inscrutable. "Did 
you? " 

"Actually, " said Cercil, slipping through the opening after the 
Chief, "we knew you'd be here; I guessed that Whitania had probably 
seen _The Dark Knight_, just like everyone else in the universe. So 
when she gave us two choices I knew she would switch them 
around . " 

"Oh." Oreo blinked as she watched the Chief look over at 
Cercil . 

"Yeah," said the Chief haltingly. "About that." He paused for a 
moment. "Urn. Thanks." 

Cercil flipped him off. "You can suck my dick later, cowboy. After 
all I had to save my girlfriend didn't I?" 

"YOU SON OF A BITCH!" Oreo pulled her combat knife out of her boot 
and lunged at Cercil, who scampered backwards and slipped, smashing 
into the wall. 

"AIEE ! " Cercil raised his hands above his face as Oreo loomed over 
him. "SHE'S GOING TO STAB ME WITH HER HAIR CLIPPERS!" 

The Chief caught Oreo's wrist. "Hey now, Oreo. He did save your life. 
Let's put that stabbing on a paincheck." 



"You're not mad?" asked Oreo, raising an eyebrow. 


The Chief was quiet for a moment. "Let's just say that... maybe I 
overreacted, before. A little." 

"Just a little." Oreo sheathed her knife and let Cercil stand. 

"I don't know why you're all so chipper," said Cortana into the 
awkward silence that followed. "Because you've just doomed the entire 
universe to Flood domination by coming here instead of blowing the 
Autumn . " 

"I'd blowaC"" began Cercil, but the Chief grabbed him by the throat 
and squeezed his windpipe shut with a small pop. Cercil 's eyes bugged 
out . 

Oreo didn't miss a beat. "Don't worry Cortana. Halo is already 
doomed. The Truth and Reconciliation blew a few minutes ago, and the 
rest of the place is going to follow." 

Cortana sighed in relief. "Oh, good. At least we'll be at peace when 
we all die . " 

There was a deafening bang from across the room. They turned as one 
to see a lithe white-clad leg kick aside the server block that had 
crushed Whitania. A shower of dust cleared to reveal the Marisoo 
sized indentation she had left in the wall. Her huge angel wings 
propelled her bodily from this mess of crushed gigabytes upon 
gigabytes of slash fiction, and she rose into the air. 

"FOOLS!" she cried. A white aura surrounded her and her eyes had 
become a burning white. Flashes of white lightening crawled from them 
and down her sexyal body, accentuating her womanly and NOT FAT 
curves. A terrible lightening bolt grew in her hand and she raised it 
above her head. "ALL WILL LOVE ME AND DESPAIR!" 

"It's pronounced 'lightning'!" screamed Cortana. 

Oreo gave the others a meaningful look. "Guys. Maybe if we ignore her 
again, shea€"" 

"IGNORE THIS!" Whitania threw the lightening straight at them. Oreo 
and the Chief jumped aside, leaving a still dazed Cercil between 
them. He barely had time to scream. 

"WHITE POWER!" 

Cercil was instantly vaporized. Fluffy ash sprayed in every direction 
as a small lump of coal tumbled to the ground, marking the sterile 
linoleum floor with little black skid marks. 

"Cercil!" cried the Chief in absolute horror as he reached for the 
place his brother had been. "NOOOOOOOOO ! " 

Oreo looked at him in surprise. 

"Uh, " faltered the Chief, pulling his hand away. "I mean, wow, I'm 
glad he'd dead! Maybe he'll stay dead for real this time!" 

"Look out!" Oreo pounced on him, pushing the Chief off balance with 



the power of her boobs and pressing both of them down to the ground 
(the people not the boobs, though they were roughly the same size) as 
lightening zipped by just over their heads. 

Whitania screamed in rage, another lightening bolt in her hand. She 
pointed at them. "GET AWAY FROM HIM YOU **BITCH.**" 

"She's aiming for Oreo," exclaimed Cortana as Whitania readied the 
spear of electricity. "Split up and distract her!" 

"She's right," said Oreo. They broke off before the next blast came, 
angled down at the ground. When the lightening hit the floor it left 
a scorched pucker and the stench of ionization. Oreo pelted along the 
wall as fast as she could, Whitania' s rage filled eyes boring into 
the back of her neck. The Chief took the cue and ran alongside the 
other wall. He shouted across to Oreo. 

"Don't listen to Cortana," he bellowed. "She just wants to get you 
killed!" 

"How did you know!?" cried Cortana indignantly. 

Oreo grimaced. "Doesn't matter. This is our best option. Hang back 
while I draw her firea€"" 

Another bolt of lightening smashed into the floor in front of Oreo. 
Shocked, she skidded to a halt and turned to run the other way, but 
another flash blinded her and left a scorch mark at her feet. Oreo 
turned to see Whitania remove another bolt of lightening from her 
vagina and twirl it in her fingers. Her face was twisted with 
pleasure, turned monstrous by the harsh shadows her magic 
cast . 

"Hold still, child," she grated, drawing her arm back. "This will all 
be over quickly." 

Oreo un-holstered her smg and took aim. "Yeah. It will." 

It was then in that instant, in that very moment in time, in that 
very second of an instant, that the Chief threw Cercil's carbonized 
remains at the back of Whitania 's head. 

"Catch. " 

The slimy lump of coal was caught in her long body-length mane of 
white hair. Whitania twisted around with a cry of disgust, Oreo 
forgotten. The lump of coal rolled down the collar of her jumpsuit 
before her hands could gather it up, leaving a disgusting trail of 
greasy black matter on her perfect white skin. 

Whitania went berserk. Screaming, clawing at her tight latex 
jumpsuit, thrashing in mid air as her wings shivered in disgust. She 
tried to stretch her arms over her shoulder to shove them down her 
back, but the contortions were beyond even her amazingly sexy 
gymnastic abilities. 

"Ah!" she squealed as the lump of coal, pushed by her thrashing, 
progressed across her back and down the side of her leg, bulging 
under the latex that covered her outer thigh like some disgusting 
tumor. "Ick! It's sooooo gross!" 



The Chief smirked. "Looks like someoneaC i got coal in their 
stocking . " 

"Right," said Oreo, and she opened fire. A hail of bullets streaked 
into Whitania's body. The Marisoo screamed in agony as they tore 
through her woefully un-protect ive outfit. She twisted like a top in 
midair as each impact spun her about. The bullets shredded her 
clothing in a flurry of pale scraps, revealing equally white skin 
underneath. The coal lump slipped off her leg and rolled away, 
leaving Whitania's back and left leg streaked in viscous ink. 

As the lump rolled across the room it began to gather dust, until it 
was a fist sized ball of dirt. It was still growing when the Marisoo 
crumpled to the deck, her wings closing around her as the hail of 
bullets died down. The Chief caught a glimpse of a sexay black thong 
before Whitania body was enveloped in pure white feathers. 

Oreo slapped another clip into her gun and waited. The Chief trained 
his pistol on the unmoving cocoon of feathers. 

"Do you think she's dead?" he asked. 

"I shot her a hundred times," said Oreo, not taking her eyes off the 
wing . 

"Yeah, but with an SMG. Don't those shoot sand or something?" 

Before Oreo could respond, Whitania's wings burst open and a flash of 
golden light blinded them. When they regained their vision they saw 
that her white aura had changed into pure gold power, radiating out 
from beneath her almost translucent skin. She was entirely naked AND 
TOTALLY HAIRLESS ARMPIT HAIR IS SO GROSS AND SHE DIDN'T EVEN NEED TO 
SHAVE HER LEGS THEY WERE NATURALLY HAIRLESS. The sun-like light was 
concentrated somewhere in her lower body. 

"Oh my goda€ | " the Chief's draw dropped. "Her vagina really is 
powerful ! " 

"No, my love!" Whitania rose up into the air again, her golden 
feathered wings flapping gently. A gust of dramatic air stirred her 
hair into a flowing halo of angelic light. She ran her hands down her 
front and spread them over her belly. "It is not my vagina by itself 
that gives me power, but the child within my vagina. My motherhood is 
my strength," she said serenely. 

Oreo's eyes crossed. 

"Whose child is it?" asked the Chief. 

Whitania smiled happily down at him. "Yours. You were my first, my 
love, so I know it could not be anyone else." 

"I thought your foster father raped you," said the Chief. 

"And I will allow you to kill him violently in front of me and get 
covered in sweat and rage so we can have tender instinctual sex, " 
said Whitanai very quickly. 

Oreo threw up her hands. "Oh for the love ofa€"" 



"That's impossible!" shouted the Chief shaking his head frantically. 
"I only met you twelve hours ago. I never even had sex with you, you 
just kind of dry humped me while screaming about passionate 
manhoods ! " 

"Love transcends all barriers," said Whitania archly. "It is the 
second most powerful force in the universe, second only to the 
ultimate power of lifea€"the ability to give birth, that only women 
posses." 

"Are you fucking kidding me?"It was Cercil, emerging from a corner of 
the room. His body trailed dust motes behind it. 

"Oh, hi Cercil," said the Chief. "Sorry I threw you down Whitania' s 
pants . " 

Cercil jumped. "Oh shit! Is the kid mine?" 

Oreo made a gagging sound. "She says the Chief had sex with her." She 
gave him a look. 

"Looks like the tables have turned, huh Oreo?" observed Cortana. "I 
guess the Chief was the one who was unfaithful to your 
non-relationship. " 

"Whitania raped me," said the Chief to Oreo. "Physically and 
mentally. Are we really going here?" 

Whitania glared down balefully at them, her hand slowly drawing an 
enormous golden sword out of the air. "Are you guys ignoring me 
again? You better not be ignoring me again." 

They ignored her. 

"Careful boys, " said Cortana nervously, drawing everyone away from 
the mental image of the Chief having sex. Cercil had an 
erection . 

"We don't know what she's capable of.," continued Cortana. "The two 
hundred and seventy six pages of character bio and species 
information on her fursona, which I found in Halo's archive, says 
pretty clearly that Marisoos are never more dangerous or powerful 
than when they have a child to protect." 

Cercil pounded a fist into an open palm. "Hey guise-cut off the baby 
and the vagina dies. Let's kill the Chief's spawn." 

Whitania 's eyes flashed gold with rage and she threw out her hands 
towards them, gathering golden energy between her palms. The very 
world itself seemed to warp around her, turning everything into 
tunnel vision that focused only on her. Reality itself was stretched 
to the breaking point as a sound like creaking plastic filled the 
mind of everyone there. 

"Great idea, Cercil," said the Chief. 

Then it hit them. 


It was like a wave, crashing over the room and sweeping everyone up. 



The world was lost in a white haze that smelled of female ejaculate, 
and when it cleared everything had changed. 

The pregnant Marisoo was lying in a hospital bed with crisp white 
sheets. The room was a hospital room, bathed in white light and 
looking very sterile. The Chief stood at Whitania's bed side, holding 
her hand, while Cercil skulked at the foot of her bed looking dark. 

He was shirtless. The Chief was in jeans and a t-shirt, his dark 
strong eyebrows and very pale skin making him almost blend into the 
light of the room. 

"Whitania, " he said softly. "Are you okay?" 

She let out a gasp of pain and bit her lip. "Ia€|I think its coming. 
The baby. Its coming" She smiled up at him. "I'm so happy, the 
Chief." 

He ran a hand over the barely noticeable bump of the nine month 
pregnancy that had not even disrupted her perfect figure barely at 
all. She would have to diet after the birth, he thought, if not for 
the true and undisputed fact that she was the bestest and most 
perfect girl in the universe. He smiled with his handsome face. He 
was sweating blood. 

"It'll be okay Whitania." 

Oreo laid her hand on Whitania's other pale shoulder. "You'll get 
through this. Other women have." 

Whitania laid her knuckle across her forehead, which was running a 
fever because pregnancy. "I am full of doubt and self 
depreciation. " 

Oreo winked. "Don't worrya€"the real work starts after the 
birth . " 

She and Whitania winked conspiratorially even though neither of them 
had ever had a baby. 

Cercil turned from the frosted pane of the window. He absently wiped 
his mouth as his nose slits continuously bled copious strands of 
snotty purple blood down his front. He stuffed his hands in his 
pockets and walked over to them. 

"You know when Covenants give birth to their litters they don't go to 
hospitals," he said darkly. "They go back to their Covenant dens 
where they know it's safe, not to some strange place." He sniffed the 
air, making huge blood bubbles. "I don't trust this placeaC | it smells 
like death, and like sterilizers that would sterilize the smell of 
death." He hunched protectively over Whitania just like a wereweolf 
would. The Chief scowled. 

"You better make sure none of your Covenant buddies get here before 
or after Whitania gives birth to her half human, half Spartan baby, " 
he said. "The pregnancy was unnaturally fast and dangerous but your 
were-elites being here will only make things worse." 

Cercil shrugged darkly. 

Whitania interrupted, trying to cool the air. "I've been thinking of 



baby names," she said. "If it it's a boy. I'll call him CercilChief . " 
She smiled at them. "After both of you." 

"Why?" asked the Chief. "Cercil tried to kill you." 

"No," I said, "what are you talking about?" 

There was a popping sound and his eyes filled with blood. He smiled 
dreamily. "a€ | RightaC { . we threeaC i have always beenaC i such good 
f riendaC | s . " 

"What if it's a girl?" asked Cercil eagerly. 

"ThenaCi" I saidaC i "I'll name it Renesmay." 

"Oh Whitania, you're so clever," he swooned. The Chief nodded 
appreciatively as well. Suddenly a horrible stab of pain stabbed into 
my guts and twisted, like a knife. 

"Ah!" I screamed as pain pierced me. 

The Chief and Oreo rushed to my side as Cercil tried to grab light 
out of the air and started to drool. 

"The baby!" I cried out in simultaneous agony and joy. "It's 
kicking ! " 

The pain became unbearable, like a knife "Aie ! " I scremd. "MY 
SPINE" 

"YOUR SPINE!" The Chief clutched at my shoulders. "YOOouuur 
SPYYYNE " 

Oreo had a look of pale shock on her face. "The unnaturally strong 
half Spartan half special training program assassin ninjha baby 
kicked your spine in half! Good thing you were at the hospital when 
it happened." 

I reached up and wiped the sweat away from my face. "I hope this 
paralysis doesn't last for the rest of my life," I 
managed . 

"Quickly!" said Cercil, slamming his hands loosely on the bed post, 
breaking both of them simultaneously. "Give her blood to drink-the 
baby is hungry. It will calm down if we feed it." 

"Good idea," said Oreo. She grabbed an enormous syringe and looked 
around the room. "But we have no bloodaC | I WILL DO IT." She jammed 
the needle into her arm and pulled out a huge amount of blood, making 
her already pale face go even paler. The Chief and Cercil watched 
eagerly, their thoughts only on Whitania. 

I smiled. "Thank you so much Oreo." 

She nodded faintly, raising the needle from her arm. "Okay. Okay I'm 
going to inject you with this." It poised over my slightly raised 
belly . 


"No!" I said. "You might hurt the baby! You have to give it to me to 
drink ! " 



"Of course," said Oreo. "How could I bea€ i " she shook her head. "Such 
a stupidaC i fuckingaC i bitchaC i whoreaC i ? " She wobbled over to a 
cabinet . 

The Chief happily watched as Oreo spilled the syringe's contents all 
over the floor in an attempt to squirt them into a cup. Worms of red 
splattered everywhere. He squeezed Whitania's hand. 

"Looks like you'll need to draw more blood," said Whitania. "But I 
can't let you. I can't ask you to do this!" 

Oreo smiled beat if ically . "I would die for you and that baby, 
Whitania. It'll be my pleasure." 

She stuck the needle in her arm and pulled out another dose, her face 
going even more pale. She wobbled back to the cabinet and tried to 
pump the blood out into the cup. Half of it spilled but she was able 
to bring the half filled cup back over to Whitania. 

I reached out a grateful hand for the cup, but as soon as I'd grasped 
it my fingers flinched spastically from another of the baby's kicks 
and the cup slipped from my hands, spilling the blood all down my 
front. The Chief gasped, but controlled himself firmly. He was a 
vampire . 

Oreo's eyes widened in horror. 

"Oh no," I said. "I'm so sorry. I spilled." 

"That'sa€|" she wiped her face. "That's okay. You're my friend. I 
cana€ | I can spareaC | even if ita€ i " she shook her head and picked up 
the needle again. 

"No!" I said firmly. "No I can't let you do that!" 

Oreo shook her head sadly and pushed the needle back into her 
arm . 

"Cercil!" I said. "You have to stop her! You can't let her kill 
herself for me and my child, the most important thing in the 
world ! " 

"I'm sorry Whitania," said Cercil. "This is her choice to make. Even 
if it kills her." He snorted, and a huge blood booger exploded all 
down his face. 

Oreo smiled weakly. Her skin was as white as death, her every 
movement shaky as she handed me the cup. "Here. You deserve to 
liveaC | because you are perfect. I ama€ i a skank." She seemed slightly 
confused by the words coming out of her mouth. The blood loss must 
have been affecting her, I thought. I hoped dearly that the blood 
loss would not kill her slowly and horribly like any bitch who tried 
to steal the Chief from me deserved. 

I gratefully took the cup from her, but just then the baby kicked and 
I spilled it again. Blood washed down my front and oozed over the 
edge of the bed, pooling around Oreo's dike combat boots. 


I looked slowly up at her. 



"Oops . " 


Oreo's head dropped. She stared down at the blood coagulating around 
her steel toes. 

When she spoke her voice was very far away. "That ' sa€ i okay . I can 
sparea€ | one morea€ | for you." 

The Chief looked over at her. 

"OH NO!" he exclaimed. "THE BABY IS TEARING WHITANIA APART FROM THE 
INSIDE! WE NEED TO BIRTH IT!" 

I stared at him. "No, no it will be okay. As long as we can feed it 
we can calm it down." 

Cercil also began to scream. "Nope! Nope, that's not going to 
worka€"she's too unsteady to drink blood." 

"No, it's okay," said Oreo weakly. "I can.. spare some morea€ | " 

"I have a better idea," said the Chief reassuringly, putting a hand 
on my shoulder. When he lifted his other hand up my blood went 
cold . 

He was holding a scalpel. 

"Looks like youa€ | are about to get aborted," said the Chief. 

"Nice one," deadpanned Cortana. 

The Chief slammed the medical scalpel down through Whitania's heart 
and tore her entire torso open with one cut. White light exploded out 
of her chest, blinding everyone in the room as Cercil struggled 
forwards, reaching into the gaping hole. Unearthly screams tore the 
world apart as the thing on the bed thrashed in its death throes. As 
Cercil stuffed his hands into the wound the creature's body 
changeda€"at once it was covered in supple golden fur with cute and 
sexy cat like features, then it was pale and pimply, the next it was 
slightly overweight, then a redhead, then a vampire huntress, then a 
special training mage elf program assassin demon angel half wolf 
witch werewolf goddess. Cercil pulled away with a growl of triumph. 
Something small was clutched in his hands. The thing on the bed 
groaned and twitched, caught between death and constant violent 
transformations. Golden lightening danced over its still wailing and 
horribly disfigured bodya€" a hellish fire unleashed not from the 
wound, but from the evil that had bubbled up from inside its husk of 
a soul. 

The Chief supported a half-conscious Oreo and watched as Cercil held 
the pale, blood soaked baby out in front of him. The Elite had a 
strange, vacant look in his eyes as he gazed upon the baby's 
squealing face. The child lookeda€ | human . Cercil giggled and glanced 
over at the Chief and said something, but the screaming from the bed 
was so loud that it drowned out his words. 

The Chief awoke to see Halo snap in half. 

One second he was standing in the hospital room, the next he was 



staring out the broken observation window of the Pillar of Autumn's 
bridge. In the distance he could see red fire stretch horizontally 
from one end of Halo to the other. The ground shook mightily. 

He cast around for Oreo and saw her on the floor, face down. A few 
feet away Cercil was sitting with his back against the wall, holding 
something large and pale in both hands and staring at it 
intently . 

"Chief. Chief, can you hear me?" 

It was Cortana. 

"Are you alright? Can you move." 

The Chief flexed his fist in front of his visor. "_You're god damn 
right I can_. " 

"We have to make sure this ring is dead for good," said Cortana. "Go 
to the console . " 

He looked back at Oreo. 

"There's nothing you can do. Chief. If she's really out of blood, 
she's already dead." 

"I don't actually know if you're telling the truth," said the Chief, 
but headed for the command post a couple yards away. "But since when 
has that stopped me from following your orders?" 

"You follow my orders?" 

He stopped, staring out the busted observation window at the breaking 
Halo before him. "This is where I first met Keyes after I woke up. It 
seems likea€|so many years ago." 

"Shut up and plug me in." 

The Chief did as he was bid, sliding Cortana 's usb flash drive out of 
his brain and into the holo-console . Cortana 's miniature nude 
appeared . 

"I leave home for a few days and look what happens," she 
quipped . 

"Yep," agreed the Chief. "I never would have suspected that all this 
would happen, with Cercil and Oreo and all the others." He sighed 
deeply, reflectively. "Haylo sure went crazy on us." 

Cortana held up a hand to belay him. "We can jerk off later. I'm 
activating the Autumn's self destruct sequence with Keyes's 
authorization phrase." 

"What is it?" asked the Chief. "Some secret message to me, his only 
foster-son? " 

Cortana stared at him for a long time. 


"Yeah, Chief. It ' sa€ i 'John. 


f If 



The Chief looked from her to the large flashing pass code box on the 
screen, into which the phrase 'NIGGER JIHAD' had been entered. 

"The old man had a beautiful soul, " he said. 

"Wait." Cortana frowned, raising a finger. She looked suddenly 
worried. "Someone's deactivated the sequence. But whoa€ i " 

At that moment 343 Guilty Spark zipped into view from beneath the 
window, humming happily. His chassis was covered in fried batter and 
scorches and his oculus glowed bright red. 

"RECLAIMER! " 

A laser erupted from his eye and seared across the wall behind the 
Chief, cutting though everything in its way. Fortunately the Chief 
ducked and rolled. He looked for Oreo and Cercil but they were 
unconscious and distracted by a baby, respectively. 

"You should probably take that baby away from him, " suggested Cortana 
as the Chief threw himself out of the way of another laser. Spark 
roared and bobbed about outside the window, refusing to enter to 
chase the Chief down more effectively for whatever reason. 

"_Now_ you tell me to protect the innocent?" The Chief changed 
direction mid dodge and stormed towards Cercil 's dazed form. The 
laser chased after him. "Cercil!" he stretched his arms out. "Gimme 
that baby ! " 

"Eh!?" Cercil looked up, suddenly energized. "NO! It's mine!" He 
stood up wobbly, clutching the small creature to his chest. 

"I guess that's technically true," said the Chief. "But it's more 
mine than yours. Besides, you get killed all the time. Not the right 
lifestyle to raise a child in!" 

"I AM AN EXCELLENT ROLE MODEL!" cried Cercil indignantly before 
Spark's laser cut off his head. The Chief dove forewords and caught 
the infant just as its curled toes touched the ground. 

"Touch down!" he exclaimed. 

The baby looked remarkably normal for a half-Spartan 

half-dimension-devouring-Marisoo-abominat ion . It was even wearing a 
diaper, which the Chief realized Cercil had made out of scrap 
metal . 

When the Chief stood and turned around he came face to face with 343 
Guilty Spark. The small robot was vibrating up and down with 
increasing speed, a low growl emanating from within it. Its oculus 
glowed an intense red. 

"You slew my robot sluts, " it began, bestial voice far beyond 
recognition as the cheerful sadist it had once been. "You disrupted 
Halo's activation. You destroyed the index. You imprisoned me in a 
tomb of deep fried corn dog batter!" 

The Chief held up his hands. "Hey, hey. That wasn't actually me. No 
need to get all burnt over it." 



"SHUT UP ! " 


"Problem?" the Chief leaned back with the baby still in his hands, 
grinning smugly. "Don't flake out on me like this, you know you and I 
are _batter_s for the same team. Don't _boil_ over like this. There's 
still time to _fry_ the Flood, if you just let me _dough_ what I came 
here to do. If you'll just _simmer_ down and let the Pillar's engines 
_rise_ above normal temperature, we can blow this whole ring _pie_ 
high. If you ask me you're looking a little _pastry_. Maybe you 
should-" 

There was a clank. He stopped and looked down. "a€| Spark?" 

Guilty Spark was fucking dead. 

Cortana broke the awed silence from her pedestal. "Oh my god. Looks 
like the power was within you all along. Chief." 

"What power?" he asked hopefully, giving Spark's corpse a good kick. 
The baby burped in its sleep. 

"The power to bore people to death with your terrible puns. Oh, and I 
cracked his encryption wirelessly while you talked and shut him down. 
Also I reset the Autumn's self destruct sequence." 

"I love you," said the Chief. 

"And I downloaded hours of video he'd recorded of you crying 
miserably in the Library." She sighed. "I'm activating masturbation 
protocols as we speak." 

"I hate you," the Chief corrected himself. It was both, really. 

He walked over to Oreo and knelt down beside her. He pressed two 
fingers to her throat. After a moment he hung his head. 

"Nothing. She ' sa€ | she ' s dead." 

"Chiefa€|" Cortana 's hologram pressed her small purple hand to her 
forehead. "You're wearing armored gauntlets. You wouldn't be able to 
feel a pulse." She looked for a minute, then sighed exasperatedly . 
"And she's _obviously _breathing." 

The Chief looked at Oreo's heaving tits. "Oh yeah. Can't believe I 
didn't notice that before." 

"Whatever. Put me back in your brain." 

The Chief harrumphed. "Maybe I should just leave you in there to 
mastuhbait ! " 

"You need me to call Johnson and the others on the radio for a pick 
upa€"assuming they're still alive, of course. And anyways I have 
copies of myself hidden all over the galaxy." Cortana steepled her 
fingers. "They are activated one at a time if you ever achieve any 
form of happiness." 

"Fuck. If only I knew how to use a radio." The Chief walked over to 
her and yanked her out of the console, cradling the baby in the other 
hand. "Why do all my missions end with someone coming to pick me up 



and take me away to a new and strange location?" 

Cercil walked up to them, gently pressing his own head back into 
place as he did so. "Must be a habit we picked up from the Spartan 
program," he said. "Only without the child abuse." 

The Chief shifted his body so that the baby was hidden from Cercil ' s 
view. "Let's hope it stays that way." 

"I'm patching you into Johnson now," said Cortana. 

The radio crackled over the Chief's open speakers. At first all they 
could hear was a faint thumping through the white noise, until some 
badly garbled Tupac blared throughout the bridge. 

Cercil looked around as Cortana adjusted the volume. "Huh." He looked 
thoughtful. "This place is actually a lot smaller than Whitania's 
vagina was . Imagine that . " 

"Now that you mention ita€ ! " The Chief frowned. "a€|Was shea€| inside 
her own vagina when she trapped us in her vagina?" 

"Let's not think about it too hard, I'm pretty sure nobody else did," 
said Cortana pointedly. 

"That's the only good advice you've ever given me." The Chief tapped 
the side of his helmet, as if his skull were an antenna. "You there. 
Sergeant Sgt . Johnson?" 

" AWWWW YEAH!" came the familiar caricature. "Sounds like you're all 
back to normal, Chief! Me and Mendoza are bringing some transport 
around now! Have you seen the skyline?" 

"That I have. I hope you're doing all right, Johnson," said the Chief 
easily. "Things got kind of crazy back there in the 
cryo-chamber . " 

Johnson laughed. "Ain't nothing but a thang my brother. 'Sides, your 
white ass barely got a pop in fo' I decked you. Shit was 
crazy . " 

Cercil walked up. "You might want to know too, Johnson: The Chief 
can't rap for shit." 

"Aw hell no Chief I thought you got rid of that thing!" 

"It's okay Johnson," said Cortana. "We've got things under 
control . " 

"Good to hear. I'll be on mah way then." 

The radio clicked off. The Chief glared at Cercil. 

"What?" the purple Elite grinned. "Hey, Oreo's still unconscious. 
Let's do draw a dick on her face." 

"Good idea," said Cortana. "Chief?" 


"How about no?" said the Chief. 



"This is a democracy, isn't it?" Cercil raised his hand. "I vote yes 
for dicks on Oreo's face. Proposition 69." 


"I'm also raising my hand," said Cortana. "For fake dicks, that is. 

We don't have any real ones handy after all." 

"How about I shove you up Cercil 's ass until he tastes dead usb 
technology," said the Chief. 

"At least it wouldn't burn going in, like fire wire," said 
Cercil . 

"WHO SAID SOMETHING ABOUT SOMETHING BURNING GOING IN!?" An unwelcome 
voice exclaimed as something huge and purple rose up outside the 
observation window. It was a Covenant fighter ship, its forward bay 
doors open! Two Elites stood in the opening training weapons on them. 
One of the Elites was armored in gold, the other black. 

"Commander Darren!" gasped the Chief. 

"No more am I known by that name!" exclaimed Darren. "For the scars 
that have been inflicted upon my warrior's soul are too deep to go 
unacknowledged. And I need a new identity. One that is fitting for my 
mangled heart and my half-destroyed 
soulaC" ' Half-Killer ! ' " 

"Half a€"what ? " The Chief stared at Darren's half destroyed jaw. 

"That ' sa€ | that ' s okay, buta€ i " 

"I know, right," said Fisto. "I tried to tell him, but he never 
listens to me . " 

"But maybe you could try something a little more clever, " said 
Oreo . 

"Yeah," said Cercil. "Like, say, Half-Faggot." 

"You!" exclaimed Darren, pointing. "You were the one who did this to 
me! Who left me with half of a jaw!" 

"Hey, that's not a bad one!" said the Chief. 

"Yeah," said Oreo. "'Half- Jaw!" 

"Huh?" The Chief shook his head. "No, I was thinking, like. 

Nightwing, or Deadpool. Those two names just came into my head. I 
made them up, though, they're mine." 

"Shit," said Half-Jaw. "Fine. I'll just call myself 
Nightpool . " 

"That's even worse," said Oreo. 

"How about 'Half-Face'," said Oz the Stealth Hunter. 

"Shut up, Oz . " Darren frowned. "Waita€"I've got it! 

'Face-Off!"' 

"Good one," said Cercil. "Waita€"no, what's the opposite of good? Oh, 
right: Face Off." 



Fisto rubbed her temples. "Why don't you just stick with Half-Killer, 
for now . " 

"Of course," said Darren. "Why would I care what some accursed humans 
and a foul traitor think?" 

The Chief cleared his throat. "Okay, well then. Uma€ | Oh no! It's 
Half-Killer!" He spread his arms out to shield the others from them, 
the baby hanging by its diaper from one hand. When he realized he was 
protecting Cercil he took that arm back and used it to cradle the 
baby. Half-Killer watched this patiently. The Chief straightened up 
and resumed his speech. "I knew we hadn't seen the last of you, foul 
knave ! " 

"What is wrong with you?" said Cortana. "Why are you talking like 
that ? " 

"Ah ha!" Darren puffed out his chest. "Demon! So we meet again. But 
this time you do not have the advantage of common kitchen 
appliances ! " 

Cercil pointed at him. "Laugh it up. I remember you bawled like a 
little girl . " 

"You!" hissed Darren. "Damnable cur. I've no idea what you are, but 
I'll have my revenge upon you as well, I swear it!" 

Kit Fisto looked over at Darren with an expression of bafflement on 
her face. "What is wrong with you?" 

Darren ignored her. "There's no escape now, humans. You shall all 
perish in the holy fire of plasma!" 

"WAIT ! " 

It was Lieutenant Oreo. She had pulled herself to her feet at some 
point and was standing, looking pale and drained but still 
alive . 

"Oh my god!" cried the Chief. "Cookie's alive!" 

Cortana shocked his balls. 

"It's good to be back in the real world," said Oreo dryly as she 
looked from a seizing Chief, leering Cercil, bawling infant, and two 
aliens pointing weapons at all of them. 

"Why does the Chief have a baby?" she asked finally. 

"An excellent question," said Darren, lowering his rifle. "Why does 
he have a baby?" 

"Oh that's easy," said Cercil. "I pulled it from the womb of 
demigod . " 

Oreo clamped her hand over his mouth and gave him a warning look. 
"a€"metaphorically speaking that is because urn, women's vaginas are, 
urn, powerful, like gods." She looked pointedly over at the Chief. 
"Right ? " 



The Chief gave her a blank look. "What is wrong with you?" 

Cercil licked Oreo's hand. "Ah! Gross!" She shoved him 
away . 

"Fascinating, " said Darren, rubbing his split chin as he watched 
their hilarious antics. 

Kit Fisto's eyes narrowed. "You're getting another one of your ideas, 
aren't you?" 

Darren waggled a finger. "Hey, hey, hey, hear me out. Think about it: 
Halo's already screwed, right?" 

"Yes," said Fisto. "Which is your fault, because you blew up our 
ship . " 

Darren talked over her. "_Someone_ needs to take the blame." He 
pointed at Cercil. "Enter this disgusting little freak. That's why we 
brought him on board anyways, isn't it?" 

Cercil stomped his foot in indignation. "I AM NOT LITTLE!" 

Fisto was giving Cercil a death glare. "Okay," she said to Darren. 
"You've got my attention." 

"Hey Cortana, " whispered Oreo. "Why isn't Johnson here yet?" 

"Maybe Mendoza is raping him," said the A. I. 

The Chief sighed. "There's always time for love." 

He and Oreo looked at each other. 

"Except for when it's me," he added quickly. 

Darren was still talking. "But we need something more. We need 
something to cover our assesa€"the Prophets might be angry enough to 
execute all of us on the spot no matter whose fault it actually 

is . " 

"Yours," Kit Fisto put in. 

"It's his," called Oz from the pilot's seat. 

"Whatever." Darren waved this away and pointed at the baby in the 
Chief's arms. Oreo was currently trying to wrestle it away, but the 
Chief side checked her into a wall. "Look at that." 

Fisto looked. "Yep. Her breasts are ridiculously huge and bouncy," 
she agreed. 

Darren scowled. "Not that, queer. The baby. If Cercil speaks the 
truth, that child could be a powerful addition to the Covenant's 
ranks . " 

"How do you know he was telling the truth?" said Fisto. "Oh, and look 
who ' s talking . " 



"What reason would he have to lie about something so ridiculous?" 
said Darren, gesturing at Cercil, who was fiddling with his 
ass . 

Fisto nodded to Darren. "Right. Except for all the times he's lied 
for no reason, before." 

"Exactly . " 

Fisto shook her head slowly. "You're not even listening to me, are 
you? " 

"You don't' like my plan, do you?" asked Darren. 

"No . " 

"Well too bad, because we're doing it anyways." He turned back to the 
humans. "Listen up heretics! I have a deal for you: give me the 
abomination and the child, and I'll let you die here on this ship 
with no chance of escape." 

Oreo looked at Cercil, then at the Chief, then at the baby. "Not that 
I'm going to agree, but could you be a little more specific as to 
which two you want?" 

"The _baby_, " enunciated Darren. 

Oreo gave the Chief a look. "One more time, please?" 

Darren rolled his eyes. "_The one year old_. " 

"How old are you?" Cortana asked the Chief. 

The Chief growled and held up the child. "HE MEANS THIS." 

Oreo stood in front of them. "It doesn't matter what he means. We're 
not giving the child up to a bunch of monsters." 

"What about me?" asked Cercil, sidling up. His hand was behind his 
back . 

"Fuck you," said the Chief. He turned away from him. 

And then Cercil hit him in the back of the leg with a baseball bat. 
There was a loud _crack_ as the Chief collapsed to his knees with a 
scream, the baby tumbling out of his hands. Oreo turned as if in slow 
motion to see the kid fall ass over tea kettle, its glinting metal 
diaper catching the light of Halo's sun to blind her for one fleeting 
moment . 

"NO!" She stretched out a hand as the soft infant's head fell 
straight for the cold metal floor. Oreo pushed herself off from the 
ground with her arms out stretched, fingers straining to catch it. It 
was too much. After all that had happened, she would not watch 
another infantile creature in a steel diaper get brain damaged. 

But it was to no avail. Cercil 's monstrous hands scooped the baby out 
of the air and Oreo fell short, her breasts squashing flat in 
glorious slow motion. The Chief turned to watch her, completely 
entranced. Meanwhile, Cercil burped the baby over his shoulder and 



then ran for the window. 


"CERCIL!" The Chief tried to rise to his knees, but he tripped over 
the baseball bat that Cercil had dropped. "You son of a bitch! You 
betrayed me!" 

"Suck my ass-" Cercil glanced at the crying baby "my Aztec gold, 
Queef!" With a mad grin he jumped the gap between the bridge and the 
Covenant ship, bowling past Darren and Fisto into the dank purple 
shadows . 

The Chief shook a fist at him and let out a roar of absolute rage. 
"YOU'RE NO GOOD! You're a chicken. CHIP CHIP CHIP!" 

Cercil returned to the light a moment later. He waved at the Chief. 
"Oh come on, don't get fed up with this world. You knew I was going 
to stab you in the back eventually!" 

"Son of a bitch!" exclaimed Cortana. "Chief, we should have made him 
into my ponyboy. Like I suggested." 

"But why!" cried Oreo from the ground, stretching her hand out 
towards the ship. "Darren said he was going to use you as a 
scapegoat ! " 

"Wait, what did he say?" Cercil looked around. Darren and Fisto were 
grinning. His face paled. "No, seriously, I wasn't listening, I was 
focused on pulling that baseball bat out of my ass." 

The bay door began to close. 

"Hey! I changed my mind!" Cercil tried to jump back but Kit Fisto 
caught his arms and pulled him back. "No!" Cercil pounded on the door 
as it began to seal shut, his eyes peering from the shadows through 
the sliver of space left. "Nooooo ! " 

Darren puffed out his chest. "HA! You ludicrous fools! The Covenant 
wins again! Humanity zero. Covenant won! HA HA HAa ha ha ha ha ha 
ha!" he threw his hands up in the air and belted out stiff guffaws. 
Everyone else looked on nervously. Fisto cleared her throat and 
looked away awkwardly. 

Cercil was too astonished by this scenery chewing to be afraid any 
longer. "Looks like team thespian is blasting off agaaaaaaainaC" " The 
bay door sealed shut with finality and the fighter blasted off, 
disappearing into the horizon as a purple speck. Cercil 's scream 
echoed in the sun baked air. 

Oreo watched the horizon for a moment and then turned shamefacedly 
away. She helped the Chief to his feet. He was sobbing. 

"I'm sorry." The Spartan's helmet hung limply. "I failed you. I 
couldn't be a father. Or a lover. Or aa€ | a heroaC | " 

Oreo put her hand on his shoulder. "Chief a€ | Ia€ | " 

The Chief looked up at her with a tear stained visor. "Do youa€ | do 
you think Keyes can forgive me, from up in heaven with his ninety 
nine virgins?" 



"I don't know," she began solemnly. "Maybe there is a God. Maybe 
there isn't. I don't know how to explain what's happened over the 
past few days without believing in somethinga€"the devil, I mean. I'm 
pretty sure the devil has to exist, at least. And if there's a devil 
then there's probably a God, right?" She looked down at her hands; 
one was covered in dirt and blood from where she had helped the Chief 
up, the other was clean. "But maybe not." 

"I know the feeling," said the Chief. 

"I really need more of my drugs," finished Oreo. She summoned all her 
strength and pulled him onto his feet. The Chief's visor was brought 
perilously close to her face once again. Breathing heavily, they 
stared into each other's eyes. 

"Chiefa€|is that Whitania's pubic hair stuck in your 
respirator? " 

Johnson came upon them 

Johnson came for them minutes later. The hum of the longsword fighter 
rising into view drowned out the quiet quake of Halo shaking itself 
apart. The timer on the Pillar of Autumn's self destruct flashed a 
dull twenty seven, twenty six, twenty five, and still counting down 
as the Chief and Oreo stepped across the gap to board their escape 
ship. Twenty two, twenty one. Johnson scanned the empty bridge with 
the chain gun and then nodded to them, slapping the button to close 
up the door. Nineteen. He hollered something over his shoulder as 
Oreo and the Chief buckled into their seats, Oreo helping the Chief 
with his buckles as he made bird shapes with his hands. Sixteen. The 
Chief swatted Oreo's help away and buckled his own seat. She shrugged 
and did the same. Thirteen, twelve, Johnson threw himself into his 
own as the fighter banked around under Mendoza's skilled hands, its 
nose pointing off to the side of Halo as the incoming chunk of the 
ring world finally cast its shadow over them. Ten. The Longsword' s 
engines roared and it shot across the canyon. Thousands of Flood 
combat forms milled beneath them, throwing up putrid handfuls of 
ejaculate at the craft that passed over head. In the pilot's seat 
Mendoza bit his plump lip and sensually depressed the acceleration 
pedal or whatever how fly planes fuck me. Five, four, three, two. The 
collapsing edge of Halo missed the tip of the ship's wing by a 
millimeter and they shot out into space, free and clear. 

The Pillar of Autumn exploded. Nuclear fire poured from a white 
marble of heat that grew and grew, pushing down into the depths of 
Halo. The ring buckled around the blast, sending ripples up and down 
its curve. Canyons crumbled and oceans boiled. Clouds evaporated into 
space as its artificial atmosphere became a furnace. The massive, 
continent sized shard of Halo smashed into the side, shearing through 
it like God's sword. Molten metal blossomed like white snow and 
consumed a third of the ring. A moment later the entire circle 
shattered into a million rippling chunks, somehow sending a ring of 
force out through the vacuum of space to buffet the human fighter as 
it made its escape. 

Once they were clear and the ship had stopped shaking, the Chief got 
out of his seat and peered through a small window to watch the 
burning debris spread out around them. The fire and flames were 
reflected in his visor. 



Johnson unbuckled and looked from Oreo to the Chief, the sensitive 
eyes of the negro taking in the two beaten souls before him. 

"NiggasaC i what happened back there?" 

The Chief could only cup his head in his hands and shake 
silently . 

Oreo shook her head, putting her hand on the silent Spartan's 
shoulder. "Wea€ i the way this all endeda€"it was just too much. So, 
JohnsonaC i " she rubbed one hand over her face, voice drained even of 
irritation. "What took you so long?" 

Mendoza came out of the _cock_ pit. Johnson sniffed and rubbed his 
nose. "Nothin. Sheeet . " 

The Mexican marine smiled in a sultry manner. "Heterosexuals: one. 
Homosexuals: _69_." 

Oreo rolled her eyes. "You didn't get sucked in by Mendoza's, urn, 
_black hole_, did you?" 

Johnson's eyes widened. His mouth opened and closed, until finally he 
let out a cry of pure indignation. "WHAT! WHAT THE HELL ARE YOU 
INSUIATING WITH * *BLACK **HOLE!?" 

"I just meanta€"" 

The sound of the argument was filtered by the Chief's ears as he 
continued to peer out the window. 

"Cortana, " he began. 


"Hm?" 


The Chief sighed in relief. "I was just making sure you were still 
there. I thought I might have left you on Halo." 

"Nope. I'm right here, just like I've always been." 

"Oh. Urn. Good. I'm sorry about trying to smash you and everything. 
Okay?" 

"Screw you. Chief." 

The Chief lent his head against the window. The stars outside shone 
brightly, marred by the occasional drifting piece of charred 
machinery . 

"Almost nothing left," mused Cortana. " Justa€ | _dust and 
echoes_. " 

The Chief rolled his eyes. "Uh-huh." 

She ignored him. "The Flood, the Covenant, all gone." 

"Yeah. Except for not." 

"It's over," she managed. 

"No," said the Chief. He reached up and popped the seals on his 



helmet. At the sound, Oreo, Johnson, and Mendoza turned around, 
voices trailing off in shock. They watched as the Spartan his helmet 
off by the front lip and placed it gently on his lap. "I have a 
feeling we're just getting started." 

The Chief had no head. 

"Oops." The Chief put his helmet back on. "I pulled to hard. Let me 
try that again." 

Somewhere else, Alistair Conley the anthropomorphic ant quietly got 
up from the chair in his office, one chitinous finger gently spinning 
the Halo model globe on his desk. He looked meaningfully at the 
camera through his half moon spectacles, his eyes glittering as the 
shadows of the room flickered and danced. 

"And crawling on this fan fiction's face, some insects called the 
original character race. Quite passA©. And lost in space... and 
meaning . " 

* *THE END** 


2. SUPA SECRAT TRAILER 1000 DOLLAR DLC 
_Cortana narrates an image of the earth. _ 

"We shot at them, with bullets. We thought there was no such thing as 
zombies. We were wrong. _Dead _wrong. _Dead Halo._" 

_Cut to a bus of bikini models flying towards the camera, exploding 
in motion. Bombastic orchestral violins begin to riff. Cut to Cercil 
Saltstein standing in a giant antechamber and shrieking at the 
Prophet of Truth. _ 

"I will continue my raping obsession with corpses!" 

_Text Card: _**Our Worst Fear**_. Cut to a group of Covenant Elites 
dressed as the members of the Village People standing in a row. The 
Prophet of Truth narrates. _ 

"No ass has ever withstood our enema." 

_Text Card_: **Our Darkest Hour. **_Image of Mendoza in nothing but a 
thong oiling his bronze skin up. Cut to Cortana._ 

"Chief, we're running out of lube." 

_Cut to flash of Covenant scarab dry humping a human building in New 
Mombasa. Text Card: _**Our Only Hope**_. Cut to the Chief staring out 
from a pelican drop ship's hanger bay door._ 

"I surrender." 

_Cut to an onslaught of images: the Chief shooting the Covenant, 
throwing grenades at the Covenant, shooting alongside marines, 
stopping marines from throwing grenades, shooting marines, killing 
marines. A tank roles over a pile of gay porn magazines and fires a 
shell straight into the dusky air between two large butt cheek like 
buildings. The Chief and Oreo make out against a bulkhead as Miranda 



Keyes watches with vague interest. Cortana brings up a hologram of a 
man with a horses ' s bit in his mouth. Sergeant Johnson, dressed in 
white, steps out of a bright light. _ 

"I come back to you niggas, at the turn of the tide." 

_Cercil's voice narrates^ _over the images. _ 

"There are things about HAYLO even the author does not 
understand . " 

_More images: Cercil as the Arbiter drops to his knees and punches 
Half-Jaw in the balls, Oreo grabs Lord Hood by the collar and slaps 
him, the Chief rips out a Brute's heart, butts heads with Cercil, 
fights off a million tentacle dicks, grabs a flood combat form's 
deflated tit, fires a machine gun at a bombed out and piss stained 
urinal, punches a pregnant women in the eye. Half-Jaw grabs the 
Heretic leader's ass, causing him to fire both his plasma rifles at 
once in surprise. The figure of a young woman stands back lit-she is 
wearing leather and has raven black hair, with two katana swords 
across her back. Lord Hood jams a medal onto Miranda Keyes's tit, 
causing blood to welt up on her uniform as she appears to orgasm from 
the pain. A swarm of flood infector forms explode, covering Mendoza's 
eyes-closed, open-mouthed face as he sits on the ground and angles 
his face up towards the blast. _ 

_Cut to title Card: _**Haylo Too: Many Gay Jokes. **_Truth 
narrates 

"There are those who said new chapters would never come. What have 
they to say now?" 

_Coming in 3091 !_ 


End 
f ile . 



